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PREFACE 


TO THE ENGLISH EDITION. 


Since Poetry affords young persons an innocent pleasure, a taste fcff it, 
under certain limitations, should be indulged. Why should they be forr 
bidden to expatiate, in imagination, over the flowery fields of Arcadia, in* 
Elysium, in the Isles of the Blest, and in the Vale of Tempe ? The harnit 
less delight, which they derive from Poetry, is surely si^cient to recom* 
mend an attention to it, at an age when pleasure is the chief pursuit, even 
if the sweets of it were not blended with utility. 

" If, indeed, pleasure were the ultimate object of Poetry, there are some, 
who, in the rigour of austere wisdom, would maintain that the precious days 
of youth might be more advantageoudy employed than in cultivating a 
taste for it. To obviate their objections, it is necessary*to remind them, 
that Poetry has ever claimed the power of conveying instruction, in the 
most effectual manner, by the vehicle of pleasure. 

There is reason to believe, that many young persons, of natural genius, 

^ would have given very little attention to learning of any kind, if they had 
been introduced to*it by books appealing only to their reason and judg¬ 
ment, and not to their fancy. Through the pleasant paths of Poetry they 
have been gradually led to the heights of Science : they have been allur¬ 
ed, on first setting out, by the beauty of the scene presented to them, into 
a delightful land, flowing with milk and honey; where, after having been 
nourished, like the infant at the mother’s breast, they have gradually ac- 
. quired strength enough to relish and digest the solidest food of philo¬ 
sophy. • 

m 

This opinion seems to be confirmed by actual experience; fiw the 
greatest men, in every liberal and honourable profession, gave their early 
^ yeais to the charms of Poetry. Many of the most illustrious worthies in 
^ fJia church and in the state were allured to the land of learning by the 
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song of the Mase; and they would, perhaps, have never entered h, if 
their preceptors had forbidden them to lend an ear. Of so much con¬ 
sequence is the study of Poetry, in youth, to the general advancement df* 
learning. 

And, as to morals, “ Poetry,” in the words of sir Philip Sydney, ** doth 
not only show the way, but giveth so sweet a prospect of the way, as will 
entice any man to enter into it; nay, the Poet doth, as if your journey 
should be through a fair vineyard, at the very first, give you a clupter of 
grapes, that, full of that taste, you may long to pass farther. He bqgin- 
neth not with obscure definitions, but he cometh to you with words set in 
delightful proportion, either accompanied.with, or prepared for, the well- 
enchanting skill of music;—and with a tale—he cometh unto you with a 
tale, which holdeth children from play , and old men from the chimney cor¬ 
ner. Even those hard-hearted, evil men, who think virtue a school-name,*^ 
and despise the austere admonitions of the philosopher, and feel not the 
inward reasons tfiey stand upon, yet will be contented to be delighted, 
which is all the good fellow Poet seems to promise,—and so steal to see 
the form of goodness; which, seen, they cannot but love, ere themselves be 
aware, as if they took a medicine of cherries.” 

Thus Poetry, by the gentle, yet certain method of allurement, leads both 
to learning and to virtue. 1 conclude, therefore, that, under a few sel^ 
evident restrictions, it is properly addressed to all young minds, in the 
course of a liberal educatio... 

It must be confessed, at the same time, that many sensible men in the 
world, as well as in the schools of philosophy, have objected to an early 
study of it. They have thought, that a taste for it interfered with an at^ < 
tention to what they call the main chance. What Ifoet ever fined for 
sheriff? says Oldham. It is seldom seen that any one discovers mines of 
gold and silver in Parnassus, says Mr. Locke. Such ideas have predomi¬ 
nated in the exchange and in the ware-house; and, while they continue to 
be confined to those places, may, perhaps, in some instances, be proper and 
advantageous. But they ought not to operate on the mind of the well-edu¬ 
cated gentleman, or the man of a liberal profession ; and, indeed, there is 
no good reason to be given why the meraanlilc classes, at least of the higher 
order, should not amuse their Ici^re with any pleasures of polite li^rature. 
Nothing, perhaps, contributes more to liberalize their minds, and prevent 
that narrowness, which is too often the consequence of a life attached, from 
the earliest age, to the pu^uits of lucre. 
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l^t mere men of Mie world object to the study of Poetry as a part of 
.education, is not to be wondered at, when it is considered that many, from 
Widit of natural sensibility, or from long habits of inattention to every thing 
but sordid interest and vulgar enjoyment, are totally unfurnished with fa¬ 
culties for the perception of poetical beauty. But shall we deny that the 
cowslip and violet possess a vivid colour and sweet fragrance, because the 
ox, who fattens in the meadow, tramples over them without perceiving ei¬ 
ther thmr hues or their odours ? The taste of mankind, from China to 
Peru, powerfully militates against the few and narrow-minded despisers of 
Poetry. 

Young minds, indeed, have commonly a taste for Verse. Unseduced 
by the love of money, and unhacknied in the ways of vice, they are, it is 
true, pleased with simple nature and real fact, though unembellished ; be¬ 
cause all objects, with them, have the grace of novelty : but they are trans¬ 
ported with the charms of Poetry, where the sunshine of fancy diffuses 
over every subject the fine gloss, the rich colouring, of beautiful imagery 
and language. “ Nature” (to cite sir Philip Sydney again) " never set 
forth the earth in so rich tapestry as divers Poets have done, neither with 
so pleasant rivers, fruitful trees, sweet-smelling flowers, nor whatsoever 
may make the earth more lovely. The world is a brazen world ; the poets 
only deliver a golden ; which whoever dislike, the fault is in their judg¬ 
ment^ quite out of taste^ and not in the sweet food of sweetly-uttered 

KNOWLEDGE.” * 

It will be readily acknowledged, that ideas and precepts of all kinds, 
whether of morality or science, make a deeper impression when recom¬ 
mended by the vivacity, the colouring, the melody, of poetical language. 
A*nd what is thus deeply impressed will also long remain; for metre and 
rhyme naturally catoh hold of the memory, as the tendrils of the vine cling 
round the branches of the elm. 

Orpheus and Linus are recorded, in fable, to have drawn the minds of 
savage men to knowledge, and to have polished human nature, by Poetry. 
And are not children in ihe state of nature 'I And is it not probable, that 
Poetry may be the best instrument to operate on them, as it was found to 
be on nations in the savage state 1 €ince, according to the mythological 
wisdom oi the ancients, Amphion moveck^tones, and Orpheus brutes, by 
Music and Verse, is it not reasonable to believe, that minds which are dull, 
md even brutally insensible, may be penetrated, sharpened, softened, and 
vivified, by the warm influence of fine Poetry ? • 
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But it is reaRj saperfiuoas to expatiate either on the del^ht or the iitili- 
tj of Poetrj. The subject has been exhausted; and, whatever a few men,; 
of little taste and feeling, or of minds entirely scvdid and secular, may ob¬ 
ject, such are the charms of the Goddess, such her powerful influence over 
the heart of man, that she will never want voluntary votaries at her shrine. 
The Author of Nature has kindly implanted in mah a love of Poe&y, to 
ecdace him under the labours and soripws of life. A great part of the 
Scriptures is Poetry and Verse. The wise son of Sirach enumerates, among 
the most honourable of mankind, sucu as found out musical Turns, and 

KECITED VERSES IN WRITING. . 

With respect to this Compilation, the principal subject of this Pre&ce 
(but from which I have been seduced into a digression, by giving my suf¬ 
frage in favour of the art 1 love)—if I should be asked what are its Dis¬ 
tensions, I must freely answer, that it professes nothing more than (wbu is 
evident at first sight) to be a larger Collection of English Verse, for the 
USE OF SCHOOLS, than has ever yet been published in one volume. The 
original intention was, to comprise in it a great number and variety of such 
|)ieces as were already in use in schools, or which seemed proper for the 
use of them; such a number and variety as might furnish something satis- 
fiictmy to every taste, and serve as a little Poetical Library for school-boys, 
preclnding the inconvenience and expense of a multitude of volumes. 

Such was the design of the Publication. The Editor can claim no 
praise beyond that of the design. The praise of ingenuity is all due to 
the Poets whose works have supplied the materials. What merit can there 
be in directing a famous and popular passage to be inserted from Shakspeare, 
Milton, Pope, Gray, and many others of less fame, indeed, but in great 
esteem, and all of allowed genius 7 Their own lustre pointed them out, 
like stars of the first magnitude in the heavens. TUere was no occasion 
for singular acuteness of vision, or for optical glasses, to discover a bright¬ 
ness which obtruded itself on the eye. The best pieces are usually the most 
popular. They are loudly recomgaended by the voice of Fame; and her 
eulogy, when long continued, becomes an infallible guidance. 

Utility and innocent entertainment are the sole designs of the Editor; . 
and if they are accomplished, he is saftsfied, and cheerfully falls back into 
the shade of obscurity. He is ^nfident that the Book cannot bat be u^ • ^ 
fill and entertaining; Imt be is, at the same time, so little inclined to boast 
of his work, that he is ready to confess, that almost any man, willing-to in¬ 
cur a considerable expense, and undergo a little trouble, might have fiir- ^ 
nished as good a collection. ^ 
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As taste wHl ftv evir differ, some may wish to hafe seen in it passages 
'fpia some fiiTourite, yet obscure poet, and some, also, from then own wcnks; 
but it was the business of the Editor of a schoolbook Uke Mts, not to in> 
sert scarce and curious works, such as please virtuose readers, chiefly from 
their rarity, but to collect such as were pubUcfy known and universoMy 
celebrated. The more known, the more celebrated, the better they were 
adapted to this Collection; whiclkis not designed, like the lessons of some 
dancing masters, for grown gentlemen, but for youi^ learners only ; and it 
will reaSily occur to every one, that what is old to men and women may 
be, and for the most part must be, new to hoys and girls receiving their 
education. Private judgment, in a work like this, must often, give way to 
public. Some things are inserted in this Volume entirely in submissive 
deference to public opinion ; which, when general and long continued, is 
the best criterion of merit in the fine arts, and particularly in Poetry. 
Whatever was found in previous collections, which experience bad pro¬ 
nounced proper for schools, has been freely taken and admitted: the stamp- 
of experience gave it currency. The freedom of borrowing, it is hoped, 
will be pardoned, as the collectors, with whom it has been used, first set 
the example of it. 


It is unnecessary, and perhaps might be deemed impertinent, to point 
out the mode of using the Collection to the best advantage. It is evident 
that it may be used in schools either in recitation, transcription, the exer¬ 
cise of the memory, or in imitation. It furnishes an abunt^ance of models, 
which are the best means of exciting genius. Such Arts of Poetry as 
those of Gildon, Bysshe, Newbery, and their imitators, effect but little in 
the dry method of technical precept; and the young Poet, like the Sculp- 
^ ^r, will improve most by working afrer a model. It is evident that this 
Collection may be usefully read at English Schools, tn the classes, just as 
the Latin and GreelK authors are read at the grammar~schooh, by explain¬ 
ing every thing grammatically, historically, metrically, and critically, and 
then giving a portion to be learned by memory. The Book, it is hoped, 
will be particularly agreeable and useful in the private studies of the amia¬ 
ble young student, whose first love is the love of the Muse, and who courts 
her in his summer’s walk, and in the solitude of his winter retreat, or at 
the social and domestic fire-side. 


» 

'<1 In the* latter part, many little pieces ^I’e admitted, mere htsus poetiei, 
chiefly for the diversion of the student, which almost require an apology. 
They are, it must be confessed, no more than flowerets at the bottom of 
Parnassus; but, it is hoped that their admission* will be approved, as they 
may gradually lead the scholar to ascend higher up the hill, who might 
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ban been deterred from approaching it, if he haS seen nothing, jir the 
whde prospect, but the sublime, the solemn, and the sombrous. * ,' 

The reader will have no cause to complain, if, instead of Extracts^ he 
often finds poems inserted entire. This has been done whenever it seem¬ 
ed consistent with the design, and could be done without ii^ustiee. In 
this matter, the opinion of those, who must be supposed best qualified to 
give it, ms asked and followed. The wish was, to take nothing but what 
seemed to lie on the common, relinquished or neglected by the lor2 of the 
manor. 

Though the Book is divided into Four Parts, yet the formality of regu¬ 
lar and systematical arrangement of the component pieces has not been 
observed. Such compilations as these have not un frequently been callad 
garlands and nosegays: but, in a garland or nosegay, who would place the 
tulips, the lilies, the pinks, and the roses, in separate compartments ? In 
a disposition so artificial, their beauty and fragrance would be less pleas¬ 
ing than if they were carelessly mingled with all the ease and wildness 
of natural variety. I hope the analogy will hold ; if not, I must throw 
myself, in this, as I do in all other circumstances of this Publication, upon 
my Reader’s indulgence. I expect not praise j but I confide in receiving 
pardon. 

Perhaps the Reader will be the more inclined to extend it towards me, if 
I do not weary him with apologies. I will, then, conclude my preface with 
the ideas of Montaigne :—“ I have here only made a nosegay of culled foto- 
erSf and have brought nothing cf my own but the thread that ties them.** 
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ELEGANT EXTRACTS. 

POETICAL. 


BOOK THE FIRST. 


SACKED AND MORAL. 


$ i. An Address to the Deity. Thomsok. 
ATHEK of light and life! Thou good 

SUPKEMK! 

O teach me what is good I Teach me thyself! 
Save me from folly, vanity, and vice. 

From every low pursuit! and feed my soul 
With knowledge, conscious peace, and virtue 
pure; 

Sacred, substantial, never-fading bliss! 

§ 2. Adam and Eve, in a Morning Ifymn. 
call upon aU the Darts of the ('reatian to 
join with them in extolling their common 
3faker. * Mix.ton. 

These are Thy glorious works, Parent of good, 
Almighty, thine this univers.il frame, 

Thus wondrous fair; thyself how wondrous 
then! 

Unspeakable, who sitt’st above these Heavens 
To us invisible, or dimly seen 
In these thy lowest works ; yet these declare 
Thy goodness beyond thought, and pow’r di- 
. vine. 

Speak, ye who best can tell, ye sons of light, 
Angels jVor ye behold him, and with songs 
An^ choral symphonies, day without night, 
Circle his throne rejoicing, ye in Heaven, 

On Earth, join all ye creatures to extol 
Him first, him last, him midst, and without end. 
Fairest of stars, last in the train of night, 

If Iwtter thon Mong not to the dawn, [mom 
Sure pledge of that crown’st the smiling 
VoL. Tj Nos. 67 £ 68. 


With thy bright circlet, praise him in thy 
sphere. 

While d.a}' arises, that sweet hour of prime. 
Thou, Sun, of this grcAt world both eye and 
soul, 

Acknowledge him thy greater, sound his praise 
In thy eternal course, both when thou climb’st, 
And when high noon has gain’d, and When 
thou falPst. 

Moon, that now mect'st the orient sun, now 
ily'st 

With the fix'd stars, fix'd in their orb that flies. 
And ye five other wand'ring fires that move 
In in}Stic dance, not without song, resound 
Ills praise, who out of darkness call’d up light 
Air, and yc Elements, the eldest birth 
OF nature’s womb, that in quaternion run 
Perpetual circle, multiform; and mix 
And nourish all things j let your ceaseless 
change 

Vary to our great Maker still new praise. 

Ye Mists and Exhalations that now rise 
From hill or steaming lake, dusky or grey. 
Till the sun paint your fleecy skirts with gold, 
'In honor to the world’s great Author rise, 
Whethe^ to deck with clouds th’ uncolor’d sky, 
Or wet'tb^e thirsty earth with falling showers, 
Kising or fallmg still advance his praise. 

Ills praise, ye Winds, that from four quarters 
blow. 

Breathe soft or ibud; and wave your tope, jm 
Pines, 

With every plant in sign of wordlip wasOk 
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Fountains, and ye that warble as ye flow. 
Melodious murmurs, warbling tune his praiw. 
Join voices, all ye living Souls; ye Birds, 
'That singing up to Heaven’s gate ascend. 
Bear on your wings and in your notes his praise. 
Ye that in waters glide, and ye that walk 
The earth, and stately tread, or lowly creep} 
Witness if 1 be silent, mom or even. 

To hill or valley, fountain or fresji shade 
' Mode vocal by my ^ong, and taught his praise. 
Hail, universal loifl i be bounteous still 
To give us only ; and if the night 
Have gather’d aught of evil, or conceal’d. 
Disperse it, as now light dispels the dark. 

$ 3. Hymn on Gratitude. Ai>Disoir. 

Whf.n all thy mercies, O my God, 

My rising soul surveys j 
Transported with the view, I'm lost 
In wonder, love, and praise. 

O how shall words with equal warmth 
The latitude declare 
That glows within my ravish’d heart ? 

But thou canst read it there. 

Thy providence my life sustain’d, 

And all my wants redress’d, 

When in the silent womb I lay. 

And hung upon the breast. 

To all my weak complaints and cries 
Thy mercy lent an ear. 

Ere yet my feeble thoughts had learn 
To form themselves in pray’r. 

Unnumber’d comforts to my soul 
Thy tender care bestow’d. 

Before my infant heart conceiv’d 

From whom those comforts flow’d. 

When in the slii^'ry paths of youth 
With heedless steps I ran. 

Thine arm unseen convey’d me safe. 

And led me up to man.' 

Through hidden dangers, toils, and deaths. 
It gently clear’d my way, 

And through the pleasing snares of vice, 
More to be fear’d than they. 

When worn with sickness, oft hast thou 
With health renew’d my face, 

And when in sins and sorrows sunk, 
Reviv’d my soul with grace. 

Thy bounteous hand with worldly bliss 
Has made my cup run o’er. 

And in a kind and faithful friend 

Has doubled all my store. * * 

Ten thousand thousand precious mfts 
My daily thanks employ, ” 

Nor is the least a eheerfiil heart, 

That tastes those gifts with joy. 

Through every period of my life 
Thy goodness I’ll pursue 


And after death^n distant worlds 
The glorious theme renew. 

When nature fails, and day and night • • 
Divide thy works no more. 

My ever grateful heart, O Lord, 

' Thy mercy shall adore. 

Through all eternity to Thee 
A joyful song I’ll raise. 

For O! eternity’s too short ^ 

To utter aU thy praise. 

$ 4. Hymn on Providence. Annisos, 

The Lord my pasture shall pre|^!re. 

And feed me with a shepherd's care : 

His presence shall my wants supply, 

And guard me with a watchful eye 3 
My noon-day walks he shall attend, 

And all my midnight hours defend. 

When in the sultry glebe I faint. 

Or on the thirsty mountains pant. 

To fertile vales, and dewy meads. 

My weary wand’ring steps he leads } 

Where peaceful rivers, soft and slow. 

Amid the verdant landscape flow. 

Though in the paths of Death I tread. 

With gloomy horrors overspread, 

My Btead&st heart shall fear no ill. 

For thou, O Lord, art with me still; 

Thy friendly crook shall give me aid, . 
And guide me through the dreadful shade. 

Though in a bare and rugged way. 

Through devious lonely wilds 1 stray. 

Thy bounty shall my pains beguile: 

The barren wilderness shall smile. 

With sudden greens and herbage crown’d 3 
And streams shall murmur all around. 

$ 5. AnoArnHymn, from the beginning ef 
tie 19th Psalm. Addison. 

-The spacious firmament on high. 

With all the blue ethereal sky. 

And spangled he^ens, a shining frame. 

Their great Original proclaim: 

Th’ unwearied sun, from day to day, 

D'ses his Creator’s pow’r display. 

And publishes to every land 
The work of an Almighty hand. 

.Soon as the evening shades prevail. 

The moon takes up the wondrous tale, 

And nightly to the list’ning earth, 

Repeats the story of her birth: 

Whilst all the stars that round hei; burn. 

And all the planets in their turn, ^ 

Confirm the tidings as they roll, 

And spread the truth from pole to pole. 

What though in solemn silence all , 

Move round the dark terrestrial ball! 

What though nor real voice nor sound 
. Amid thek radiant orbs be found! 
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In reason’s ear they all rejoice, 

And utter forth a glorious voice, 

* For ever singing as they shine, 

\" The hand that made us is Divine.” 

I $ G. Ptdbn 8th. Mkrrice. 

• ■MMORTAi. King! through Earth's wide frame 
*> .'Mow great thy honor, praise, and name! 
Whose reign o'er distant worlds extends. 
Whose glory, hcav'n’s vast height transcends. 
l''rom infants thou canst strength upraise. 

And form tlieir lisping tongues to praise: 

By flieBC the vengeance-breathing Foe 
'I'liy mightier terrors taught to know. 

In mute astonishment shall stand, 

And liow lieneath thy conquering hand. 

Wlinn. rapt in thought, with wakeful eye 
1 view the wonders of the sky. 

Whose frame thy tiiigecs o’er our head 
In rich ii^agnihcciice have sprj^d ; 

'rhe silent IVfiion, with waxing horn, 

Along^th’ ethereal region borne j 
'I'he stars with vivid lustre crown’d, 

That nightly walk their destin'd round; 

I.ord ' Wli.'it 18 Man, that m thy care 
Mis humble lot should find a share ; 
f >r what the Son of Man, that Thou 
’riius to his wants thy ear ehouldst bow? 

Ills rank awhile, by thy decree, 

'I’ll' Angelic Trilics beneath them see, 

Till round him thy imparted rays 
With uncxlinguish’d glory blaze. 

Subjected t'l his feet by Thee, 

To him all nature bows the knee; 

The beasts in him their I <ord behold } 

The grazing Hexl, the bleating fold, 

7'he savage race, a countless train, 

That.range at large th’ extended plain. 

The fowls, of various w'ing, that fly 
O’er the vast desert of the sky, 

And all the wat’ry tribes, that glide 
Through jiaths to human sight deny'd. 
Immortal King! through Earth’s wide frame, 
How great thy honor, praise, and name I 

^ 7. Psalm 23d. lli^leRRicK. 

1 . 0 , my shepherd’s hand divine ! 

■Want shall never more be mine. 

In a pasture fair and large 
He shall feed his happy charge, 

And my couch with tenderest care 
’Midst the springing grass prepare. 

When I faint with summer’s heat, 

He shall lead my weary feet 
To the streams that still and slow 
,7'lirough the verdant meadow flow. 

He my soul anew shall frame. 

And, his I.icifcy to proclaim, 

» When through devious paths I stray. 

Teach my steps the lietter way. 

Though the dreary vale 1 tread 
By tlP shades of death o’erspread} 

There 1 walk from terror free, 

While my ev'ry wish I see 

By thy and staff supplied j * 

This my gjiard, and uiat my guide. 


I Wliile my foes are gazing on, 

I Thou thy favoring care hast shown: 

I Thou my plenteous board hast spread} 

Thou with oil refresh'd my head; 

Fill’d by thee my cup o’erflows; 

For thy love no limit knows. 

Constant, to my latest end, 

This my footsteps shall attend. 

And shall bid thy hallow’d dome 
Yield me an eternal home. 

$ 8. An Hymn to the Svpreme Being. Anl 
Imitation qf the 104tA Psalm. Blacklocx. 

Arise, my soul! on wings seraphic rise ! 

And praise th' Almighty Mov’reign of the 
skies; 

In whom alone essential glory shines, 

Which not the heav’n of heav’ns, nor bound¬ 
less space confines. 

When darkness ruled with universal sway. 
He spoke, and kindled up the blaze of day; 
First, fairest offspring of th’ omnific word! 
Which like a garment cloth'd its sov’ielgn 
Lord. 

On liquid air he 'oade the columns rise, 

Tliat prop the starry concave of the skies; 
Diffus’d the blue e.\panse from pole to pole. 
And spread circumfluent ether round the' 
whole. 

Soon as he bids impetuous tempests fly. 

To wing his sounding chariot through the sky. 
Impetuous tempests the command obey, 

Sustain his flight, and sweep th’ aerial way, 
Fraught w’lth hts mandates, from the realms* 
on high, 

Unnumbered hosts of radiant heralds fly 
From orb to orb, with progress unconfined, 

As lightning swift, resistless as the wind. 

In anibieat air this pond’rous ball he hui^, 
And bade its centre rest for ever strong; 
Heav'n, air, and sea, with all their storms in 
vain 

Assault the basis of the firm machine. 

At thy Almighty voice old Ocean raves. 
Wakes all his force, and gathers all his waves; 
Nature lies mantled in a wat’ry robe. 

And shoreless billows revel round'the globe: 
O’er highest hills the higher surges rise. 

Mix with the clouds, and meet the fluid skies.- 
But when in thunder the rebuke was pv’n, 
That shook th’ eternal firmament of bMv’n ; 
The grand rebuke th’ afiHghted waves obey. 
And in confusion scour their uncouth way } 
And posting rapid to the place decreed, 

Wind down the hills, and sweep the humble 
mcadf. 

Reluctijjiit in their bounds the waves subside; 
The bounds, impervious to the lashing tide, 
llestraiii its rage; whilst, with incessant roar, 
It shakes the caverns, and assaults the shore. 
By him, from mountains cloth’d in lucid 
snow, ' 

Through fertile valca the miuy rivers flow. 

Here the wild horse, unconscious of the rein. 
That revels boundloss o’er the wide champaign, 
b2 
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Imbibes the silver surge, with heat opprest. 

To cool the fever of his glowing breast. 

Here rising boughs, adorn’d with summer’s 
pride, 

Project their waving umbrage o'er the tide } 
While, gently perching on the leafy spray, 
Each ibathcr'd warbler tunes his various lay: 
And, wliile thy praise they symphonise around, 
t'rcation echoes to the grateful sound. 

Wide o’er the lieavens the various bow he 
bends, 

Its tinctures brighten, and its arch extends : 

At the glad sign the airy conduits How, 

Soften the hills, and cheer tlie meads below : 
l>y genial fervor and prolific ram, 

Swift vegetation clothes the smiling plain : 
Nature, profusely good, with bliss o'erflows, 
And still is jn-egnant, though she, still bestows. 

Here verdant pastures wide extendeii lie. 
And yield the grazing herd cviiherant supply. 
Luxuriant waving in the wanton air, 

Here golden gram rewards the jieasant’s care : 
Here vines mature with fresh carnation glow, 
And heav’n above ddfiisos lieav'n ladow. 

Ert'ct and tall here iiiouiitain cedars rise, 
Wave in the starry vault, and emulate the 
skies. 

Here the wing’d crowd, that skim the yield¬ 
ing ;iir, 

With artful toil their little domes prepare ; 
Here liatch their tender young, and nurse the 
rising care. 

Up the steep hill ascends the nimble doc, 
Wliile timid conies scour the plains below. 

Or in the pendent rocH elude the scenting foe. 

He bade the silver majesty of night 
Revolve her circles, and increase lier light) 
Assign’d a province to each rolling sphere. 
And taught the sun to regulate the ye..ir. 

At his Si^imaiid, wide hov'rmg o’er the plain, 
primeval night resumes her gloomy reign ) 
Then from their dens, impatient of delay. 

The savage monsters bend their speedy ivay, 
Howl through the spacious waste, and chase 
tlieir frighted prey. 

Here stalks the shaggy monarch of the w'ood, 
Taugiit from thy providence to ask his food ! 
To thee, O Father, to thy houiitcous skies. 

He rears his mane, and rolls Ins glaring eyes : 
] le roars) the desert trembles wide arouinl, 
And reperciiBsive hills rejicnt the sound. 

Now orioiit gems the c.istern skies adorn. 
And joyful nature hails the op’iiing luoni: 
The nivers, conscious of appro-ichiiig day. 

Fly to their shelters, and forget their prey. 
].alKirious man, with moiler.ate slu)pbcr blest, 

»ipriiigs cheerful to his toil from downy rest) 
Till grateful evening, with her argent Cam, 
ISid labour cease, and case tiic weary swam, 

*■ Hail Bov’reign goodness ! all-productive 
mind! 

On all thy works thyself inscjib’d we find : 
How various all, how variously endow’d, 

How great their number) and each port how 
goixl' 


IIow perfect then must the great Parent shine. 
Who with one act of energy divine 
Laid the vast plain, and finished the design 1”' 
Where’er the pleasing search my thoughti^ 
pursue. 

Unbounded goodness rises to my view; 

Nor does our world alone its influence sharb , 
Exhaustless bounty and unwearied care e 
Extends through all th’ infinitude of space. 

And circles nature with a kind embrace. 

The azure kingdoms of the deep below. 

Thy pow'r, thy wisdom, and thy goodness 
show. 

Here multitudes of various beings stray, 

('rowd the profound, or on the surface play ; 
Tall navies here their doubtful way explore. 
And ev’ry product waft from shore to shore ) 
Hence meagre want expell’d and sanguine 
strife. 

For the mild charms of cultivated life; 

I lence social union spreads from soul to soul,,^ 
And India joins in friendship with the pole. ^ 
Here the huge potent of the scaly train 
Enormous sails iiicumlient o’er the main, 

.4n ammated isle ! and, in his way, 

D.ishcs to heaven’s blue arch the foamy sea ; 
When skies and ocean mingle storm and flame. 
Portending instant wreck to nature’s frame, 
Pleas'd 111 tlic scene, he iiuicks, with conscious 
pride. 

The volley’d lightning, and the surging tide. 
And while the wrathful elements engage. 
Foments with horrid sport the tempest’s rage. 
All these thy watchful providence supplies, 

'I'o thee alone they turn their waiting eyes j 
For them thou open’st thy cxhaustless store. 
Till the capacious wish can grasp no more. 

Hut, if one moment thou thy face should’st 
hide, 

Thy glory clouded, or thy smiles deny’d. 

Then widow'd nature veils her mournful eyes, 
■And vents her grief in universal cries; 

'I'hcn gloomy death, with all his meagre train. 
Wide o’er the nations spreads liis dismal 
reign; ^ 

Sea, earth, and air, the boundless ravage mourn. 
And all their hosts to native dust return. 

Hut when again thy glory is displayed, 
Reviv’d creation lifts her cheerful head ; 

New rising forms thy potent smiles obey, 
lAnd life rekindles at the genial ray ; 

United thanks repleiiisli’d nature pays. 

And hcav’u and earth resound tlieir Maker’s 
praise. 

When time shall in eternity lie lost, 

|«Aiid hoary nature languish into dust. 

For ever young, thy glory shall rewai:i. 

Vast as thy being, endless as thy reign. , 
Thou from the regions of eternal day, 

Vicw’st all thy works at one immense survey; 
Pleas’d thou behold’st the whdle prop^sely 
tend ^ 

To perfect happiness, its glorious end. 

If thou to earth but turn thy wrathful eyes, 
Her basis \rcmbles, and hbr offspring diea: 
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Thou amit’st the hills, and at th' Almighty blow 
Their summits kindle and their inwards glow. 
, • • While this immortal spark of heav'nly flame 
k Distends my breast and animates my frame: 
/To thee my ardent praises shall bf! borne 
Y)n the first breeze that wakes the bloshing 
morn: 

latest star shall hear the pleasing sound, 
And nature in full choir shall join around. 
When full of thee niy soul exciirsiye flies 
Through earth, air,'ocoan, or thy regal skies, 
From world to world new wonders still I find, 
And all tlic Godhead flashes on my ^ind; 
When wing’d with-whirlwinds, vice shall take 
its flight 

To the deep bosom of eternal night. 

To thee my soul shall endless praises pay - 
Join, men and angels, join th’ exalted lay ! 

§ 5). Another Hymn. Anov. 

How are thy servants blest, O Lord ! 

How sure is their defence ! 

Eternal wisdom is their guide. 

Their help omnipotence. 

In foreign realms, and lands remote, 
Supported by thy care, 

Through burning chines 1 pass’d unhurt. 

And breath'd in minted air. 

Thy mercy sweeten’d every soil. 

Mode every region please ; 

The hoary Alpine hilks it warmed. 

And smootii'd tlic Tyrrhene seas. 

Think, O my soul, devoutly think, 

How wkh alTriglited eyes 
Thou saw'st the wide expended deep 
In all its iiorrnrs rise ! 

Confusion dwelt in ev’ry face, 

And fear in ev’ry heart. 

When waves on waves, and gulplis in gulji'is, 
O'ercame tlie pilot's art. 

Yet then from all iiiy gin-fs. O Lord, 

Thy mercy set me free j 
While in the. confidcnc.e of pray’r 
My soul took hold on thee. 

For though in dreadful whirls we hung 
High on the broken wave, 

I knew thou wert not slow to hear, 

Nor impotent to sake. 

The storm was laid, tlio winds retir'd 
Obedient thv will; 

The sea that roar’d at thy command, 

' At thy cuniniand was still. a 

In midst oT dange.rs, fears, and deaths, 

Thy goodness I’ll adore; 

./\nd praise thee for thy mercies past, 

And humbly hope for more. 

^My iTffe, if thou preserv’st my life, 

• Thy sacrifice shall be j 
And death, if death must be my dqom, 

Shall join my soul to thee. 


$ 10. Another Hymn. Anojt. 

Whkn, rising from the bed of death, 
O^erwheJin’d with guilt and fear, 

I sec my Maker face to face, 

O! how shall 1 appear ? 

If yet, while pardon may be found, 

And mercy may be sought, 

My heart with inward horror shrinks, 

And trembles at tlie thought : 

When thou, O Lord, shalt stand disclos’d 
In majesty severe, 

And sit in judgment on my soul, 

O ! how shall 1 appear ? 

But thou hast told the troubled soul. 

Who does lier sins Lament, 

The timely tribute of her tears 
Shall endless woe prevent. ^ 

Then sec the sorrows of my heart, 

Ere \et it be too late . 

And hear my Saviour’s dying groans, 

To give those sorrows weight. 

For never idiall my soul despair 
Her p.ardon to procure, 

Wlio kiiow.s thy only Son has died 
To make that pardon sure. 

§ 11. A Hymn on the Seoaone. Tiiomsov. 

Thkse. as they change Almighty Father, these 
.\.rG but the varied God. The rolling year 
Is I'lili of Tliee. Forth in the p!e.asliig .Spring 
Thy beauty walks, thg tenderness and love. 
Wide flash the fields • the softening air is balm ; 
Echo the mountains round ; the forest smiles ; 
.4nd every sense and every lieart is joy. 

Then comes thy glory in the Summer months, 
tVith hglit and heat rel’nlgent. Tiicii thy sun 
Shoots full perfection through the svvc.b"g 
year • 

And oil thy voice in dreadful thunder sped\s, 
j And oft at dawn, deep noon, or falhag eve. 

By brooks and groves, in hollow wlusp'rit g 
gales. 

'I'liy bounty shines in Autumn unconfiri’d. 

,\nd spreads a common feast for all that lives, 
la Winter awful Thou ! with clouds and storms 
.Vroiiud I'hee tlirowii, tempest o'er tempe.'it 
roll’d, 

iVlajestio darkness' On the whirlwind’s wing, 
Hiditig sublime, 'I’hou bidd’st the world adore. 
And humblest nature wdth thy northern bla.st. 
Mysterious round ! what skill, what I'on e 
divine, 

Deep-felt, in these appear' a simple train. 

Yut sn delightful mixed, with such kind art, 
iSuch beauty and hriiciicence combin'd •, 

.\nd all so foniiing an harmonious whole. 
Shade, unpcrceiv'd, so softening into shade j 
That, as they <jtiH succeed, they ravish still. 
But wandering oft, vk ith rude iiiconscious gaze, 
Man mark.s not Thee, marks not the mighty 
hand 



'That, ever busy, wheels the silent spheres; 
'Works in the secret deep; shoots, steaming, 
thence 

The fair profusion that o’erspreads the Spring; 
Flings from the sun direct the flaming day; 
Feeds ev'ry creature j hurls the tempest forth. 
And, as on earth this grateful change revolves. 
With transport touches all the springs of life. 
Nature attend! join every living soul 
Beneath the spacious temple of tlte sky. 

In adoration join, and ardent raise 
One general song! To him ye vocal gales 
Breathe soft, whose spirit in your freshness 
breathes: 

Oh talk of him in solitary glooms, 

Where o'er the rock the scarcely waving pine 
Fills the brown shade with a religious awe 1 ! 

A lid ye, whose bolder note is heard afar, 

Who shake th' astonish’d world, lift high to 
hcav'n 

• Th’ impetuous song, and say from whom you 
rage. ^ 

Hu. praise, ye brooks, attune, ye trembling 
rills j 

And let me catch it as I muse along. 

Ye headlong torrents, rapid and profound; 

Ye softer floods that lead the humid ma^o 
Along the vale ; and thou majestic main, 

' A secret world of wonders in thyself, 

Sound his stupendous praise, whose greater 
voice ■ 

.Or bids you roar, or bids your roaring fall. 

So roll your incense, herbs, and fruits, and flow¬ 
ers. 

In mingled clouds to I^m, whose sun exalts, 
Whose breath perfumes you, and whose pencil 
paints. 

Ye forests bend, yc harvests wave to Him; 
Breathe your still song into the reaper’s heart. 
As home he goes beneath the joyous moon. 

Ye that keep watch in heav’n, as earth asleep 
Unconscious lies, effuse your mildest be.ams. 
Ye constellations, while your angels strike. 
Amid the spangled sky, the silver lyre. 

Great source of, day I b^t image here below 
Of thy Creator, ever pouring wide, 

From world to world, the vital ocean round. 
On nature write with every beam his praise. 
The thunder rolls: be hushed the prostral^ 
world; 

While cloud to cloud returns the solemn hymn. 
Bleat out afresh, ye hills ; ye mossy rocks, 
Iletain the sound : the broad responsive low. 
Ye valleys, raise; for the Great Shephei^ 
reigns; 

And his unmiffering kingdom yet will come. 
Ye woodlands, all awake; a boundless song 
Burst from the groves! and when the r. stless 
day, 

.Expiring, lays the warbling world asleep, 
Sweetest of birds! sweet Philomela, charm 
The listening shades, and teagh the night his 
praise. 

ye chief for whom the whole creation smiles; 
At once the head, the heart, the tongue of all. 


[boos t. ^ 

Crown the great hymn! In swaiming cities 
vast. 

Assembled men to the deep organ join * '. ‘ 
The long resounding voice, oft breaking clear 
At solemn pauses, through the swelling base / - 
And'ss each mingling flame increases each, 

In one united ardor rise to heav’n. - . 

Or if you rather choose the rural shade.. 

And find a fane in every sacred grove : . 

There let tiie shepherd’s flute, the virgin’s lay, 
The prompting seraph, and the poet’s lyre. 

Still sing the God ik Seasons as they roll. 

For me, when 1 forget the darling theme, 
Whether the blossom blows; the Sinnmer ray 
Russets the plain ; inspiring Autumn gleams; 

Or Winter rises in the blackening east: 

Be ray tongue mute, my fancy paint no more. 
And, dead to joy, forget my heart to bent. 

Should fate command me to the farthest 
verge 

Of the green earth,todistantbarlKiroiis rhmes^ 
Rivers unknown to song; where first the sun 
tiilds Indian mountains, or his setting beam 
Flames on tii’ Atlantic isles, 'tis nought tc 
me; 

Since God is ever present, ever lelt. 

In the void waste as in tlic city full; 

And where He vital spreads, there must be 
joy. 

When even at last the solemn hour shall come. 
And wing my mysric flight to future worlds /' 

1 cheerful will obey; there, with new pow¬ 
ers, 

Will rising wonders sing: 1 cannot go 
Where universal love not smiles.arouml. 
Sustaining all yon orbs, and all their suns : 
From seeming evil still adducing good, 

And better thence again, and better still. 

In infinite progression.—But 1 lose 
Myself in Him, in light iiieflable ! 

Come then, expressive silence, muse his praise. 

$ 12. Epistle IT. John liANuiioKNE. 

To William Langhornc, M. A. 1760. 

Light heard his voice, and,, eager to obey. 
From all her orient fountains burst away. 

At Nature's birth, O! had the Power l>i vine ' 
Commanded thus the moral sun to shine, 
Beam'd on the mind all reason's influence 
bright, 

And the fiill day of intellectual light. 

Then the free soul on Truth's strong pinion 
borne, 

Had never languish’d in this shade forlorn. 

Yet thus imperfect form’d, thus blind and * 
vain, 

Doom’d by long toil a glimpse of truth to^ain 
Beyond its sphere shall human wisdom go. 

And boldly censure what it cannot know 7 
'Tis ours to cherish what Hcav’n deign'- to. . 
give; 

And thankful for the gift of being live. 

Progressive powers, and faculties that rise 
From earth’% low vale, to gmspthc golden skies, 
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Though distant fhr iVom perfect, good, or fair. 
Claim the due thought, and ask the grateful 
^ • cate. [name, 

Come, then, thou partner of my life and 
From one dear source, whom Nature form’d 
the same, 

■itlly’d more nearly in each nobler part, 

"^nd more the friend, than brother of my heart! 
Let U8, unlike the lucid twins that rise 
At different times, and shine in distant skies. 
With mutual eye this mental world survey, 
Mark the slow rise of intellectual day. 

View reason’s source, if man the source may 

And frace each science that exalts the mind. 

“ Thou self-appointed lord of all below! 
Ambitious man, how little dost thou know 1 
For once let Fancy's towering thoughts sub¬ 
side, 

Look on thy birth, and mortify thy pride ! 

A plaintive wretch, so blind, so helpless born, 
The brute sagacious might behold with scorn. 
How soon, when Nature gives him to the day, 
In strength exulting, does he bound away } 

By instinct led, the fostering teat he finds, 
'Sports in the ray, and shuns the searching 
winds. 

No grief he knows, lie feels no groundless fear, 
Feeds without cries, and sleeps without a tear. 
I Did he but know to reason and compare, 

" \Vec here the vassal, and the master there, 
What strange refiections must the scene afford, 
That shew’d the weakness of his puling loid !” 

Thus sophistry unfolds her specious plan. 
Form’d not to humble, but depreciate man. 
TJnjust the censure, if unjust to rate 
His pow'rs and merits from his infant-state. 
For, grant the children of the flow’i'^r vale 
Bx' instinct wiser, and of limbs more hale, 
With eiiual eye their perfect state explore, 
And all the x ain comparison’s no more. 

“ But xvhy should life, so short by Heav’n 
ordain'd, 

Be long to thoughtless infancy restrain’d— 

To thoughtless infancy, or ^vainly sage, 

Moiiri) through the languors of declining age ?” 
. • ■ t/blind to truth ! to Nature's wisdom blind' 

• And all that she directs, or Hcav'n design’d! 
r<ehold her works in cities, plains, and groves, 
Or life that vegetates, and life that moves ! 

In due proportion, as each being stays 

In perfect life, it rises and difcays. £honr, 
Is man long helples° ? 'J'hrough each tender 
fclee love pareiito! watch tlie blooming flow’r I 
By op’ning charms, by beauties fresh display’d, 

* And sweets unfolding, see that love repaid! • 

Has igu its pains? For luxury it may— 

. 7'heAPinp’rate wear insensibly away, 

SVnile sage experience and relloctiuii clear 
I^Am a gay sunshine on life’s fading year. 

see from age. from infant weakness see, 
Thai man was destin’d for society; 

There fVom those ills a safe retreat behold. 
Which young might vanquish, or afflict him 
old. • 


r 


That, in proportion as each being stays 
In perfect life, it rises and decays. 

Is Nature’s law—^to forms alone confin’d, 

The laws of matter act not on the mind. 

Too feebly, sure, its feculties must grow. 

And Reason brings her borrow’d light too 
slow,” 

O! still censorious 7 art thou then possest 
Of reason’s power, and does she rule thy 
breast 7 

Say what the use—liad Providence assign’d 
To infant years maturity of mind? 

That thy pert offspring, as their father wise, 
Might scorn thy precepts, and thy pow’r de¬ 
spise ? 

Or mourn, with ill-match’d faculties at strife, 
O’er limbs unequal to the task of life 7 
To feel more sensibly the woes that wait 
On every period, as on every state j 
And slight, sad convicts of each painful truth. 
The happier trifles of unthinking youth 7 
Conclude we then the progress of the mind 
Ordain’d by wisdom infinitely kind : 

No innate knowledge on the sou) imprest. 

No birthright instinct acting in the breast. 

No natal light, no beam from Heav’n display'd, 
Dart through the darkness of the mental sh^e. 
Perceptive powers we hold from lleav’n’s de¬ 
cree. 

Alike to knowledge as to virtue fVee; 

In both a liberal agency we bear, 

The moral here, the intellectual there; 

And hence in both an equal joy is known. 

The conscious pleasure of an act our own. 
When first the treipbling eye receives tlie 
day. 

External forms on young perception play; 
F.xteriial forins affect the mind alone, 

Their diff’rent pow’rs and properties un¬ 
known. 

See the pleas’d infant court the flaming brand, 
Eager to grasp the glory in its hand ! 

The crystal wave as eager to pervade, 

Stretch its fond arms to meet the smiling 
shade I 

When Memory's call the mimic words obey, 

A nd wing the thought that falters on its way ; 
When wise experience lier slow verdict draxvs, 
The sure effect exploring in the Cause, 

In Nature’s rude, but not unfruitful wild. 
Reflection springs, and Reason is her child. 
On her fair stock the blooming scion grows. 
And brighter through revolving sc.isons blows. 
All beauteous flower L immortal shalt thou 
shine 

When dim w'ith age yon golden orbs decline; 
Thy orient bloom unconscious of decay, 
Shall«ipread, and flourish in eternal day. 

O! with what art, my friend, what early 
care, 

Should wisdom cultivate a plant so fair! 

How should hej eye the rip’ning mind revise, 
And blast the buds of folly as they rise ! 

How should her hand with industry restrain 
The thriving growth of passion’s fruitful train, 


• • 
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Aiplring weeds, whose lofty arms would tow’r 
With fatal shade o’er reason’s tender flow’r! 

From low pursuits the ductile mind to save, 
Creeds that contract, and vices that enslave 5 
fO’er life’s rough seas its doubtful course to 
steer, 

Unbroke by av’rice, bigotry, or fear! 

For this fair Science spreads her light afar, 
And fills the bright um of her eastern star. 
The liberal power in no sequester’d cells. 

No moonshine-courts of dreaming schoolmen 
dweUs 5 

Distinguish’d far her lofty temple stands, 
'Where the toll mountain looks o’er distant 
lands. 

All round her throne the graceful arts appear. 
That boast the empire of the eye or ear. 

See favour'd first, and nearest to the throne. 
By the rapt mien of musing >Silence known, 
Fled from herself, thePow’r of Numbers plac’d 
Her wild thoughts watch’d by Harmony and 
Taste. 

There (but at distance never meant to vie), 
The fhll-form’d image glancing on her eye, 

Sec lively Painting! on her various face, 
.Quick gliding forms a moment find a place; 
She looks, she acts the character she gives. 
And a new feature in each feature lives. 

See Attic ease in Sculpture’s graceful air, 
Half loose her robe, and half unbound her 
hair; 

To life, to life, she smiling seems to call. 

And down her fair hands negligently fall. 

Last, but not meanest, of the glorious choir, 
See Music, list’ning to an angel’s lyre. 

Simplicity, their beauteous handmaid, drest 
By Nature, hears a field-flower on her breast. 

O Arts divine! O magic Powers that move 
The springs of truth, enlarging truth and love! 
Lost in their charms each mean attachment 
ends. 

And Taste and Knowledge thus arc Virtue’s 
friends. 

Thus nature deigns to sympathise with art, 
And leads the moral beauty to the heart ; 
There, only there, that strong attraction lies. 
Which makes the soul, and bids her graces rise. 
Lives in those powers of harmony that bind 
Congenial hearts, and stretch from mind to 
mind; » 

Glow’d in that warmth, that social kindness 
gave. 

Which once—^the rest is silence and the graye. I 
O tears, that warm from wouuded friendship 
flow! I 

O thoughts, that wake to monuments of woe! 
Reflection keen, that points the painful dart; 
Mem’ry, that speeds its passage to the h^pt; 
Sad monitors, your cruel power suspend. 

And hide, for ever hide, the buried friend ; 

—^In vain—'Confest 1 sec my Craufurd stand. 
And the pen falls—^falls from my trembling 
hand; * 

.E’en death’s dimshadow seeks to hide,in vain, 
-That lib’ral aspect, and that smile humane; 


E’en Death’s dim shadow wean a 
light. 

And his eye beams through everlasting night. > 
Till the last sigh of Genius shall expire, 

Ilis keen eye faded, and extinct his fire. 

Till time, in league with Envy and with Deaih, 
Blast the skill'd hand, and stop the tuneful 
breath, , ' 

My Craufurd still shall claim the mournful 
song. 

So long remember’d and bewail’d so long. 

$ 13. The Universal Prayer. Pope. 

Deo Opt. Max. 

Father of All! in ev’ry age, 

In ev’ry clime, ador’d. 

By Saint, by Savage, and by Sage, 

Jehovah, Jove, or Lord! 

I'hnu great First Cause, least understood. 

Who all my sense confin’d 
To know but this, that Thou art good. 

And that myself am blind. 

Yet gave me, in this dark estate, 

’J'o SOP the good from ill 
And, binding nature fast in fate. 

Left free the human will. 

What conscience dictates to be done. 

Or warns me not to do. 

This teach me more than hell to shun, 

That more than heav’n pursue. 

What blessings thy free bounty gives 
Let me not cast away; 

For Go(l is paid when man receives, 

T’ enjoy is to obey. 

Yet not to earth’s contracted span 
Thy goodness let me bound, 

Or think Thee Lord alone of man, 

When thousand worlds ore round. 

Let not this weak, unknowing hand 
Presume thy bolts to throw. 

And deal damnation round the land 
On each 1 judge thy foe. 

If 1 am right, thy grace impart. 

Still in the right to stay; 

If I am wrong, oh teach my heart 
To find that better way. 

Save me alike from foolish pride. 

Or impious discontent. 

At aught thy wisdom has deny’d. 

Or aught thy goodness lent. 

Teach me to feel another’s woe, . a 
To hido the fault 1 see ; 

That mercy I to others show. 

That mercy show to me. 

• ♦ 

Mean tho’ I am, not wholly so. 

Since quicken’d by thy breath; 

O lead me wheresoe’er I go. 

Thro’ this day’s life, or d^tli. 
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This idaj, be bread and peiAe my lot: 

, All elae beneath the sun, 

Then know’at if beat beatow’d or not; 

And let thy will be done. 

To Thee, whose temple is all space, 

.Whose altar, earth, sea, skies! 

' -dim chorus let all Being raise ! 

All Nature’s incense rise 1 

$ 14. Manah, a Sacred Eclogue. Fopk. 

Ye Nymphs of Solyma! begin the song ; 

To heavei^ themes sublimcr strains belong. 
The mossy fountains and the sylvan shades, 
The dreams of Pindus and the Aonian maids, 
Delight no more.—O Thou my voice inspire, 
Who touch'd Isaiah’s hallowed lips with fire ! 

Rapt into future times, the biird begun:— 

A Virgin shall conceive, a Virgin bear a Son ! 
* From Jesse’s root behold a bninch arise, 
Whose sacred flow’r with fragrance fills the 
skies} 

Th’ ethereal spirit o’er its leaves shall move; 
And on its top descends the mystic Dove. 

¥e heav’iis! from high the dewy nectar pour, 
And in soft silence shed tlie kindly showV ! 

I The sick and weak tlic healing plant shall aid, 
From storms a shelter, and from heat a shade. 
1 crimes shall cease, and ancient fraud shall 
fail. 

Returning Justice lift aloft her scale; 

Peace o’er the world her olive wand e.xtend, 
^Vnd white-rob’d Innocence from Ilcav’n de¬ 
scend. 

Swift fly the years, and rise th’ cxpect'^d morn ! 
Oh spring to light, auspie.ioiis Itabe, be iHirn ! 
Sec Nature haste.s her e.arliest wreaths to bring, 
Wi^h all the iiiccnsc of the breathing spring • 
See lofty Lebanon his head advS.nce, 

See nodding forests on the mountains dance; 
See spicy clouds from lowly Saron rise. 

And (/artnel’s flow’ry top perfumes tlie skies ! 
Hark ! a glad voice the lonely desert cheers; 
Prepare the way ! a God, a (Jml appears! 

A God, a God 1 the vocal liilfi reply; 

,T1k. locks proclaim th' approaching Deity. 
«l,o, earth receives him from the bending skies! 
Sink down, ye mountains, and, ye valleys, rise! 
With heads declin’d, ye cedars, homage, pay; 
Be smooth, ye rocks; yc wpid floods, give way! 
The Saviour comes 1 by ancient bards fore¬ 
told ; 

Hear him, ye deaf' and, all ye blind, behold ' 
He from thick films shall purge the visual ray, 
,-^nd on the sightless eye-liall pour the day : 
''I'is he t^’^obstructed paths of sound shall 
^ear, 

AA^SicT new music charm th’ unfolding ear; 
Tl^ dumb shall sing, tho lame his crutch 
- . ^forego, • 

And leap exulting, like, the bounding roe. 

.-No figh, no murmur, the wide world shall 
hear; 

j^rom ev'ry fece ho wipes off ev’ry b-;ar. 


In adamantine chains shall death be bound, 
And hell’s grim tyrant feel th’ eternal wound. 
As the good shepherd tends bis fleecy care. 
Seeks freshest pasture, and the purest air, 
Explores the lost, the wand'ring sheep di¬ 
rects. 

By day o’ersees them, and by night protects j 
The tender lambs he raises in his arms, 

Feeds from his hand, and m his bosom warms; 
Thus shall mankind his guardian care engage. 
The promis'd Father of the future age. 

No more shall nation against nation rise, 

Nor ardent warriors meet with hateful eyes, 
Nor fields with gleaming steel lie cover’d o'er, 
The brazen trumpets kindle rage no more; 
But usele^ lances into scythes shall bend. 
And the broad falchion in a plough-share end. 
Then palaces shall rise: the joyful son 
Shall finish what his short-liv’d sire begun : 
Their vines a shadow to their race shall yield. 
And the same hand that sow'd sliall reap the 
field. 

The swam in barren deserts, with surprise. 
Sees lilies spring, and sudden verdure rise ; 
And starts, ami&st the thirsty wilds to hear 
New falls of water murmuring in his car. 

On rifted rocks, tlie dragon’s late abodes, 

Tlu' green reed trembles, and the bulrush nods. 
Waste sandy valleys, once perplex’d with 
thorn. 

The spiry fir and shapely box adorn ; 

To leafless shrubs the flow’ring palms succeed, 
And od'rous myrtle to the noisome we-cd. 

The lambs with wolves shall graze the verdant 
mc'id, 

And boys in flowr’y bands the tiger lead : 

The steer and lion at one crib shall meet, 

-\nd harmless serpents lick the pilgrim’s Icct. 
'I'he smiling infant in his hand sliiili take 
Tin: crested basilisk and speckled snake, 
Ph'iis’d the green lustre of their scales survey. 
And with their forky tongue shall innocently 
jilay. 

Kl-se, crown’d with light, imperial .Salem, rise ! 
Exalt thy tow’rv head, and lift thy eyes ; 

See a long race thy spacious courts adorn; 

See future sons .and daughters, yet unborn, 

In crowding ranks on ev'ry side arise, 
Ih’iiianding life, impatient for the skies'. 

Sec harb'rniis nations at thy gates attend. 
Walk in thy light, and in thy temple bend; 
See Ihy briglit altars throng’d with prostrate 
kings, 

.And he.'ip’d with produets of Sabean springs! 
For thee Idumr’s s[)iry forests blow, 
diiid .seeds of gold in Opliir’s iiiouiitniMS glow. 
Son ]ica\ 'll ifs sjxirkliiig portals wide di.spiay, 
\iid bro^k upon thee iii a flood of day. 

No more tho rising sun shall gild the morn, 
Nor ev’ning t’ynthia fill her silver horn. 

Hut lost, dissolv’d in thy superior rays. 

One tide of glory, one unclouded blaze, 
O’erflow thy courts; the Lighb^ himself shall 
shine 

Reveard, and God’s eternal day be thine ! 




10 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS. [book f. - 


The seu shall waste, the skies in smoke de* 
cav, 

Rocks fall to dttst, and mountains melt away; 
But fix'd his word, his saving pow’r remains: 
Thy realm for ever lasts, thy own Messiah 
reigns! I 

$ 15. An JElegy, mitten in a Country Church- 
Yard. Quay. 

The Curfew tolls the knell of parting day. 
The lowing herd winds slowly o'er the lea. 
The plowman homeward plods his weary way, 
And leaves the world to darkness and to me. 

Now fades the glimm’ring landscape on the 
«ght, 

And all the air a solemn stillness holds, 

Save where the beetle wheels his drony flight, 
And drowsy tinklings lull the distant folds ; 

Save that, from yonder ivy-mantled tow’r. 

The moping owl does to the moon complain 
Of snch, as wand'ring near her secret bow’r, 

_ Molest her ancient solitary reign. 

Beneath those rugged elms, that yew-tree's 
shade, 

Where heaves the turf in many a mould’ring 
heap, 

Each in his narrow cell fer ever laid. 

The rude forefathers of the hamlet sleep. 

The breezy call of incense-breathing mom, 

The swallow twitt'ring from the straw-built 
0 shod. 

The cock's shriU clarion, or the echoing horn. 
No more shall rouse them from their lowly 
bed. 


Can storied urn, or animated bust, 

Back to its mansion call the fleeting breath?* 
Can Honor's voice provoke the silent dust, •' 
Or flatt'ry soothe the dull cold ear of death? 

Perhaps in this neglected spot is laid 
Some heart once pregnant with celestial fire 
Hands, that the rod of empire might havt *’ 
sway'd, 

Or wak'd to ecstasy the living lyre. 

But Knowledge to their eyes her ample page. 
Rich with the spoils of Time, did ne’er un- 
rolj 

Chill Penuiy repress’d their noble rage, 

And froze the genial current of the soul. 

Full many a gem of purest ray serene, 

The dark unfathom’d caves of ocean bear ; 
Full many a flow’r is bom to blush unseen. 

And waste its sweetness on the desert air. 

Some village-Hampden, that with daii^less 
bresist 

The little tyrant of his fields withstood; 

Some mute inglorious Milton here may rest. 
Some Cromwell guiltless of his country's 
blood. 

Th’ applause of list’ning senates to command, /jj 
The threats of pain and ruin to despise, 

To scatter plenty o’er a smiling land. 

And read their hist’ryin a nation’s eyes, / « 

Their lot forbade : nor circumscrib’d alone 
Their growing virtues, but their crimes con¬ 
fin’d } 

Forbade to wade through slaughter to a throne. 
And shut the gates of mercy on mankind} 


For them no more the blazing hearth shall 
burn, 

Or busy housewife ply her evening care. 
Nor children run to lisp their sire’s return. 

Or climb his knees the envied kiss to share. 

Oft did the harvest to their sickle yield; 
Their furrow oft the stubborn glebe has 
broke; 

How jocund did they drive their teams afield! 
How bow'd the woods beneath their sturdy 
stroke: 

Let not ambition mock their useful toil, 

Their homely joys and destiny obscure ; 
Nor grandeur hear with a disdainful smile. 
The short and simple annals of the poor. 

The boast of heraldry, the pomp of pow'r, 
And all that beauty, all that^wealth e’ef 
gave, 

Await, alike, th’ inevital^e hour; 

The paths of glory lead but to the grave. 

Nor you, ye proud, impute to these the fault. 
If mem’ry o'er their toml^no trophies raise, 
'TFhere thro’ the long-drawn aisle and fretted 
vault, 

The pealing anthem swelb the note of praise. 


The struggling pangs of conscious truth to hide. 

To quench the blushes of ingenuous shame, ^ 
Or heap the shrine of Luxury and Pride 
With incense kindled at the Muse’s flame. 

Far from the madding crowd’s ignoble strife. 
Their sober wishes never learn’d to stray; 
Along the cool sequester’d vale of life. 

They kept the noiseless tenor of their way. 

Yet ev’n these bones from insult to protect. 
Some frail memorial still erected nigh, 

With uncouth rhymes and shapeless sculpture 
deck'd. 

Implores the passing tribute of a sigh. 

Their name, their years, spelt by th’unletter’d 
muse, 

The place of fame and elegy supply : 

And many a holy text around she strews, 

That teach the rustic moralist to^ie. 

For who, to dumb forgetfulness a prey, 

This pleasing anxious being e’er resign’ i, ‘ 
Left the warm precincts of thh cheerful day, r 
Nor cast one longing, ling’ring look behind?. 

On some fond breast the parting soul relies. 
Some pious drops the/ilosing eye requires 
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£v'n from the tomb, the vmce of nature cries, 
• Ev'n in our ashes live their wonted fires. 

i'or thee, who, mindful of th’ unhonour'd dead. 
Dost in these lines their artless tale relate) 
If, chance, by lonely Contemplation led, 
^ome kindred spirit shall inquire thy fate. 

fisply some hoary-headed pvain may say, 

" Oft. have we seen him at the peep of dawn, 
Brushing with hasty steps the dews away, 

To meet the sun upon the upland lawn: 

There at the foot of yonder nodding beech. 
That wrftitlis its old fantastic roots so high. 
Ills listless length at noon-tide would he stretch. 
And pore upon the brook that bubbles by. 

Hard by yon wood, now smiling, as in scorn, 
Mutt’riug his wayward fancies, he would 
rove j 

.Now drooping, woeful wan, like one forlorn. 
Or craz’d with care, or cross’d in hopeless 
love. 

One morn I miss’d him on the custom’d hill. 
Along the heath, and near his fav’rite tree : 
Another came j nor yet beside the rill, 

Nor up the lawn, nor at the wood was he) 

The next, with dirges due, in sad array, 

*■ .-^Slow thro’ the churchyard path we saw him 
• lx>rne; 

. Approach and read (for thou canst read) the lay, 
'Grav’d on the stone beneath yon aged thorn.” 

THE EPITAPH. 

Here rests his head upon the Lap of earth, 
youth to Fortune and to Fame unknown, 
Fair Science frown’d not on his humble birth, 
And Melancholy mark’d him for her own. 
Large was his bounty, and his soul sincere, 
Hcav'n did a recompense as largely send; 
He gave to Mis'ry all he had, a tear; 

He gain’d from Heav'n, (’twas all he wish’d,) 
a friend. 

No farther seek his merits to disclose. 

Or draw his frailties from their dread abode. 
Here they alike in trembling hope repose,) 
f The bosom of his father and his God. 


Death. Dr. Portev a, Bp. qf London- 

FiiiKNU to the wretch whom every friend 
forsakes, 

1 woo thee, Death! In fancy’s fairy paths 
Let tlie gay songster rove, and gently trill 
i^lie strain of empty joy. Life and its joys 
I leave to |jipsc that prize them. At this hour, 
J^’his solgmn hour,when silence rules the world, 
Ai^Vearied nature makes a gen’ nil pause; 
Wi^t.in night’s sable robe, through cloistors 
. ^\drear, • 

And enamels pale, tenanted by a throng 
; Of lueagre phantoms shooting cross my path 
?Vith silent glance, 1 seek the shadowy vale 
»i>f Death. Deep in a murky cave’e recess, 


Lav’d by oblivion’s listless stream, and fenc’d 
By shelving rocks, and intermingled horrors' 
Of yew and cypress shade, from all intrusion 
Of busy noontide dream, the Monarch sits 
In unsubstantial majesty enthron’d. 

At his right hand, nearest himself in place 
And frightfulness of form, his parent Sin 
With fatal industry and cmel care 
Busies herself in pointing all his stings. 

And tipping every shaft with venom drawn 
From her infernal store : around him rang’d 
In terrible array and mixture strange 
Of uncouth shapes, stand his dread Ministen 
Foremost Old Age, his natural ally 
And firmest friend; next him Diseases thick, 
A motley train; Fever, with cheek of fire; 
Consumption wan) Palsy, half warm with life. 
And half a clay-clod lump) joint-tort’iing Gout, 
And ever-gnawing Rheum; Convulsion wild; 
Swoln Dropsy; panting Asthma; Apoplex 
Full-gorg’d. There too the Pestilence that 
walks 

In darkness, and the Sickness that destroys 
At broad noon.day. These, and a thousand 
Horrid to tell, attentive wait; and, when [more. 
By Heaven's command Death waves his ebon 
wand. 

Sudden rush forth to execute his purpose, 

And scatter desolation o’er the Earth. 

Ill-fated Man, for whom such various forms 
Of mis’ry wait, and mark their future prey; 
Ah! why, all-righteous Father, didst thou make 
This creature, Man? why wake th’ uncon¬ 
scious dust 

To life and wretchedne^ 1 O better far 
Still had he slept in uncreated night. 

If this the lot of Being! Was it for this 
Thy breath divine kindled within his breast 
The vital flame 7 For this was thy fair im.age 
Stainpt on his soul in godlike lineaments ? 

For this dominion giv'n him absolute 
O'er all thy works, only that be might reign 
Supreme in woe 7 From the blest source of 
Good, [foul ills 

Could Pain and Death proceed 7 could such 
Fall from fair Mercy’s hands? Far be the 
thought, [ture 

The impious thought! God never made a rrea- 
Uut what was good. He mode a living Soul j 
The wretched Mortal was the work of Man. 
Forth from his Maker’s hands he sprung to life, 
Fresh with immortal bloom; no pain lie knew. 
No fear of change, no check to his desires, 
Save one command. That one command which 
stood [eiice, 

STwixt hiqi and Death, the test of his obedi- 
Urg’d on by wanton curiosity, 

He broka. There in one moment was undone 
The fairest of GodV works. The same rash 
That pluck’d in evil hour the fatal frud, [hand, 
Unbarr’d the gates of Hell, and let loose Sin 
And Death, and a^ the family of Pain, 

To prey upon Mankind. Young Nature saw 
The monstrous crew, and shook thro’ all her 
frame. 
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Hien fled her new>bom lustre, then beg&n 
Hear'ns cheerful face to low'r, then rapours 
choak’d 

The troubloi air, and form'd a veil of clouds 
To hide the willing Sun. The earth, convuls'd 
With painful throes, threw forth a bristly crop 
Of thorns and briars; and Insect, Bird, and 
Beast, 

That wont before with admiration fond 
To gase at Man, and fearless crowd around him, 
Now fled before his face, shunning in haste 
Th' infection of his misery. He alone 
Who justly might, th' ofiended Lord of Man, 
Turn’d not away his face j he, full of pity. 
Forsook not in this uttermost distress [main’d 
His best lov’d work. That comfort still re- 
(That best, that greatest comfort in affliction). 
The countenance of God, and thro’ the gloom 
Shot forth some kindly gleams, to cheer and 
warm [Heav’n 

Th’ offender’s sinking souL Hope sent from 
Uprais’d his drooping head, and show’d afar 
A happier scene of things', the Promis’d Seed 
Trampling upon the Serpent’s humbled crest; 
Death of his sting disarm’d; aiid the dark grave. 
Made pervious to the realms of endless day. 
No more the limit but the gate of life. 

Cheer’d with the view, Man went to till the 
ground 

From whence he rose; sentenc’d indeed to toil 
As to a punishment, (ev’n in wrath, 

So merciful is Heav’n,) this toil became 
The solace of his woes, the sweet employ 
Of many a live-long hour, and surest guard 
Against Disease dnd. Death. Death, tiio’ de- 
Was yet a distant ill, by feeble arm [nounc’d. 
Of age, his sole support, led slowly on. 

Not then, as since, the short-liv’d sons of men 
Flock’d to his realms in countless multitudes ; 
Scarce in the course of twice five hundred 
One solitary ghost went shiv’ringdown [years, 
To his unpeopled shore. In sober state, 
Through the sequester’d vale of rural life, 
The venerable Patriarch guileless held 
The tenor of his way; Labour prepar’d 
His simple fare,and Temp’rance rul’d his board. 
Tir’d with his daily toil, at early eve 
He sunk to sudden rest ■, gentle and pure 
As breath of evening Zephyr, and os sweet, 
Were all his slumbers; with the sun h^ose. 
Alert and vigorous as He, to run [strength 
His destin’d course. Thus nerv’d with giant 
He stem’d the tide of time, and stood the shock 
Of ages rolling harmless o’er his head. 

At life’s meridian point arriv’d, he stood, 

And, looking round, s,aw all the Yalleys fill’d* 
With nations from his loins} full-well content 
To leave his race thus scatter’d o’er l^ie earth, 
Along the gentle slope of life’s decline 
He bent his gradual way, till, full of years, 

He dropp’d like mellow fruit into his grave. 

Such in the infancy of time was Man; 

So calm was life, so impotent was Death ! 

O had he but preserv’d these few remains, 
The shatter’d fragments, of lost happiness, 


Snatch’d by the hand of Heav’n feom the sad 
wreck 

Of innocence primeval j still had he liv’d 
In ruin great; tho’ foll’n, yet not forlorn; 
Though mortal, yet not every-where beset 
With Death in every shape! But he, impatient 
To be completely wretched, hastes to fill up 
I The measure of his woes.—’Twas Man hiirsdlf ' 
Brought Death into the world; and Man him¬ 
self 

Gave keenness to his darts, quicken’d his pace. 
And multiply’d destruction on mankind. 

First Envy, eldest born of hell, imbrued 
Her hands in blood, and taught the Sons of Men 
To make a Death which Nature never made. 
And God abhorr’d; with violence rude to break 
The thread of life ere half its length was run, 
And rob a wretched brother of Ills being. 

With joy Ambition saw, and soon improv'd 
The execrable deed. ’Twas not eno^h 
By subtle fraud to snatch a single life'/* 

Puny impiety ! whole kingdoms fell 
To sate the lust of power; more horrid still. 
The foulest stain and scandal of our nature, 
Became its boast. One Murder made a Villain; 
Milliona a Hero. Princes were privileg’d 
To kill, and numbers sanctified the crime. 

Ah ! why will Kings forget that they are Men ^ | 
And Men that they are brethren ? Why delighy 
In human sacrifice 1 Why burst the ties , i 
Of Nature, that should knit their souls togethef - 
In one soft bond of amity and love ? ^ • 

Yet still they breathe destruction, still go on 
Inhumanly ingenious to find out 
New pains for life, new terrors, for the grave, 
Artificers of Death! Still Monarchs dream 
Of universal empire growing up 
From universal ruin. Bln.st the design 
Great (irod of Hosts, nor let thy creatures fall 
Unpitied victims at Ambition’s shrine! 

Yet say, should Tyrants learn at last to feci. 
And the loud din of battle cease to brayi; 

Should dove-eyed Peace o’er all the earth ex¬ 
tend 

Her olive-branch, and give the world repose, 
Would Death be foil’d ‘1 Would health, and 
strength, and youth 

Defy his pow'r T Has he no arts in store. 

No other shafts save those of War 7 Alas! 

Ev’n in the smile of Peace, that smile which 
sheds 

A heav’nly sunshine o’er the soul, there bosks 
That serpent Luxury. War its thousand slays; 
Peace its ten thousands. In th’ embattled plain, 
Tho’ Death exults, and chips his raven wingp. 
Yet reigns he not ev’n there so ubsoluto, V 
So merciless, as in yon frantic scenes 
Of midnight revel and tumultuous 
Where in th’ intoxicating draught conceal d, 

Or couch’d beneath the glance of lawlem i jve, 
lie snares the simple youth, who, nougHt susi- 
pecting, 

Means to be blest—but finds himself undon£ 
Down the smooth streijim of life the stripr 
ling darts, c 
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Gay aa the morn; bright glows the vernal sky, 
JHope swells his sails, and passion steers his 
•• • course, 

Safe glides his little bark along the shore 
Where virtue takes her stand j but if too far 
lie launches forth beyond discretion’s mark, 
^j^udden the tempest scowls, the surges roar, 
Rlq| his fair day, and plunge him in the deep. 
O sdd hut sure mischance! O happier far 
To lie like gallant Howe 'midst Indian wilds 
A breathless corse, cut off by savage hands 
In earliest prime, a generous sacrifice 
'Po freedom's holy cause; than so to fall, 

Torn immature from life’s meridian joys, 

A prey to Vice, Intemp’rance, and Disease. 

Yet die ev’n thus, thus rather perish still, 
Yc sons of Pleasure, by th’ Almighty strick’n, 
'I'haii ever dare (though oil, alas ! ye dare) 

To lift against yourselves the immrrous steel. 
To wrest from God’s own hand the 'sword of 
• Justice, 

And be your own avengers! Hold, rash Man, 
Though with anticipating speed thou’st rang’d 
Through every region of delight, nor left 
t)nc joy to gild the evening of thy days; 
Though life seem one uncomfortable void. 
Guilt at thy heels, before thy face despair; 

Yet gay this scene, and light this load of woe, 
(Compar’d with thy hereafter. Think, O think; 

' /Vid, ere thou plunge into thC vast abyss. 
Pause on the verge awhile : look down and see 
Thy future mansion. Why that start of hor- 
— ror 7 [steel 

Prom thy slack hand why drops th’ uplifted 
Did’st thou not think such vengeance must 
await * [about him 

The wretch, that with his crimes all fresh 
Rushes irreverent, unprepar'd, uncall’d. 

Into his Maker’s presence, throwing back 
With insolent disdain his choicest gift 7 
Live then, while lleav’n in pity lends thee 
life. 

And t^liink it all too short to wash away, 

Ry penitential tears and deep contrition. 

The scarlet of thy crimes. So shaft thou find 
Rest to thy soul; so uiiappallU shaft meet 
Death when lie comes, not wantonly invite 
JIis ling’riiig stroke. Re it thy sole concern 

^With innocence to live; with patience wait 
Th’ appointed hour; too soon that hour will 
come, [God, 

Tho’ Nature run her course But Nature’s 
If need require, by thousand various ways, 
Without thy aid can shorten that sliort span, 
And quench the lamp of life. O wlicn he comes, 
ITous’d by the cry of wickedness extreme, 

'Po heav’n ascending from sonic guilty land, 
Now ripe wr vengeance; when he conics ar- 
In^l the terrors of Almighty wrath, [ray'd 
Foith from his bosom plucks his ling’ring arm, 
..AndV'vn'the miscreants pours destruction down; 
Who can abide his coming 7 Who can bear 
His whole displeasure 7 In no common foim 
Dea{h then appears, but starting into size 
Enormous, measures lyith gigantic stride 


Th' astonish’d Earth, and from his looks throws 
Unutterable horror and dismay. [round 

All Nature lends her aid, each Element 
Arms in his cause. Ope fly the doors of 
Heav’n; 

The fountains of the deep their barriers break. 
Above, below, the rival torrents pour. 

And drown Creation; or in floods of fire 
Descends a livid cataract and consumes 
An impious race. Sometimes, when all seems 
peace, [brace 

Wakes the grim whirlwind, and with rude em- 
Sweeps nations to their grave, or in the deep 
Whelms the proud wooden world; full many 
a youth 

Floats on his wa^’ty bier, or lies unwept 
On some sad desert shore! At dead of night, 
111 sullen silence stalks forth Pestilence ; 
(’oiitaginn close behind taints all her steps 
With pois’nous dew ; no smiting hand is scicn. 
No sound is heard, but soon her secret path 
Is mark’d with desolation ; heaps on heaps 
Promiscuous drop. No friend, no refuge, 
near; 

All, all, is false %nd treacherous around ; 

All that they touch, or taste, or breathe, is 
Death. [fail 

Rut all ! what means that ruinous roar 7 why 
These tott’ring feet 7 Earth to its centre feels 
The Godhead’s pow’r, and trembling at his 
touch 

Through all its pillars, and in ev'ry pore, 
Hurls to the ground, with one convulsive 
heave. 

Precipitating domes, and towns, and tow'rs, 
The work («f ages. Cruslf d beneath the weight 
Of general devastation, millions find 
One common grave; not ev’n a widow left 
To wail her sons; the house that should protect 
Entombs his master; and the faithless plain, 
If there he flies for help, with sudden yawn 
Starts from beneath him. Shield me, gracious 
lleav’n, 

O snatch me from destruction ! If this Globe, 
This solid Globe, which thine own hand hath 
made 

So firm and sure, if this my steps betray; 

If my own mother Earth, from whence 1 
Rise up with rage unnatural to devour [sprung. 
Her wretched offspring, whither shall 1 fly 7 
W^herc look for succour 7 Where, but up to 
thee, 

Almighty Father 7 Save, O save, thy suppliant 
From horrors such as these! At thy good time 
Let death approach ; 1 reck not—let him but 
. come 

In genuine f<Am, not with thy vengeance arm’d. 
Too mu^i for man to bear. O rather lend 
Thy kindly aid to mitigate his stroke; 

And at that hour when all aghast I stand 
(A trembling candidate for thy compassion) 

On this world’s brink, and look into the next; 
When my soul, Parting from the dork un¬ 
known, 

Casts back a wishful look, and fondly clings 


• <* 
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To her frail prop, unwilling to be wrench’d 
From this fair scene, from all her custom’d joys, 
And all the lovely relatives of life 3 
Then shed thy comforts o'er me, then put on 
The gentlest of thy looks. Let no dark crimes, 
In all their hideous forms then starting up, 
Plant themselves round my couch in grim ar¬ 
ray, [torture, 

And stab my bleeding heart with two-edg'd 
8 ense of p:i 8 t guilt, and dread of future woe. 
Far be tlie ghastly crew! and in their stead 
Let cheerful Memory from her purest cells 
Lead forth a goodly train of Virtues fair, 

< /herish’d in earliest youth, now paying back 
AV'ith tenfold usury the pious care. 

And pouring o'er my wounds the heav’nly balm 
t)f conscious innocence. But chiefly. Thou, 
AVhom soft-eyed Pity once led down from 
Iloav'n 

To bleed for man, to teach him how to live. 
And oh ! still harder lesson ! how to die 3 
Jtisdnin not Thou to smooth the restless lied 
*)f Sickness and of Pain. Forgive the tear 
^"liat feeble Nature drops, calm all her fears, 
AV’akc all her hopes, and animite her faith, 
'fill my rapt soul, anticipating Heav’n, 

Bursts from the thraldom of incumb’ring clay, 
And on the wing of ecstasy upborne, 

Bprings into Liberty, and Light, and Life. 

^ 17. The Grave. Bi.aib. 

“ The house appointed for all living.” Job. 

Wiiii.sT some affect the sun, and some the 
shade, 

Borne flee the city, some the hermitage, 

I'heir aims as various as the roads they take 
In journeying through life 3 the task be mine 
'I'o paint the gloomy horrors of the tomb j 
Th’ appointed {dace of rendezvous, where all 
These travellers meet. Thy succours I im¬ 
plore. 

Eternal King, whose potent arm sustains 
'i'hc keys of hell and death. The Grave, dread 
thing! [{lall’d 

Men shiver when thou'rt nam'd; Nature ap- 
Bhakes off her wonted firmness. Ah! how 
dark 

Thy long eatended realms, and rueful wastes 3 
Where nought but silence reigns, and night, 
dark night, 

Dark as was Chaos ere the infant sun 
Was roll’d together, or had tried its bean^ 
Athwart the gloom profound ! The sickly ta- 
|)er, [vaults. 

By glimm’ring thro’ thy low-brow’d misty 
Furr’d round with mouldy damps, and ropy 
I.ets fall a sujiernumerary horror, * [slime. 

And only serves to make thy night mpre irk- 

Well do I know thee by thy trusty yew, [some 
Cheerless, unsocial plant! that loves to dwell 
'Midst sculls and coffins, epitaphs and worms 3 
Where light-heel’d ghosts and visionary shades. 
Beneath the wan cold moon ^as fame reports) 
Embodied thick, fierform their mystic rounds, j 
No other merriment, dull tree! is thine. j 


[book Y. ' 

See yonder hallow’d fane! the pious work 
Of names once fam’d, now dubious or forgot, ' 
And buried ’midst the wreck of things which 
were: 

There lie interr’d the more illustrious dead. 
The wind is up: hark! how it howls ! Mc- 
thinks ■ •*. 

Till now, I never heard a sound so dreary, ;<> 
Doors creak, and windows clap, and night’s 
foul bird [aisles 

Rook’d in the sjnre screams loud 3 the gloomy 
Black plaster'd, and hung round with shreds 
of ’scutcheons, 

And tatter’d coats of arms, send baci the sound 
Laden with heavier airs, from the low iraults, 
The mansions of the dead. Rous’d from their 
slumbers. 

In grim array the grisly B{>cctre3 rise. 

Grin horrible, and obstinately sullen 
Pass and re{>aBs, hush’d as the foot of i]mht. 
Again ! the scrccch-owl shrieks ' ungilbinns 
sound! [chill * 

I’ll hear no more 5 it makes one’s blood run 
Quite round the pile, a row of rev’rei d ohiis. 
Coeval near with that, all ragged show, [down 
T.ong-la 8 h’d by the rude winds : some rift half 
Their branchless trunks 3 others so thin n-top. 
That scarce two crows could lodge in the snine 
tree. [pen’d here / 

Strange things, the neighbours say, have iiap^' ‘ 
Wild shrieks have issu’d from the hollow 
tombs 5 __ 

Dead men have come again, and walk’d about 3 
And the great bell has toll'd, unrung, un¬ 
touch’d. 

Such tales their cheer, at wake or gossiping. 
When it draws near to witching time of night. 

Oft in the lone church-yard at night I've seen, 
By glimpse of moon-shine, chcq’ring through 
the trees. 

The school-boy, with his satchel in his hand, 
Whistling aloud to keep his courage up, . 

And lightly tripping o’er the long flat stones. 
(With nettles skirted, and with moss o’er- 
grown,) 

That tell in homily phrase who he below 3 
Sudden he starts! and hears, or thinks lie hears. 
The sound of something purring at his heels 3 
Full fast he flies, and dares not look behind him, 
Till out of breath he overtakes his fellows 3 
Who gather round, and wonder at the tale 
Of horrid apparition, tall and ghastly. 

That walks at dead of night, or takes his stand 
O’er some new-open’d grave 3 and, strange to 
Evanishes at crowing of the cock ! [tell!_ 

I The new-made widow, too, I’ve sometimes' 
spied, , ^ 

Sad sight! slow moving o’er the prostra^ deadt , 
I listless, she crawls along in doleful block, * 
'A’hile bursts of sorrow gush from either eye. 
Fast-falling down her now untasted cheehl* / 
Prone on the lonely grave of the dear man 
She drops, whilst busy meddling Memory, ^ - 

In barbarous succession, musters up 
The past endearments of itheir softer hours, 

I .. ■ 
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Tenacious of its theme. Sftll, still she thinks 
She sees him, and, indulging the fond thought, 
Clings yet more closely to the senseless turf, 
Nor heeds the passenger who looks that way. 
Invidious Grave! how dost thou rend in 
sunder 

Whom love has knit, and sympathy made one I 
*'A tie more stubborn far than nature’s band. 
FriAidship ! mysterious cement of the soul! 
Sweet’iVer of life, and solder of society! 

I owe thee much. Thou hast deserv’d from me. 
Far, far beyond what 1 can ever pay. 

Oil have I prov’d the labours of thy love. 

And the wagm efforts of the gentle heart 
Anxious,to please. OI when my friend and I 
In some thick wood have wander’d heedless on, 
Hid from the vulgar eye, and set us down 
Upon the sloping cowslip-covered bank, 
Where the pure limpid stream has slid along 
In grateful errors through the underwood, 
^weet murm’ring; methought, the shrill- 
tongued thrush 

Mended his song of love; the sooty blackbird 
Mellow’d his pipe, and soflen’d ev’ry note; 
The eglantine smcll’d sweeter, and the rose 
Assum’d a dye more deep j whilst ev’ry flow’r 
Vied with his fellow-plant in luxury 
Of dress. Oh ! then the longest summer’s day 
Seem'd too, too much in haste ■, still the full 
r > heart 

Had not imparted half, ’twas happiness 
Toorcxquisite to last. Of joys departed, 

return, how painful the rcinciiibrancc ! 
Dull Grave! thou spuil'st the dance of 
youthful blood, 

Strik’st out the dimple from the check of mirth, 
And ev’ry smirking feature from the face; 
liraiiding our laughter with the Jhame of mad¬ 
ness. 


, Where are the jesters now ? the man of health 
Complexioiially pleasant 1 M’here the droll Y 
Whose ev’ry look and gesture was a joke 
To clitpping theatres and shouting crowds, 
And m^e cv’n thick-lipp’d musing Melan- 
To gather up her face into a smile [choly 
Before she was aware t Ah ! •ullcn now. 

And dumb as the green turf that covers them! 

Where are the mighty thunderbolts of war Y 
Jt’he Roman Caisars and tlic Grecian chiefs, 
yrhe boast of story Y Wlicre the hot-brain’d 
f Who the tiara at his pleasure tore [youth. 
From kings of all the then discover’d globe, 
And cried, forsooth, because his arm was hain- 
per’d, 

And had not room enough to do its work 7 
how .slim, dishonourably slim! 

And crumm’d into a space we blush to name ! 
Proud royalty ! how alter’d in thy looks I 
How blank thy features, and how wan thy hue! 
Soif of the morning ! whither art thou gone Y 
* Wfaere Jiast thog hid thy many-spaiigled head, 
“■■And tlie majestic menace of thiiic eyes 
Felt from afar Y Pliant and powerless now 
. Like new-born infant hound up in his swathes, 
Or victim tumbled flat upon his back, 


That throbs beneath the saeriiicor’s knife : 
Mute must thou bear the strife of little tongues. 
And coward insults of the base-born crowd, 
That grudge a privilege thou never hadst, 

But only hoped for in the peaceful grave. 

Of being unmolested and alone. 

Araby’s gums, and odoriferous drugs, 

And honors by the heralds duly paid 
In mode and form, ev’n to a veiy scruple; 

O cruel irony ! these come too late ; 

And only mock whom they were meant to ho¬ 
nor. [ried 

Surely, there’s not a dungeon-slave that’s bu- 
In the highway, unshrouded and uncofHn’d, 
But lies as soft, and sleeps as sound as he. 
Sorry pre-eminence of high descent 
Above the vulgar born, to rot in state ! 

But see ! the well-plum’d hearse comes nod¬ 
ding on, 

Stately and slow ; and properly attended 
By the whole sable tribe, that painful watch 
The sick man’s door, and live upon the dead, 
By letting out their persons by the hour 
To mimic sorrow when the heart’s not sad! 
How rich the tAppings, now they’re all un¬ 
furl'd 

And glut’ring in the sun ! Triumphant entries 
Of conquerors, and coronation pomps, 

In glory scarce exceed. Great gluts of people 
Retard the unwieldy show ; whilst from the 
casements, [wedg’d 

And houses’ tops, ranks behind ranks close 
Hang bellying o’er. But tell us, why this wosteY 
Why this ado in earthing up a carcass 
That’s fallen into disgrace, and in the nostril 
Smells horrible I Ye unaert.akcrs ! tell us, 
’Midst all the gorgeous figures you exhibit, 
Why is the principal conceal’d, for which 
You make this mighty stir Y 'Tis wisely done ; 
What would offend the eye in a good picture. 
The painter casts discreetly into shades. 

Proud lineage, now how little thou appear’st! 
Below the envy of the private man ! 

Honor, that meddlesome officious ill, [short. 
Pursues thee e’en to death, nor there stops 
Strange persecution ! when the grave itself 
Is no protection from rude suficrance. 

Absurd ! to think to over-reach the grave ! 
And from the wreck of names to rescue ours ! 
The best concerted schemes men lay for fame 
Die fast away ; only themselves die faster. 
The far-fam’d sculptor, and the laurel bard. 
Those bold insurers of eternal fame, 

Supply their little feeble aids in vain, 

The tap’ring pyramid, th’ Egyptian’s pride, 
.^d wonder of the world ! whose spiky top 
lias wounded%he thick cloud, and long outliv’d 
The angr^ shaking of the winter's storm; 

Yet spent at last by th’ injuries of heav’n. 
Shatter’d with age, and furrow’d o’ci with 
years, 

The mystic cone with hieroglyphics crusted. 
Gives way. O lamlmtable sight! at once 
The labor of w.iolc ages lumters down } 

A hideous and mis-shapen length, of mins. 
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Sepulchral columna wrestle but in vain 
With all-subduing Time} her cank’ring hand 
With calm deliberate malice wasteth them: 
Worn on the edge of days, the brass consumes, 
The busto moulders, and the deep-cut marble. 
Unsteady to the steel, gives up its charge. 
Ambition, half convicted of her fully, 

Hangs down the head, and reddens at the tale. 

Here all the mighty troublers of the earth, 
Who swam to sov’reign rule thro’ seas of blood; 
Th’ oppressive, sturdy, man-destroying villains. 
Who ravag’d kingdoms, and laid empires 
And in a cruel wantonness of pow'r [waste, 
Thinn’d states of half their people, and gave up 
To want the rest; now, like a storm that’s 
spent, [vert. 

Lie hush’d, and meanly sneak behind thy co- 
Vain thought! to hide them from the gen'ral 
scorn 

That haunts and dogs them like on injur'd ghost 
Implacable. Here, too, the petty tyrant. 
Whose scant domains geographer ne’er notic’d, 
•And, well for ncighb’ring grounds, of ann as 
Who fix’d his iron talons on the poor, [short. 
And grip’d them like some lordly be.ast of prey. 
Deaf to the forceful cries of gnawing hunger. 
And piteous plaintive voice of misery 
(As if a slave was not a shred of mature. 

Of the same common nature as his lord); 

Now tame and humble, like a child that's 
whipp’d, 

Shakes hands with dust, and calls the worm 
his kinsman; [ground 

Nor pleads his rank and birthright. Under 
Precedency’s a jest; vassal and lord, 

Grossly familiar, side by side consume. 

When self esteem, or others’ adulation. 
Would cunningly persuade us we were some- 
Above the common level of our kind; [thing 
The Grave gainsays the smooth complexion’d 
flatt’ry. 

And with blunt truth acquaints us what we are. 

Beauty ! thou pretty plaything ! dear deceit! 
That steals so softly o’er the stripling’s heart. 
And gives it a new pulse unknown before ! 
The grave discredits thee: thy charms ex¬ 
pung'd, 

Thy roses faded, and thy lilies soil’d. 

What hast thou more to boast of ? Will thy 
lovers [mage 1 

Flock round thee now, to gaze and do thee ho- 
Methinks I see thee with thy head low-, aid; 
Whilst surfeited upon thy damask cheek, 

The high-fed worm in lazy volumes roll’d. 
Riots unscar’d. For this was all thy caution! 
For this thy painful labours at thy glass, , 
T’ improve those charms and ke^ them in re¬ 
pair, feeder! 

For which the spoiler thanks thee not 7 Foul 
Coarse fare and carrion please thee full os well. 
And leave as keen a relish on the sense. 

Look how the &ir one wee^s I the conscious 
tears 

Stand thick as dew-dropa on the bells of flow'rs: 
Honest fusion.' ttie swoln heart in vain 
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Works hard to pnt a gloss on its distress. 
Strength too! thou surly, and less gentla 
boast • 

Of those that laugh loud at the village ring! 

A fit of common sickness pulls thee down. 
With greater ease than e'er thou didst ther 
stripling 

That rashly dar’d thee to th’ unequal f^h). 
What groan was that I heard ? deep groan in¬ 
deed ! 

With anguish heavy laden ! let me trace it: 
From yonder bed it comes, where the strong 
man 

By stronger arm belabour’d, gaspsTor breath 
Like a hard-hunted beast. How his great heart 
lieats thick ! his roomy chest by far too scant 
To give the lungs full play ! what now avail 
'J'hc strong-built sinewy limbs, and well-spread! 
shoulders! 

See how he tugs for life, and lays about him, 
Mad with hjs pain ! eager he catches lilld 
Of what comes next to hand, and grasps it hard, 
Just like a creature drowning! hideous sight! 
Oh 1 how his eyes stand out and stare fiill 
ghastly! 

Wliilst the distemper’s rank and deadly venom 
Shoots like a burning arrow cross his bowels, 
And drinks his morrow up. Heard you that 
groan 7 

It was his last. See how the great Goliah, ' 
Just like a child that brawl’d itself to rest, 

Lies still. What mean’st thou then, O mighty 
boaster! [the liuIiT** 

To vaunt of nerves of thine 7 What means 
Unconscious of Ms strength, to play the cow¬ 
ard. 

And flee before a feeble thing like man; 

That knowing well the slackness of his arm. 
Trusts only in the well-invented knife! 

With study pale, and midnight vigils spent. 
The star-surveying sage close to his eye 
Applies the sight-invigorating tube; 

And trav’lling thro’ the boundless length of 
space, 

Marks well the courses of the far-seen orbs, 
That roll with risgular confusion there. 

In ecstasy of thought. But ah! proud man! 
Great heights are hazardous to the weak head! 
Soon, very soon, thy firmest footing fails j 
And down thou dropp’st into that darksome 
place. 

Where nor device nor knowledge ever came. 

Here the tongue-warrior lies! disabled now. 
Disarm’d, dishonor’d, like a wretch that’s 
And cannot tell his ail to passers-by. [gogg’d, 
Great man of language, whence this migh^v 
change 7 

This dumb despair, and drooping oIT the head f 
Though strong persuasion hung upon thy lip,' 
And sly insinuation’s softer arts 
In ambush lay about thy flowing tongue: ' ^ 
Alas ! how chap-fall’n now I thick mists and 
silence 

Rest, like a weary cloud, upon thy breast 
Unceasing. Ah! wher« is the lifted am, 
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The strength of aetlon, and the force of words, 
^ The well-tum’d peri(^, and the well'tun’d 
> • voice, 

With all the lemer ornaments df phrase 7 
Ah! fled for ever, as they ne’er had been! 
Raz’d from the book of fame, or, more pro- 
. Yoking, 

. Perhaps some hackney, hunger*bitten scribbler 
Inlf^tp thy memory, and blots thy tomb 
With long flat narratives, or duller rhymes 
With heavy halting pace that drawl along; 
Enough to rouse a dead man into rage. 

And warm with red resentment the wan cheek. 

Here the great masters of the healing art, 
'('hese mighty mock-defrauders of the tomb! 
Spite of their jalaps and catholicons, 
flesign to fate. Proud ASsculapius' son, 
Where are thy boasted implements of art, 

And all thy wcll-cramm’d magazines of health? 
Nor hill, nor vale, as far as ship could go, 

» Nor margin of the gravel-bottom’d brook, 
Escap’d thy rifling hands: from stubborn shrubs 
Thou wrung’st their shy retiring virtues out, 
And vex’d them in the fire: nor fly, nor insect. 
Nor writhy snake, escap’d thy deep research.— 
I’lit why this apparatus 7 why this cost 7 
Tell us thon doughty keeper from the grave! 
Where arc thy recipes and cordials now, 
itli the long list of vouchors for thy cures 7 
Al.as ! thou speak’st not. The bold impostor 
Looks not more silly when the cheat’s found 
out. 

Merc, the lank-sided miser, worst of felons'. 
Who meanly stole, discreditable shift! 

From back and belly too, their proper cheer; 
Eas’d of a taif it irk’d the wretch to pay 
To his own carcass, now lies cheaply lodg’d. 
By clom’rouB appetites no longer teas’d. 

Nor tedious bills of charges and repairs. 

But ah ! where are his rents, his comings in 7 
Ay ! now you've made the rich man poor in¬ 
deed ; 

Robb’d of his gods, what has he left behind 7 
() cursed lust of gold ! when for thy sake 
'riie fool throws up his int’rest in both worlds, 
« First starv’d in this, then dtmn’d in that to 
come. [Death! 

IJow shocking must thy summons be, O 
To him that is at ease in his possessions j 
AVlio, counting on long years of pleasure here, 
Is quite uiifurnish’d for that world to come ! 

Ill that dread moment, how the frantic soul 
Raves round the walls of her clay tenement, 
Runs to each avenue, and shrieks for help, 

But shrieks in vain ! how wishfully she looks 
Oh all she’s leaving, now no longer hen! 

A little loyrer. yet a little longer, 

O might she stay to wash away her stains, 

. fit ller for her passage! mournful sight! 

Her very eyes weep blood; and every groan 
.jiSH^Ueaves is Wg with horror: but the foe. 
Like a staunch murd’rer steady to his pur- 
pose, 

Pursues her close through every lane of life, 
Nor misses once the Uack, but presses on; 
VoL. T.^os. 67 As, 68. 


Till, forc’d at lost to the tmnendous verge, 

At once she sinks to everlasting min. 

Sure, ’tis a serious thing to die! my sonl! 
What a strange moment must it be, when near 
Thy journey's end thou hast the gnlph in view! 
That awful gulph no mortal e’er repaas’d 
To tell what’s doing on the other aide! 

Nature runs back and shudden at the sight. 
And ev'iy liie-string bleeds at thoughts of 
porting 7 

F or part they must: body and soul must part ; 
Fond Couple i link’d more close than wedded' 
pair. 

This wings its way to its Almighty Source, 
The witness of its actions, now its judge; 
That drops into the dark and noisome grave. 
Like a disabled pitcher, of no use. 

If death was nothing, and nought after death; 
If, when men died, at once they ceas’d to be. 
Returning to the tmrren womb of nothing 
Whence first they sprung; then might the de¬ 
bauchee 

Untrembling mouth the heav’ns; then might 
the dru^ard 

Reel over his mil bowl, and when ’tis drain’d 
Fill up another to the brim, and laugh 
At the poor bug-bear Death; then might the' 
wretch 

That’s weary of the world, and tir’d of life. 
At once give each inquietude the slip. 

By stealing out of being when he pleas’d. 

And by what way; whether by hemp or steel i 
Death’s thousand doors stand open. Who 
Could force 

The ill pleas’d guest to#it out his foil time, 
Or blame him if he goes 7 Sure! he does well 
That helps himself as timely as he can. 

When able. But if there is an hereqfter, 

And that there is, conscience nninfluenc’d, 
And sufibr’d to speak out, tells ev’ry man. 
Then must it be an awful thing to die; 

More horrid yet to die by one’s own hand. 
Self-murder ! name it not; our island’s shame, 
That makes her the reproach of neighb’ring 
states. [tate. 

Shall nature, swerving from her earliest die- 
Self-preservation, fall by her own act 7 
Forbid it, Heav’n '. let not, upon disgust, 

The shameless hand be foully crimson’d o’er 
With blood of its own lord. Dreadful attempt! 
Just reeking from self-slaughter, in s rage 
To rush into the presence of our Judge! 

As if we challeng’d him to do his worst. 

And matter’d not his wrath. Unheard-^-tor- 
tures 

Must be reserv’d for such: these herd together; 
The commo j damn’d shun their society. 

And look upon themselves as fiends leas fbul. 
Our time is fix’d; and all our days are numberM; 
How long, how short, we know not: this we 
know. 

Duty requires we galmly wait the summons, 
Nor dare to stir till Heav’n ahaU give pem^ 
aion; [stand. 

Like sentries that must keep their destin’d 
6 
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And wait tV appointed hour, till they're re¬ 
liev’d. [ground, 

Thoae (mly are the brave who keep their 
And keep it to the last. To run away 
Ii but a coward’s trick: to run away 
Fnnn this world’s ills, that at the very worst 
dViU soon Uow o’er, thinking to mend our¬ 
selves 

By boldly vent’ring on a world unknown. 

And plunging headlong in the dark; ’tis mad; 
No frensy half so desperate as this. 

TeU us, ye dead! will none of you in pity 
To thoae you left behind disclose the secret 7 
O! that some courteous ghost would blab it out, 
What ’tis you are, and we must shortly be. 
I’ve heard that souls departed have sometimes 
Forewarn'd men of their death: 'tvTbs kindly 
done 

To knock and give th' alarum. But what means 
This stinted charity 7 'tis but lame kindness 
That does its work by halves. Why might 
you not 

Tell us what 'tis to die ? Do the strict laws 
Of your society forbid your speaking 
Upon a point so nice 7 I’ll aw no more; 
Sullen like lamps in sepulchres, your shine 
Enlightens but yourselves : well—'tis no mat- 
A very little time will clear up all, [ter : 
And make us team'd as you are, and as close. 
Death’s shafts fly thick ! Here falls the vil¬ 
lage swain, [round. 

And there his pamper’d lord! The cup goes 
And who so artful as to put it by 7 
’Tis long since death had the majority} 

Yet, strange ! the living lay it not to heart. 
See yonder maker of the dead man’s bed. 

The sexton, hoary-headed chronicle! 

Of hard unmeaning face, down which ne’er 
stole 

A gentle tearwith mattock in hia hand 
Digs thro’ whole rows of kindred and ac¬ 
quaintance 

By &r his juniors! scarce a scull’s cast up, 
But well he knew its owner, and can tell 
Some passage of his life. ’]^us hand in hand 
The sot has walk’d with death twice twenty 
years; [louder. 

And yet ne’er younker on the green laughs 
Or clubs a smuttier tale; when drunkqiids meet, 
None sings a merrier catch, or lends a hand 
More willing to hia cup. Poor wretch I he 
minds not 

That soon some trusty brother of the trade 
Shall do for him what he has done for thou¬ 
sands. [friends 

Ob this aide, and on that, men see their 
Drop off, like Imves in autumn j yet launch out 
Into ikntastic schemes, which three long livers 
In the world’s hale and undegen’rate days 
Could scarce have leisure for. Fools that we 
Never to think of death and of ourselves [are ! 
At the same time! as if to leam to die 
Were no concern of ours, d more than sottish!' 
For creatures of a day, in gamesome mood 
To frolic <m eternity's die^ brink. 


Unapprehensive; when for aught we knew. 

The very first swoln surge shall sweep m in. 
Think we, or think we not, time hurries on 
With a resistless unremitting stream. 

Yet treads more soft than e’er did midni^t . 
thief. 

That slides his hand under the miser's pillow. 
And carries off his prise. Whatis thisvn^rld'? ■ 
What but a specious burial-field unwall’d, 
Strew’d with death’s spoils, the spoils of ani¬ 
mals. 

Savage and tame, and full of dead men’s bones? 
The very turf on which we tread once liv'd; 
And we that live must lend our carcasses 
To cover our own offspring : in their turns 
They too must cover theirs. 'Tis here all meet! 
The shiv’ring Icelander, and sun-burnt Moor , 
Men of all climes, that never met before; 

And of all creeth, the Jew, the Turk, the 
Christian. (prouder. 

Here the proud prince, and favouMe yet 
His Bov’reign’s keeper, and the people’s 
scourge. 

Are huddled out of sight. Here lie abash’d 
The great negotiators of the earth. 

And celebrated masters of the balance. 

Deep read in stratagems, and wiles of courts; 
Now vain their treaty-skill} Death scorns to 
treat. [thea 

Here the o’erloaded slave flings down his bur- 
From his gall’d shoulders; and when the cru¬ 
el tyrant, [h imj 

With all his guards and tools of pow’r dDoiit 
Is meditating new unheard-of hardships. 

Mocks his short arm, and quick as thought es¬ 
capes. 

Where tyrants vex not, and the weary rest. 

Here the warm lover, leaving the cool shade. 
The tell-tale echo, and the bubbling stream. 
Time out of mind the fav’rite seats of love. 

Fast by his gentle mistress lays him down 
Unblasted by foul tongue. Here friends and foes 
Lie close, unmindful of their former fends. 

Tlie lawn-rob’d prelate, and plain presbyter. 

Ere while that stood aloof, as shy to meet. 
Familiar mingle here, like sister-streams 
That some rude interposing rock had split. 

Here is the large-limb’d peasant; here the child 
Of a span long, that never saw the sun. 

Nor press’d the nipple, strangled in life’s porch: 
Here is the mother with her sons and daughters; 
The barren wife; the long-demurring maid. 
Whose lonely unappropriated sweets 
Smil’d like yon knot of cowslips on the cliff. 
Not to be come at by the willing hand. 

Here are the prude severe, and gay coquette. 
The sober widow, and the young g^n virgin. 
Cropp’d like a rose before 'tis ful^^lown, 

Or half its worth disclos’d. Strange m^'vy 
here! • 

Here garrulous old age winds up his tale 
And jovial youth, of lightsome vacant heart. 
Whose ev’ry day was made of melody. 

Hears not the voice of mirth; the shrill- 
tongued shrew, • 
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Meek as the turtle-dove, forgets her chiding. 

* Here are the wise, the gen’rous, and the brave; 
TThe just, the good, the worthless, the profane; 
The downright clown, and perfectly well-bred. 
The fool, the churl, the scoundrel, and the 

mean, 

The sup|de statesman, and the patriot stem; 
Th^wrecks of nations, and the spoils of time, 
With'all the lumber of six thousand years. 

Poor man! how happy once in thy first state! 
When yet but warm from thy great Maker’s 
hand, [pleas’d 

He stami^d thee with his image, and well 
Smil’d on his last fair work! Then all was well. 
Sound Vas the body, and the soul serene; 

Like two sweet instruments ne’er out of tune, 
That play their several parts. Nor head, nor 
heart, [should, 

Offer’d to ache; nor was there cause they 
For all was pure within : no fell remorse, 

* Nor anxious castings up of what may be. 
Alarm’d his peaceful bosom : summer seas 
Show not more smooth when kiss’d by south¬ 
ern winds. 

Just ready to expire. Scarce importun’d. 

The gen’rous soil with a luxuriant hand 
Offer’d the various produce of the year, 

-vAnd cv’ry thing most perfect in its kind. 
Rlessed, thrice blessed days! but ah, how short! 
Bless’d os the pleasing dreams of holy mon, 
But fugitive, like those, and quickly gone. 

slippery state of things! What sudden turns, | 
What strange vicissitudes, in the first leaf ' 
Of man’s sad history ! To-day most happy; 
And, ere to-morrow’s sun has set, most abject! 
How scant the space between these vast ex¬ 
tremes ! 

Thus far’d it with our sire : not long he enjoy'd 
His paradise ! Scarce had the happy tenant 
Of the fair spot due time to prove its sweets, 
Or snm them up, when straight he must be gone, 
Ne'erdo return again. And must he go 1 
Can nought compound for the first dire offence 
Of erring man 7 Like one that is condemn’d, j 
F.iiii would he trifle time witl^idle talk, . 
And parley with his fate. But 'tis in vain. 

Not nil the lavish odours of the place, 

[iifer’d in incense, can procure his pardon, 

. 4 )r mitigate his doom. A mighty angel 
With flaming sword forbids his longer atay, 
And drives the loit’rer forth; nor must he take 
One last and farewell round. At once he lost 
His glory and his God. If mortal now, 

And sorely maim’d, no wonder! Manhasrinn’d. 
S|#k of his bliss, and bent on new adventures, 
Evil he would needs try: nor tried in vain. 
(Dreadful Skperiment! destructive measure! 
W here the worst thing could happen, is suo- 
Tt" cess.) 

A^l- ioo weU j;e sped: the good he scorn'd 
.Stalk'd off reluctant, like an ill-us’d ghost, 
Not to return j or, if it did, its visits 
Lik^ those of angislB short, and far between: 
Whilst the black demon, with his hell-scap'd 
train, * 


Admitted once into its better roeni,- 
Grew loud and mutinous, nor would be gone; 
Lording it o’er the man, who now too late 
Saw the rash error which he could not mend; 
An error fatal not to him alone. 

But to his future sons, his fortune’s heirs. 
Inglorious bondage! human nature groans 
Beneath a vassalage so vile and' cruel, 

And its vast body bleeds through‘ev'iy vein. 
What havock hast thou made, fool monster 
Sin! 

Greatest and first of ills! the fruitful parent 
Of woes of all dimensions! But for thee. 
Sorrow had never been. All noxious thinge 
Of vilest nature, other sorts of evils, 

Are kindly circiunscrib’d, and have their 
bounds. 

The fierce volcano, from its burning entrails 
That belches molten stone and glolws of fire, 
Involv’d in pitchy clouds of smoke and stench, 
Mara the adjacent fields for some leagues round. 
And there it stops. The big-swoln inunda- 
Of mischief more diffusive, roving loud, [tion, 
Buries whole tracts of country, threat'nimr 
more; 

But that too has its shore it cannot pass. 

More dreadful far than these, Sin has laid 
waste. 

Not here and there a country, but a world j 
Dispatching at a wide-extend^ blow 
Entire mankind, and for their sakes defacing 
A whole creation’s beauty with rude handi 
Blasting the fruitful grain, the loaded branch^/ 
And marking all along its way with min. 
Accursed thing! O wheft shdl fancy find 
A proper name to call thee by, exivessive 
Of all thy horrors 1 pregnant womb of ills; 
Of temper so transcendently malign. 

That toads and serpents of most ^adly kind 
Compar’d to thee are harmless. Sicknesses 
Of ev’ry size and symptom, racking pains. 
And bluest plagues are thine! See how the 
Profusely scatters the contagion round ! [fiend 
Whilst deep-mouth’d slaughter, beUowing at 
her heels, [morrow 

Wades deep in blood new-spUt; yet for to- 
Shapes out new work of great uncommon dat- 

And inly pines till the drmd blow is struck. 
But hold! I’ve gone too fiir ; too much dis¬ 
cover’d 

My fkther’s nakedness, and nature’s shame. 
Here let me pause! drop an honest tear. 
One burst of filial duty, and condolence, 

? ’er all those ample deserts Death has apread. 
Ilia chaos ofrmankind. O great man-eater 1 
Whose e^’ry day is carnival; not anted yet 
Unheard of epicure! without a fellow! 

The veriest gluttons do not always cram ; 
Some intervals of abstinenoe an aonght 
To edge the appetite: thou oeekeat none. 
Methinka the coanfteaa awanna thou haot de¬ 
vour’d, 

And thouaanda that each hour thou go hM e rt m 
This,lei ithaathia,niightgorgethoetfttl^fi;n. 
eS 
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But, all! rapaciow atill, thou gap’st for more: 
Like one, whole days defraud^ of his meal, 
On whom lank hunger laye hia skinny hand, 
And whets to keenest eagerness his ciuTings 
(As if Diseases, Massacres, and Poison, 
Famine, and War, were not thy caterers!) 

But Imow that thou must render up the dead. 
And with high interest too! they are not thine; 
But only in thy keeping for a season, 

*mi the°great promis’d day of restitution ; 
When loud diffusive sound from brazen trump 
Of strongdung’d cherub shall alarm thy cap¬ 
tives. 

And rouse the long, long sleepers into life, 

Day-light, and liberty. - — —-- 

Then must thy gates fly open, and reveal 
The mines that lay long forming under ground. 
In their dark cells immur’d; but now full ripe, 
And pure as silver from the crucible. 

That twice has stood the torture of the fire. 
And inquisition of the forge. We know, 

Th’ niustrious Deliv'rer of mankind. 

The Son of God, thee foil’d. Him in thy pow’r 
Thou couldst not hold; self-vigorous he rose, 
And, shaking off thy fetters, soon retook 
Those spoils his voluntary yielding lent, 

(Sure pledge of our releasement from thy 
thrall!) 

Twice twenty days he sojourn’d here on earth, 
And show’d himself alive to chosen witnesses 
By proofs so strong, that the most slow assent¬ 
ing 

Had not a scruple left. This having done. 

He mounted up to,Jjeav’n. Methinks I see 
C limb the aerial heights, and glide along [him 
Athwart the severing clouds : but tlie faint eye. 
Flung backward in the chase, soon drops its 
hold. 

Disabled quite, and jaded with pursuing. 
Heaven’s portals wide expand to let him in; 
Nor are his friends shut out; as some great 
prince 

Not for himself alone procures admission, 

But for h)i train; it was his royal will. 

That where he is, there should his followers be. 
Death only lies between! a gloomy path! 
Made yet more gloomy by our cowa^ fears! 
But not untrod, iioi tedious; the fatigue 
Will soon go off. Becides, there's no by-road 
To bliss. Then why, like ill-conditioned chil¬ 
dren. 

Start we at transient hardships la the way 
That leads to purer air and softei skies, 

And a ne’er-setting sun t Fools that we are! 
We wish to be where sweets unwith’iing 
bloom; ‘ 

Bat straight our wish revoke, and ^ill not go. 
So have I seen, upon a summer’s even. 

Fast 1^ a riv’let’s blink a youngster play! 
How wiHiftiUy he looks to stem the tide I 
This moment resoliite, next unresolv’d. 

At last he dips his foot; but as he dips 
His fears re^uble, and he runs away 
FromtV inoffensive stream, unmindful now 
Of all the flow’rs that paint the further bank. 


And smil’d so sweet of late. Thrice welcome 
Death! ^ ' 

That, after many a painful bleeding step, 
Conducts us to our home, and lands us safe 
On the long-wish’d-for shore. Prodigious ' 
change! 

Our bane turn’d to a blessing! Death disarm’d. 
Loses his fellness quite ! all thanks to Urn 
Who Bcoui^’d the venom out! Sore the last 
end 

Of the good man is peace. How calm his exit' 
Night-dews fall not more gently to the ground. 
Nor weary worn-out winds expire jo soft. 

Behold him! in the ev’ning tide of life, 

A life weU-spent, whose early care if was. 

His riper years should not upbraid bis green: 

By unperceiv'd degrees he wears away; 

Yet like the sun seems larger at his setting! 
High in his faith and hopes, look ! how h r 
reaches ^ 

After the prize in view ! and, like a bird 
That’s hamper’d, struggles bard to get away ! 
Whilst the glad gates of sight are wide ex¬ 
panded 

To let new glories in, the first fair fruits 
Of the fast-coming harvest! Then ! O then ! 
Each earth-born joy grows vile, or disappears. 
Shrunk to a thing of nought. O how he lon|:,A 
To have his passport sign’d, and be dismiss’d ' 
"Tis done, and now he’s happy ! The glad soul 
Has not a wish uncrown’d. Ev’n the lag flesh 
Rests too in hope of meeting once 
Its better half, never to sunder more. 

Nor shall it hope in vain; the time draws on 
When not a single spot of burial earth, 

Whether on land, or in the spacious sea, 

But must give back its long committed dust 
Inviolate: and faithfully shall these 
Make up the full account; not the least atom 
Embezzled, or mislaid, of the whole tale. 

Each soul shall have a body ready furnished ; 

And each shall have his own. Hence, ye pro 
fane! [pow’r 

Ask not, how this can be ? Sure the same 
That rear’d ths piece at first, and took it down. 
Can re-ossemble the loose scatter’d parts. 

And put them as they were. Almighty God 
Has done much more; nor is his arm impair'd 
Thro’ length of days; and what he can lit 
will; 

His faithfulness stands bound to see it done. 
When the dread trumpet sounds, the elumb’ring 
Not unattentive to the call, shall wake; [dust. 
And ev’ry joint poBsess its proper place, 

With a new elegance of form, unknown v. 

To its first state. Nor shall the conscious sou) 
Mistake its partner; but amidst.ffnc crowd. 
Singling its other half, into its armr ^ 

Shall rush with all the impatience of a imm 
That’s new come home, who,«having iong^Jmen 
absent, ' 

With haste runs over ev’ry different room, 

In pain to see the whole. Thrice happy meet¬ 
ing ! 

Nor time, nor death, shall ever part them mora • 



SACKED AND MORAL. 


21 


’ BOOK I.] 

'Ti* bnt a night; along and moonlesa night; 
* JVejnako th« grave our bkl, and then are gone. 

Thus, at the shut of even, the weary 
Leaves the wide air, and in some lonely break 
* Cow’rs down, and doses till the dawn of day; 
Then claps his well*fledg’d wings, and bears 
‘ away. 

$ 18. ^a^ppinm to be found tn Virtue alone. 

POPK. 

Know then this truth (enough for man to 
" Virtue alone is Happiness below.” [know) 
7'he only ])pint where human bliss stan^ still. 
And takes the good without the fall to ill; 
Where only merit constant pay receives, 
la bleat in what it takes, and what it gives j 
'I'he joy unequal'd if its end it gain, • 

\nd, if it lose, attended with no pain : 
Without satiety, though e’er so blessed. 

And but more relish’d as the more distress’d. 
■“^The broadest mirth unfeeling Folly wears. 
Less pleasing far than Virtue's very tears: 
Cjnod from each object, from each place ac- 
For ever exercis’d, yet never tir’d; [quir’d, 
Never elated while one man’s oppress’d; 

Never dejected while another's bless'd 5 
And where no wants, no wishes can remain, 
3ince but to wish more virtue is to gain, [stow. 
See! the sole bliss Heav’n could on all be* 
Which who but ieels can taste; but thinks, can 
know: 

jtoor with fortune, and with learning blind. 
The bad must miss; the good, untaught, will 
find; 

Slave to no sect, who taken no private road. 
But looks through Nature up to Nature’s God; 
Pursues that chain which links th’ immense 
design. 

Joins heav’n and earth, and mortal and divine; 
Sees, that no being any bliss can know. 

But touches some above and some below; 
Lcardh from this union of the rising whole, 
'J'he first, last purpose, of the human soul j 
And knows where Faith, Law, Morals, all be¬ 
gan, • 

All end in Love of God, and Love of Man. 

For him alone, Hope leads from goal to goal. 
And opens still, and opens on his soul: 

Till lengthen’d on to Faith, and unconfin’d, 

/ )t pours the bliss that fills up all the mind. 

He sees why Nature plants in Man alone 
Hope of known bliss, and faith in bliss un¬ 
known 

(Nature, whose dictates to no other kind 
A(% giv'n in vain, but what Biey seek they 
find). 

Wise is he^present 5 she connects in this 
^^'Sijgreatest Virtue with his greatest Bliss; 

■ A?once his own bright prospect to be blest, 
ArptfrongesHnotive to assist the rest. 

Sol^ve, thus push’d to social, to divine. 
Gives thee to make thy neighbour’s blessing 
. • thine. 

- Is this tAo little for the boundless heart ? 
Extend it, Ipt thy eneinies have part: 


Grasp the whole worlds of Reason, Life, and 
In one close i^stem of benevolence; [Sense, 
Happier as kinder, in whate’er degree, 

And height of Bliss but height of Charity. 
God loves from Whole to Parts: but human 
Must rise from Individual to the Whole, [soul 
Self-love but serves the virtuous mind to wake, 
As the small pebble stirs the peaceibl lake; 
The centre mov’d, a circle straight succeoda, 
Another still, and still another spreads; 
Friend, parent, neighbour, first it will embrace; 
His country next; and next all human race ; 
Wide, and more wide, th’ o’erflowings of the 
Take ev’ry creature in, of ev’ry kind; [mind 
Earth smiles around, with boundless bounty 
blest. 

And Heav’n beholds its image in his breast. 

$ 19. Creation qf the Earth, the Heavens, and 
Man. Milton. 

The Son 

On his great expedition now appear'd. 

Girt with Omnipotence, with radiance crown’d 
Of Majesty Diffne j sapience and love 
Immense, and all his Father in him shone. 
About his chariot numberless were pour’d 
Cherub, and Seraph, Potentates, and Thrones, 
And Virtues, winged Spirits, and chariots 
wing’d 

From th’ armoury of God j where stand «f old 
Myriads, between two brazen moun^ins lodg'd 
Against a solemn day, harness’d at'hand, 
Celestial equipage; and now came forth 
Spontaneous, for within them spirit liv’d 
Attendant on their Lor#; Heaven open’d wide 
Her ever-during gates, harmonious sound 
On golden hinges moving, to let forth 
The King of Glory, in his powerful Word 
And Spirit, coming to create new worlds. 

On heavenly ground they stood j and from the 
shore 

They view’d the vast immeasurable abyss 
Outrageous as a sea, dark, wasteful, wild. 

Up from the bottom turn’d by furious winds 
And Bulging waves, as mountains, to assault 
Heaven’s height, and with the centre mix the 
pole. [peace,' 

' Silence, ye troubled Waves, and thou Deep, 
Said then th’ Omnific Word; 'yourdiscord 
end!' 

Nor staid; but on the wings of Cherubim 
Uplifted, in paternal glory rode 
Far into Chaos, and tlie world unborn; , 

For Chaos heard his voice: Him all his tftiin' 
Follow’d in bright procession, to behold 
Creation, anA the wonders of his might. 

Then st^ the fervid wheels, and in bis hand 
He took the golden compasses, prepar’d 
In God’s eternal store, to circumscribe 
This universe, and all created things ; 

One foot he center’d, and the other turn’d 
Round through th#vaBt profundity ofascuie; 
And said, 'Thus far extend, thus &r 
bounds. 

This be thy just circumference, O Woiidl' 
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•Thtis God the fleaven created, thus the Earth, This said, he ibnn'd thee, Adam; thee, (> 
Matter unfonn’d and void: darkness profound Man, 

Cover'd the abyss; -but on the watery calm Dust of the ground, and in thy nostrils breath’d 
His brooding wings the Spirit of God outspread. The breath of life; in his own image he 
And vital virtue infus’d, and vital warmth Created thee, in the image of God 
Throughout the fluid mass; but downward Express; and thou becam’st a living soul. 

The bkck tartareous cold infernal dregs, § Or*r md Subordif^im fhrougK ^ 
Adverse toJife : then founded, then conglob’d ^ Worki t(f God. Pope. - 

Like thipgs to like: the rest to several place Far as creation’s ample range extends 
(Disparted, and between spun out the nir; The scale of sensual, mental, powers ascends : 
And Earth aelf-balanc’d on her centre hung. Mark how it mounts to man’s imperial race 
And God made two great lights, great for From the green myriads in the peopled grass: 
their use What modes of sight betwixt each wide ex- 

To man, the greater to have rule by day, treme, 

The less by night, altem; and made the stars, The mole’s dim curtain and the lynx’s beam ! 


And set them in ,the firmament of Heaven, 
T’ illumina|;e the Earth, and rule the day 
In their vicissitude, and rule the night. 

And light from darkness to divide. 

First in his east the glorious lamp was seen, 
Regent of day, and all the horizon round 
Invested with bright rays, jocund to run 


Of smell, the headlong lioness between 
And hound sagacious on the tainted green ! 
Of hearing, from the life that fills the flood 
To that which warbles through vernal 
wood! 

The spider’s touch, how exquisitely fine! 
Feels at each thread, and lives along the line ’ 


His longitude through Heaven’s high road; In the nice bee what sense so subtly true, 

the gray From poisonous herbs extracts tiie healing 

Dawn, and the Pleiades before him danc’d dew! 

Shedding sweet influence ; less bright the How instinct varies in the grovelling swine, 
But opposite in levell’d west was set, [Moon, Compar’d, half reasoning elephant, with thine^. 
His mirror, with full &ce borrowing her light ’Twixt that and reason what a nice barrier! 
■Front him; for other light she needed none For ever separate, yet for ever near! 

■In that aspect, and still that distance keeps Remembrance and reflection how allied! 

Till night; then in the east her turn she shines What thin partitions sense from thoug)\k. di»' 
Revolv’d on Heaven’s great axle, and her reign vide ! 

With thousand lesser lights dividual holds. And middle natures how they long to join, 

iWith thousand thousand stars, that then ap- Yet never pass th’ insuperable line ! 

Spangling the hemisphere.— [pear’d Without this just gradation could they be 

Now Heaven in all her glory shone, and roll’d Subjected these to those, or all to thee ? 

Her motions, as the great first Mover’s hand The powers of all subdued by thee alone. 

First wheel'd their course ; Earth in her rich Is not thy reason all these powers in one ? 

attire See through this air, this ocean, and this 

Consnmmate lovely smil'd; air, water, earth, earth, 

By fowl, fish, beast, was flown, was swum, was All matter quick and bursting into birtb! 

walk’d Above, how high progressive life may go : 

Frequent; and of the sixth day yet remain’d; Around, how wide 1 how deep, extend below! 
There wanted yet the master-work, the end Vast chain of ksing! which from God began ; 
Of all yet done ; a creature, who, not prone Natures ethereal, human, angel, man, 


And brute as other creatures, but endued 
With sanctity of reason, might erect 
His stature, and upright with front t^ne 


Beast, bird, fish, insect, what no eye can see, 
No glass can reach; from infinite to thee; 
From thee to nothing—On superior powers 


Govern the rest, self-knowing; and from thence Were we to press, inferior might on ours; 
Magnanimous to correspond with Heaven, Or in the full creation leave a void. 

But grateful to acknowledge whence his good Where one step broken, the great scale’s de- 
Descends, thither with heart, and voice, and stroy’d : 

eyes From Nature’s chain whatever link you strike, 

Directed in devotion, to adore [chief| Tenth, or ten" thousandth, breaks the chain 

And worship God Supreme, who made him And if each system in gradation roll, [alike. 
Of all his works: therefore th’ Omnipotent Alike essential to th’ amazing wbMe, 


Eternal Father (for where is not he 
.Present ?) thus tochis Son audibly spake ; 

* Let us make, now Man in our. image, Man 
In our nmilitude, and let them rule 
Over the fish and fowl of fea and air, 

^ast of the field, aqd over all the Earth, 


The least confusion but in.cne, not ell w 
That ^stem only, but the whole must fall.* 
Let Earth unbalanc’d from heeorbit fly,,'(v 
Planets and suns run lawless through tne sky; 
Let ruling angels from their spheres be hurl’d, 
Being on being wreck’d, and world on world; 


Aud every creeping thing that creeps the Heaven’s whole foundations to their centre nod, 
.gronnd.’ And nature tremble.tpltbe throne.of .God. 
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All thii dread order break—^for whom! for 

* thee 1 

Vile worm!—O madness! pride ! impiety! 

What if the foot, ordain'd the dust to tread, 
Or hand to toil, aspir'd to be the head 7 
What if the head, the eye, or ear, repin'd 
•To serve mere engines to the ruling mind 7 
Ju^ as absurd for any part to claim 
To be'another in this general frame; 

Just as'absurd to mourn the tasks or pains 
The great directing Mind of All ordains. 

All are but parts of one stupendous whole. 
Whose body Nature is, and 6od the soul: 
That chang'd through all, and yet in all the 
Came, 

Great in the Earth as in th’ ethereal frame. 
Warms in the Sun, refreshes in the breeze, . 
Glows in the stars, and blossoms in the trees; 
Lives through all life, eztends through all ex- 
Spreads undivided, operates un^^nt; [tent. 
Breathes in our soul, informs our mortal part, 
As full, as perfect, in a hair as heart; 

As full, as perfect, in vile man that mourns. 

As the r^t seraph that adores and burns; 

To him no high, no low, no great, no small; 
He fills, he bounds, connects, and equals all! 
Cease then, nor order imperfection name j 
Our proper bliss depends on what we blame. 
Know thy own point: this kind, this due de¬ 
gree [thee. 

Of blindness, weakness. Heaven bestows on 
Submifi—In this or any other sphere. 

Secure to be as bless'd as thou canst bear; 
Safe in the hand of one disposing Pow’r, 

Or in the natal or the mortal hour. 

All nature is hut art unknown to thee; 

Ail chance direction, which thou canst not 
All discord, harmony not understood; [see; 
All partial evil, universal good; 

And spite of pride, in erring reason’s spite. 
One truth is clear, whatever is is right. 

• 

$ 21. Tf'isdom proclaiming a Providence to 
Man. Ogilvie. 

1 ,0! now the ways of Heavqii’s eternal King 
To man are open! 

Review them and adore! Hear the loud voice 
Of Wisdom sounding in her works !—‘ At¬ 
tend, 

Te sons of men 1 ye children of the dust, 

Be wise! Le I 1 was present, when the Sire 
Of Heav’n pronounc’d his fiat; when his eye 
Glanc’d though the gulph of darkness, and 
his hand 

Enshion’d the rising universe :—saw. 

O’er the fair lawns, the heaving mountains raise 
Their pin«^lad sinres; and down the sliaggy 
^ cjiff 

I^ve the rill to murmur. The rough mounds 
Tlwt boun^,j]m msdd’ning deep; the storm 
• "‘"‘Hittiojurs 

Along the desert j the volcano fraught [ends. 
With burning brimstone prescribe their 
I xule the nuMng winds, and on their wings 
Triumphant, walk tM tempest.—To my cdl 


I Obsequious bellows the red bolt, that tears 
I The cloud’s thin mantle, when the gushing 
show’r 

Descending copious bids the desert bloom. 

' 1 gave to man’s dark search superior light j 
And clear’d dim Reason’s misty view, to mark 
His pow’rs, as through revolving ages tried. 
They rose not to his Maker. Thus prepar’d 
To know how distant from hie narrow ken 
The truths by Heav’n reveal’d, my hand dis> 
play’d 

The plan fair-opening, where each nobler view. 
That swells th’ expanding heart; each glori¬ 
ous hope,. 

That points ambition to its goal; each aim. 
That stirs, exalts, and animates desire; 

Pours on the mind’s rapt sight a noon-tide ray. 

' Nor less in life employ’d, ’tis mine to raise 
The desolate of heart; to bend the brow 
Of stubborn pride, to W reluctant ire 
Subside; to tame rude nature to the rein 
Of virtue. What though, screen’d from mor¬ 
tal view, [ways, 

I walk the deep’ning gloom 7 What though my 
Remote from thought’s bewilder'd search, are 
wrapt 

In triple darkness 7—Yet I work the springs 
Of life, and to the general good direct [toss’d 
Th’ obrcquious means to move.—O ye, who, 
On life’s tumultuous ocean, eye the idiore, 

Yet far remov'd; and with the happy hour, 
When slumber on her downy couch shall lull 
Your cares to sweet repose; yet bear awhile. 
And I will guide you to the balmy climes 
Of rest; will lay you fapr the silver stream 
Crown’d with elysian bow’rs, where peace ex¬ 
tends 

Her blooming olive, and the tempest pours 
Its killing blasts no more.’ Thus Wisdom 
speaks [form 

To man; thus calls him through the external 
Of nature, through Religion’s feller noon, 
Through life’s bewild’ring mazes; to observe 
A Pkoviuence in all. 

$ 22. On the Eternity qf the Supreme Being. 

Smart. 

Hail, wondrous Being, who in pow'r su¬ 
preme 

Exists from everlasting I whose great name 
Deep in the human heart, and ev'iy atom. 

The Air, the Earth, or azure Main contains. 

In undecipher’d characters is wrote— 
Iheon^ehensibleJ —O what can words. 

The weak interpreters of mortal thoughts, 

■Or what cag thoughts (tho’ wild of wing they 
rove, 

Thro’ tSe vast concave of th’ ethereal round)! 
If to the Heav’n of Heav’ns they wing their 
way [lost, 

Advent’rous, like the birds of night they’re 
And delug’d in the flood of dazzling day.— 
May then the youthful, uninspired Bard 
Presume to hymn th’ Eternal 7 may he soar 
Where Seraph and where Cherabim on high 
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Resound th’ unceasing plaudits, and with them 
In the grand chorus mix his feeble voice 1 
He may—thou, who from the witless babe; 
.Ordainest honor, glory, strength, and praise, 
Uplift th’ nn^ion’d Muse, and deign’st to as- 
Great Poet of the Universe! his song, [sist. 
Before tUs earthly Planet wound her 
course [Light 

Round Light’s perennial fountain; before 
Herself 'gan shine, and at th’ inspiring word 
Shot to existence in a blaze of day; 

Before " the Morning Stars together sang,” 
And hail’d Thee architect of countless worlds. 
Thou art—All-glorious, All-beneficent, 

All Wisdom and Onmipotence Thou art. 

But is the era of Creation fix'd 
At when these worlds began ? Could aught 
retard [ing ever, 

Goodness, that knows no bounds, from bless- 
,Or keep th' inunense Artificer in sloth ? 
Avaunt the dust-directed crawling thought, 
That Puissance immeasurably vast, 

'And Bounty inconceivable, could rest 
Content, exhausted with one v. eek of action ! 
No—in th’ exertion of thy righteous pow’r, 
Ten thousand times more active than the 
Sun, [pos’d 

Thou reign'd, and with a mighty hand com- 
Systems innumerable, matchless all, 

All Btampt with thine uncounterfeited seal. 

But yet (if still to more stupendous heights 
The Muse unblam’d her aching sense may 
strain) 

Perhaps wrapt up in contemplation deep. 

The b^ of Beings on the noblest theme 
Might ruminate at leisure, scope immense ! 

Th’ Eternal Pow’r and Godhead to explore. 
And 'with itself th’ Omniscient Mind replete. 
This were enough to fill the boundless All, 
'Phis were a Sabbath worthy the Supreme ! 
Perhaps enthron’d amidst a choicer few 
Of spirits inferior, he might greatly plan 
The two prime Pillars of the universe, 
Creation and Redemption—and a while 
Pause—^with the grand presentiments of glory. 
Perhaps—but all’s conjecture here below^ 

All ignorance, and self-plum’d vanity— 

O Thou, whose ways to wonder at’s distrust. 
Whom to describe’s presumption (all #e can. 
And all we may), be glorified, be prais’d. 

A day shall come when all this earth shall 
perish. 

Nor leave behind ev’n Chaos; it shall come. 
When all the armies of the elements 
Shall war against themselves, and mutual rage. 
To lUAe Perdition triumph} it shall come, ' 
Wlmtjthe capacious atmosphere abovg 
Shall ^ sulphureous tiiunders groan, and die. 
And vanish into vmd j the earth beneath 
Shall sever to the centre, and devour 
Th’ enormous blaze of the destructive flames. 
Ye rocks that mock the ravings of the floods. 
And proudly ftown utou th’ impatient deep, 
'^Vhere is your grandeur now ? Ye foaming 
waves, 
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That all along th' immense Atlantic roar. 

In vain ye swell; will a few drops suffice 
To quench the inextinguishable fire 7 
Ye mountains, on whose cloud-crown’d tops 
the cedars 

Are lessen’d into shrubs, magnific piles. 

That prop the painted chamber of the heavens. 
And fix tiie earth continual: Athos, where T 
Where, Tenerif, 's thy stateliness to-day 7 
-^hat, iEtna, are thy flames to these 7 No 
more 

Than the poor glow-worm to the golden sun. 

Nor shall the verdant valleys then remain 
Safe in their meek submission; they the debt 
Of nature and of justice too must pay. 

Yet I must w'eep for you, ye rival fair, 

Arno and Andalusia; but fur thee 

More largely and witli filial tears must weep, 

O Albion : O my country! Thou must join. 

In vain dissever’d from the rest,must 
I he terrors of th’ inevitable rum. 

Nor thou, illustrious monarch of the day ; 
Nor thou, fair queen of night; nor you, yc stars; 
Tho’ million leagues and million still remote, 
Shall yet survive that day ; ye must submit 
•Sharers, not bright spectators of tlie scene. 

But tho’ the earth shall to tlie centre perish. 
Nor leave behind ev’ii .Chaos j tho’ the air 
With all the elements must pass a way, 

Vain os an idiot’s dream 3 tho' the huge rocks, 
That brandish the tall c^ara on their tops. 
With humbler vales must to perdition yield 3 . 
Tho’ the gilt sun, and silver-tressed moon, 
With all her bright retinue, must bo lost: 

Yet thou, Great Father of the world, siirviv’st 
Eternal, as thou wert. Yet still survives 
The soul of man immortal, perfect now, 

And candidate for unexpiring joys. 

He comes'. he comes ! the awful trump I 
hear; 

The flaming sword’s intolerable blaze 
I see' lie comes! th’ Archangel from above. 

‘ Arise, ye tenants of the silent grave. 

Awake incorruptible, and arise : 

From east to wes^, from the Antarctic pole. 

To regions Hyperborean, all ye sons. 

Ye sons of Adam, and ye heirs of heaven— 
Arise, ye tenants of the silent grave, 

Awake incorruptible, and arise.” 

’Tis then, nor sooner, that the restless mind 
Shall And itself at home; and like the ark, • 
'ix’d on the mountain top, shall look aloft 
O'er the vague passage of precarious life; 

And winds and waves, and rocks and tem¬ 
pests, past, u 

Eiyoy the everlorting calm of Heaven ; 

’Tis then, nor sooner, that the deaydiless soul, 
Shall justly know its nature and its rise: .. 

’Tis then the human tongue, new-tun’d, slniii 
Praises more worthy the Etem^Lf^ltr. [gije 
Yet what we can, we ought;—and'iheicfdro 
Thou, 

Purge Thou my heart, Omnipotent and good! 
Purge Thou my heart with hyssop, lest, like 
Cain, 
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I offer fruitless sacrifice, and with gifts 

* Offend, and not propitiate the Ador’d. 

Thd’ Gratitude were blest with all the powers 
Her banting heart could long for; tho’ the 
The fiery wing’d Imagination soar’d [swift. 
Beyond Ambition’s wish—^yet all were vain 
^o-speak him as he is, who is ineffable. 

Ye4 still let reason, thro’ the eye of Faith 
•View him with fearful love j let Truth pro¬ 
nounce. 

And Adoration on her bended knee, 

With heav’n-directed hands, confess his reign, 
And let Itm angelic, archangelic band, 

With all the hosts of Heaven, cherubic forms, 
And foftns seraphic, with their silver trump 
And golden lyres attend ;—“For thou art holy. 
For thou art one, th’ Eternal, who alone 
Exerts all goodness, and transcends all praise!” 

$ 23. On the fmmensittf of the Supreme Be¬ 
ing. SUART. 

Once more I dare to rouse the sounding 
string, 

I’he Poet of my God—Awake, my glory, 
Awake, iny lute and harp—myself shall wake, 
Soon as the stately night-exploding bird 
In lively lay sings welcome to the dawn. 

List ye I how nature with ten thousand 
tongues 

-Begins the grand thanksgiving. Hail, all hail j 
Ye tenants of the forest and the field ! 

My fellow-subjects of th’ Eternal King, 

1 gladly join your matins, and with you 
Confess lus presence, and report his praise. 

O 'Phou, who or the lambkin or the dove. 
When offer’d by the lowly, meek, and poor, 
I’refer’st to pride’s whole hecatomb, accept 
'I'his mean Essay, nor from thy treasure-house 
(if glory immense the orphan's mite exclude. 
What tho’ the Almighty’s regal throne be 
rais’d 

lIigl>o’er yon azure Heaven’s exalted dome, 
By mortal eye unkenn’d—where East nor 
West, [blow} 

Nor South nor blustering Noath has breath to 
.\lbeit He there with angels and with saints 
Hold conference, and to his radhant host 
Ev’n face to face stands visibly confest; 

Yet know, that nor in presence or in power 
Shines he less perfect here; ’tis man's dim eye 
'J'hat makes th’ obscurity. He is the samey 
Alike in all his universe the same. 

Whether the mind along the spangled sky 
Mr.-isures her pathless walk, studious to view 
'i'^e works of vaster fabric, where the planets 
Weave their harmonious rounds, their march 
directing 

• Stijbfaithful, still inconstant, to the sun ; 

^ ft where the comet, thro space infinite 
(TW whidi&-g>worl^ oppose in globes of fire) 
T>ana)’^n(o a javelin, to his distant goal; 

Or wliore in Heaven above, the Heaven of 

. Heavens, 

i^n brighter suns, and goodlier planets roll 
With sateyitosmoro^oriouB—^Thou art there. 


Or whether on the ocean’s boisterous back 
Thou ride triumphant, and with outstretch’d 
arm [lows. 

Curb the wild winds and discipline the bil- 
The suppliant sailor finds Thee there, his 
chief, [storm, 

His only help—^When Thou rebuk’st the 
It ceases,—and the vessel gently glides 
Along the glossy level of the calm. 

O! could I search the bosom of the sea, 
Down the great depth descending, there thy 
works 

Would also speak thy residenceand there 
Would I, thy servant, like the still profound, 
Astonish’d into silence muse thy praise I 
Behold! behold! th’ unplanted garden round 
Of vegetable coral, sea-flowers gay, [turn. 
And shrubs of amber from the pearl-pav’d bot- 
Rise richly varied, where the finny race 
In blithe security their gambols play : 

While high upon their heads. Leviathan, 

The terror and the glory of the main. 

His pastime takes with transport, proud to see 
'rhe ocean’s vast dominion all his own. 

Hence thro’ the genial bowels of the earth 
Easy may fancy pass; till at thy mines, 

Gani or Raolconda, she arrive. 

And from the adamant's imperial blaze 
Form weak ideas of her Miner’s glory. 

Next to Pegu or Ceylon let me rove. 

Where the rich ruby (deem’d by sages old 
Of sov’reign virtue) sparkles ev’n like Sirius, 
And blushes into flames. Thence will I go 
To undermine the treasure-fertile womb 
Of the huge Pyrenean ,%o detect 
The agate and the deep-intrenched gem 
Of kindred jasper—Nature in them both 
Delights to play the mimic on herself. 

And in their veins she oft pourtrays the forms 
Of leaning hills, of trees erect, and streams 
Now stealing softly on, now thundering down 
In desperate cascades with flowers and beasts. 
And all the living landskip of the vale : 

In vain thy pencil, Claudio or Poussin, 

Or thine, immortal Guido, would essay 
Such skill to imitate—it is the hand 
Of God himself—for God himself is there. 
Hence with th’ ascending springs let me ad¬ 
vance 

Thro’ beds of magnets, minerals, and spar. 

Dp to the mountain’s summit, there t’ indulge 
Th’ ambition of the comprehensive eye, 

That dares to call th’ horizon all her own. 
Behold the forest, and tli’ expansive verdure 
Of yonder level law'n, whose smooth-shorn sod 
No object interrupts, unless the oak 
His lorc^ head uprea/s, and branching arms 
Extends—^Behold in regal solitude, 

And pastoral magnificence, he stands 
So simple, and so great, the under-wood 
Of meaner rank an awful distance keep. 

Yet Thou art thefe, aye, God himself is there, 
Kv’n on the bash (tho’ not as when to Moses 
He shone in burning majesty reveal’d). 
Nathless conspicuous in the linnet’s throat 
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la hia unbounded goodneaa—^Thee her Maker, 
Thee her Preaerver chants she in her song j 
While all the emulative vocal tribe 
The grateful lesson learn—no other voice 
Is heard, no other sound—for, in attention 
Buried, ev’n babbling Echo holds her peace. 
Now from the plains, where the unbounded 
prospect 

Gives liberty her utmost scope to range, 

Turn we to yon inclosures, where appears 
Chequered variety in all her forms, 

Which the vague mind attract, and still sus¬ 
pend [crs, 

With sweet perplexity. What are yon tow- 
The work of laboring men and clumsy art, 
Seen with the ringdove’s nest 7 On that tall 
beech 

Her pensile house the feather’d artist builds— 
The rocking winds molest her not; for see 
With such due poise the wondrous fabric’s 
hung, 

, That like the compass in the bark, it keeps 
True*to itself and steadfast ev'n in storms. 
Thou idiot, that asserts there ie no God, 

View, and be dumb for ever— 

Go bid Vitruvius or Palladio build 

The bee his mansion, or the ant her cave— 

Go call Corr^gio, or let Titian come 
To paint the ^wthorn’s bloom, or teach the 
cherry 

To blush with just vermilion—^Hence away— 
Hence, ye profane! for God himself is here. 
Vain were th’ attempt, and impious, to trace 
Thro’ all his works th' Artificer Divine— 

And tho’ nor shining sun, nor twinkling star. 
Bedeck'd the crimsom curtains of the sky; 
Tho’ neither vegetable, beast, nor bird 
Were extant on the surface of this ball. 

Nor larking gem beneath} tho’ the great sea 
•Slept in profound stagnation, and the air 
Hod left no thunder to pronounce its Maker; 
Yet man at home, within himself, might find 
The Deity immense, and in that frame, 

So fearfully, so wonderfully made. 

See and adore his providence and power— 

I see, and I adore-^ God most bounteous ! 

O infinite of goodness and of glory. 

The knee that Thou hast shap’d shall bend to 
Thee; \S ^praise j 

The tongue which Thou hast tun'd shall chant 
And thine own image, the immortal soul, 

Shall consecrate herself to Thee for ever. 

$ 34. On the Power qf the Supreme Being. 

Smart, 

Tremble, thou Earth !” th’ anointed poet^ 
said, [mountains! 

" At God's bright presence 3 tremble all ye 
And all ye hillocks on the surface bound !” 
Then once again, ye glorious thunders, roll! 
The Muse with, transport hears ye 3 once again 
Convulse the solid continent! and shake. 
Grand music of Omnipotence, the isles! 

’Tis thy terrific voice, thou God of power, 

*’ri 8 thy terrific voice 3 all nature hears it. 
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Awaken’d and alarm'd 3 she feels its force 3 
In every spring she feels it, every wheel. 

And every movement of her vast machine. 
Behold! quakes Apennine 3 behold! recoils 
Athos 3 and all the hoary headed Alps 
Leap from their bases at the god-like sound. 
But what is this, celestial tho’ the note, • 
And proclamation of the reign supreme. 
Compar’d with such as, for a mortal ear 
Too great, amaze the incorporeal worlds! 
Should Ocean to hia congregated waves 
Call in each river, cataract, and lake, 

And with the wat’ry world down a huge rock 
Fall headlong in one horrible cascade, 

'Twere but the echo of the parting breeze. 
When zephyr faints upon the lily’s breast 3 
'Twere but the ceasing of some instrument, 
When the last lingering undulation 
Dies on the doubting car, if nam’d with sounds 
So mighty! so stupendous! so divine 
But not alone in the aerial vault 
Does He the dread theocracy maintain 3 
For oft, enrag'd with his intestine thunders 3 
He harrows up the bowels of the earth. 

And shocks the central magnet—Cities then 
Totter on their foundations, stately columns, 
Magnific walls, and heav’n-assaulting spires. 
What tho’ in haughty eminence erect 
Stands the strong citadel,and frowns defiance 
On adverse hosts 3 tho’ many a bastion jut 
Forth from the rampart’s elevated mound 3 
Vain the poor providence of human art. 

And mortal strength how vain '. while uncler- 
neath 

Triumphs his mining vengeance in th’ uproar 
Of shatter’d towers, riven rocks, and moun¬ 
tains, • 

With clamor inconceivable uptorn, [fires 
And hurl’d adown th’ abyss. Sulphureous 
Bursting abrupt from darkness into day. 

With dm outrageous and destructive ire. 
Augment the hideous tumult, wliile it wounds 
Th’ afflictive ear, and terrifies the eye. 

And rends the heart in twain : Twice ha\ o 
we felt, ,, 

Within Augusta’s walls, twice have we ielt 
Thy threaten’d indignation : but even Thou, 
Incens’d Omnipotent, art gracious ever 3 
Thy goodness infinite but mildly warn’d us, 
With mercy-blended wrath 3 O spare us still. 
Nor send more dire conviction! 'We confess 
That thou art He th’ Almighty: we believe. 
For at thy righteous power whole systems 
quake 3 

For at thy n^ tremble ten thousand worlds^ 
Hark ! on the winged whirlwind’s rapid rage. 
Which is and is not in a moment-^lbark I 
On th’ hurricane’s tempestuous sweep.he 
Invincible, and oaks, and pines, and cedars', ^ 
And forests are no more. For,iU)l>fiict dread¬ 
ful ! • 

The West encounters East, and Notus meets 
In his career the Hyperborean blast. 

The lordly lions shuddering seek their dens^ 
And fly like timorous deer 3 the king of bir^, 
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Who dar'd the solar ray, is weak of wing, 

And faints, and falls, and dies j—while He su- 
preme 

Stands steadfast in the centre of the storm. 

Wherefore ye objects terrible and great. 

Ye thunders, earthquakes, and ye fire-fraught 

• • wombs. 

OC fell volcanos, whirlwinds, hurricanes, 

• And boiling billows, hail! in chorus join 
To celebrate and magnify your Maker, 

Who yet in works of a minuter mould 

Is not less manifest, is not less mighty. 

Survey^the magnet’s sympathetic love 
I’hat WOOS the yielding needle; contemplate 
Th’ attractive amber’s power, invisible 
Ev'n to the mental eye; or when the blow 
Sent from th’ electric sphere assaults thy 
frame, [here 

Show me the hand that dealt it!—Baffled 
By his Omnipotence, Philosophy 
Slowly her thoughts inadequate revolves, 

And stands, with all his circling wonders 
round her, 

Like heavy Saturn in th’ ethereal space, 

Begirt with an inexplicable ring. 

If such the operations of his power, 

Which at ail seasons and in every place 
(Rul'd by establish'd laws and current nature) 
Arrest th’ attention; who, oh who shall tell 
His acta miraculous 1 when his own decrees 
Repeals he, or suspends; when by the hand 
or Muses or of Joshua, or the mouths 
OfliiB prophetic seers, such deeds be wrought. 
Before th’ setonish’d sun’s aU-seemg eye. 

That faith was scarce a virtue. Need I sing 
Tile fate of t’haraoh and his numerous band 
J.ost in the reflux of the wat’ry walls. 

That melted to their fluid state again 7 
Need I recount how Samson’s warlike arm, 
With more than mortal nerves was strung, 
t’ o’erthrow 

Idokitrous PhUistia 7 Shall I tell [toin’d 7 
How David triumph’d, and what Job 
—But, O supreme, unutterable mercy/ 

O love unequall’d, mystery ijnmense. 

Which angels long t’ unfold! ’tis man’s re¬ 
demption [firms; 

That crowns thy glory, and thy power con- 
Confirms the great, th’ uncontmverted claim 
When from the Virgin’s unpolluted womb 
Shone forth the Sun of Righteousness reveal'd. 
And on benighted reason pour'd the day; 

“ Let there be peace!” he said, and all was 
calm 


We ’re tied to him for ever.—O how ttsj 
Is his ungalling yoke, and all his burdens 
'Tis ecstasy to bear. Him, blessed Shepherd! 
His flocks shall follow thro’ the maze of li&^ 
And shades that tend to day-spring from on 
And as the radiant roses, aftw fading, [high ; 
In fuller foliage, and more fragrant breath 
Revive in smiling spring, so shall it fare 
With those that love him—for sweet is their 


sus- 


savour. 

And all Eternity shall be their spring. 

Then shall the gates and everlasting doors. 

At which the King of Glory enters in, 

Be to the saints unbarr’d: and there, where 
pleasure 

Boasts an undying bloom, where dubious hope 
Is certainty, and grief-attended love 
Is freed from passion—^there we’ll celebrate, 
With worthier numbers, Hiin who is, and was. 
And, in immortal prowess King of kings, 

Shall be the monarch of all worlds for ever. 

& 26. OnVte Goodnessqf the SvpremeBeing. 

• Smart. 

Orpheus, for so the Gentiles* call’d thy name, 
Israel’s sweet Psalmist, who alone couldst 
Th’ inanimate to motion; who alone [wake 
The joyful hillocks, the applauding rocks. 

And floods with musical persuasion drew; 
Thou, who to hail and snow gav’st voice and 
sound. 

And mad’st the mute melodious !—greater j’et 
Was thy divinest skill, and rul’d o’er more 
Than art and nature; fir thy tuneful touch 
Drove trembling Satan from the heart of Saul, 
And quell’d the evil Angel—in this breast 
Some portion of thy genuine spirit breathe, 
And lift me from myself j each thought impure 
Banish •, each low idea raise, refine. 

Enlarge, and sanctify j—so shall the Muse 
Above the stars aspire, and aim to praise 
Her God on earth as he is prais’d in heaven. 

Immense Creator! whose all-powerful hand 
Fram’d universal being, and whose eye 
Saw like thyself, that all things form’d were 
good, [gin. 

Where shall the timorous Bard thy praise be- 
Where end the purest sacrifice of song. 

And just thanksgiving 7—the thought-kin¬ 
dling light. 

Thy prime pr^uction, darts upon my mind 
Its vivifying beams, my heart illumines, 

And fills my soul with gratitude and Thee. ■ 


crUd, [heard. 

A*^ not a breath was blown, nor murmur 
Mis was a life of miracles and might, 

A nd charity md love, ere yet he taste 
'IlRd'bjlthr draught of death, ere yet he rise 
Victorious o’er the universal foe, 
h And death, and sin, and hell in triumph lead. 
"JNis by the right of conquest is mankind. 

And in syeet servitAde and golden bonds 


Hail to the cheerful rays of ruddy morn, 

Amongst the warring world—calm as the sea I gtreaky East, and blithsome 

When, “ O be still, ye boisterous winds!” hel 


The binds, the cattle, and mankind ftbm rest! 
Hail to the freshness of the early breeze, 

And Iris dancing on the new-fall'n dew. 
Without the aid of yonder golden globe. 

Lost were the gqpet's lustre, lost the lily, 
The tulip and auricula’s spotted pride; 

• Bes this conjecture strongly supported by De- 
lauy in his Life of David. 
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Lost were the peacock's plumage, to the sight 
So pleasing in its pomp and gloaqr glow. 

O tbrice>iUuBtriou8! were it not for Thee, 
Those pansies, that reclining from the bank 
View thro' th' immaculate pellucid stream 
Their portraiture in the inverted heav'n, 

Might as well change their triple boast, the 
white, 

The purple, and the gold, that far outvie 
I'he Eastern monarch's garb, ev'n with the 
dock, 

Ev’n with the baleful hemlock's irksome green. 
Without thy aid, without thy gladsome beams. 
The tribes of woodland warblers would re- 
Mute on the bending branches, nor recite [main 
The praise of Him, who, ere he form’d their 
lord, [flight. 

Their voices tun’d to transport, wing’d their 
And bade them call for nurture and receive •, 
And lo! they call—the blackbird and the 
thrush, 

The woodlark and the redbreast, jointly call; 
He hears, and feeds their feather’d families j 
He feeds his sweet musicians—tior neglects j 
Th’ invoking ravens in the greenwood wide ; 
And though their throats coarse rattling hurt 
the ear. 

They mean it all for music, thanks and praise 
They mean, and leave ingratitude to man 
But not to all—for, hark! the organs blow 
Their swelling notes round the cathedral’s 
dome. 

And grace the harmonious choir, celestial feast 
To pious ears, and med'cine of the mind! 

The thrilling trebles afld the manly base 
Join in accordance meet, and with one voice 
All to the sacred subject suit their song. 

While in each breast sweet melancholy reigns 
Angelically pensive, till the joy 
Improves and purifies; the solemn scene 
The sun thro’ storied panes surveys with awe. 
And bashfully withholds each bolder beam. 
Here, as her home, from morn to eve fre¬ 
quents 

The cherub Gratitude; behold her eyes! 

With love and gladness weepingly they shed 
Ecstatic smiles; the incense, that her hands 
Hprear, is sweeter than the breath of May 
Caught from the nectarine’s blossom, and her 
voice 

Is more than voice can tell; to Him she sings, 
To Him who feeds, who clothes, and who 
adorns, 

Who made, and who preserves whatever dwells 
In air, in steadfast earth or fickle sea. 

O He is good. He is immensely good! 

Who all things form’d, and form’d t];iem all 
for man. 

Who mark’d the climates, varied every zone. 
Dispensing all his blessings for the bert, 

In order and in beauty ;—^ris^ attend. 

Arrest, and praise, ye quarters of the world I 
Bow down, ye elephants, submissive bow 
To Him who made the mite! Tho’, Asia’s 
pride, 
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Ye carry armies on your tower-crown’d backs. 
And grace the turban’d tyrants, bow to Hjpi 
Who is as great, as perfect, and as good * 
In his less striking wonders, till at length 
The eye’s at fault, and seeks th' assisting glass. 
Approach, and bring from Araby the Bleat 
The fragrant cassia, frankincense, and myrrh, ' 
And, meekly kneeling at the altar's foot, . 

Lay all the tributary incense down. 

Stoop, feeble Africa, with reverence stoop. 

And from thy brow take off the painted plume; 
With golden ingots all thy camels load 
T’ adorn his temples; hasten with ^ly spear 
Reverted, and thy trusty bow unstrung. 

While unpuraued thy lions roam and rokr. 

And ruin’d towers, rude rocks, and caverns 
wide 

Re-murmur to the glorious, surly sound. 

And thou, fair Indian, whose immense domain 
To counterpoise the hemisphere extends, ^ 
Haste from the West, and with thy fruits and - 
flowers. 

Thy mines and med’cines, wealthy maid,attend. 
More than the plenteousness so fam’d to flow 
By fabling bards from Amalthea’s horn 
Is thine; thine therefore be a portion due 
Of thanks and praise: come with thy brilliant 
crown 

And vest of fur; and from thy fragrant lap 
Pomegranates and the rich ananas pour 
But chiefly thou,Europa, seat of Grace 
And Christian excellence, his Goodness own. 
Forth from ten thousand temples pour nis 
Clad in the armor of the living God, [praise. 
Approach, unsheath the spirit’s flying sword; 
Faith’s shield, salvation's glory—compass’d 
helm 

With fortitude assume, and o’er your heart 
Fair Truth’s invulnerable breast-plate spread; 
Then join the general chorus of all worlds. 

And let the song of Charity begin 
In strains seraphic, and melodious prayer> 

“ O all-suflicient, all beneficent. 

Thou God of Goodness and of Glory, hear! 
Thou, who to lowest minds dost condescend, 
Assuming passions to enforce thy laws. 
Adopting jealousy to prove thy love; 

Thou, who resign’d humility nphold'st, 

Ev’n as the florist props the drooping rose. 

But quell’et tyrannic pride with peerless power, 
Ev’n as the tempest rives the stubborn oak : 

O all-sufficient, all-beneficent, 

Thou God of Goodness and of Glory, hear! 
Bless all mankind; and bring them in the end 
^To heav’n, to immortality, and Thee!" • 

$ 26. Deity. Bovse. 

*■ 

From earth’s low prospects and deceitfdl 
aims, —sa^dr^ms, 

From wealth’s allurements, and anbff^’s 
The lover’s raptures, and the hero’s views. 

All the false joys mistaken man pursues; . 
The schemes of science, the delights of wiii^S, 
Or the more pleasing folftes of the ^ine! 
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Recal, fond Bard, tiiy long-enchanted sight 
Deluded with the visionary light! 

‘*A ftobler theme demands thy sacred song, 

A theme beyond or man’s or angel’s tongue! 

But oh, alas! unhollow’d and profane. 

How shalt thou dare to raise the heav’nly 
. . strain 7 

-■fJo'Th'u^who from the altar’s living fire 
Isaiah’s tmeful lips didst once inspire, 
C’oine'to my aid, celestial Wisdom, come; 
From my dark mind dispel the doubtful gloom} 
My passions still, my purer breast inflame. 

To sing that God from whom existence came; 
Till heaven and nature in the concert join. 
And own the Author of their birth divine. 

I. ETKKNITT. 

Whence sprung this glorious frame! or 
whence arose 

The various forms the universe compose 7 
From w'hat Almighty Cause, what mystic 
springs 

Shall we derive the origin of things 7 
Sing, heav’nly Guide ! whose all-eflficient light 
Drew dawning planets from the womb of 
night! 

Since reason, by the sacred dictates taught, 
Adores a pow’r beyond the reach of thought. 
First Cause of causes! Sire supreme of 
birth! [earth! 

Sole light of heav'n! acknowledg’d life of 
Whose Word from notliing call’d this beaute¬ 
ous whole. 

This wide expanded All from pole to pole ! 
Who shall prescribe the boundary to Thee, 

Or fix the erd of Eternity 7 
Should we, deceiv’d by error’s sceptic glass. 
Admit the thought absurd—That Nothing was! 
Thence would this wild, this false conclusion 
flow. 

That nothing raised this beauteous All below! 
Whpn from disclosing darkness splendor breaks. 
Associate atoms move, and matter speaks. 
When non-existence bursts its clo8e;.disgui8e, 
How blind are mortals—not to own the skies! 

If one vast void eternal h^d its place. 
Whence started time 7 or whence expanded 
space 7 

What gave the slnmb’ring mass to feel a change. 
Or bid consenting worlds harmonious range 7 
Could Nothing link the universal chain 7 
No, ’tis impossible, absurd, and vain ! 

Here reason its eternal Author finds. 

The whole who regulates, unites, and binds, 
JSnlivens matter, and produces minds! 
Inactive Chaos sleeps in dull repose. 

Nor knov{^edge thence, nor free volition flows! 
A gpbl^r source those powers ethereal show. 
By which we think, design, reflect, and know; 
These from a cause superior date their rise, 

“ itbstsaksi in essence from material ties.” 

An origin immortal as supreme. 

From whose pure day, celestial rays! they caige; 
'I'.whom all possible perfections shine. 
Eternal, self-existcnl^ and divine ! 


From this great spring of uncreated might' 
This all-resplendent orb of vital light; 
Whence all created beings take their rise. 
Which beautify the earth, or paint the skies ’ 
Profusely wide the boundless blessings flow. 
Which heav'n enrich and gladden worlds be¬ 
low ! 

Which are no less, when properly defin’d. 
Than emanations of th’ Eternal Mind! 

Hence triumphs truth beyond objection clear, 
(Let unbelief attend and shrink with fear!) 
That what for ever was—must surely be 
Beyond commencement, and from period free; 
Drawn from himself his native excellence. 

His date eternal, and hie space immense! 

And all of whom that man can comprehend. 
Is that he ne’er began nor e’er shall end. 

In him from whom existence boundless flow^ 
Let humble faith its sacred trust repose : 
Assur’d on his eternity depend, 

“ Eternal Father! and eternal Friend!” 
Within that mystic circle safety seek, 

No time can lessen, and no force can break' 
And, lost in adoration, breathe bis praise. 
High Rock of ages, ancient Sire of days! 

II. VVITY. 

Thus recogniz’d, the spring of life and 
Eternal, self-deriv’d, and unbegot, [thought 
Approach, celestial Muse, th’empyreal throne 
And awfully adore th’exalted One 
In nature pure, in place supremely free. 

And happy in essential unity ! 
niess’d in himself, had from his forming hand 
No creatures sprung Ao hail his wide com¬ 
mand ; 

Blesa’d, had the sacred fountain ne’er run o’er, 
A boundless sea of bliss that knows no shore - 
Nor sense can two prime origins conceive 
Nor reason two eternal Gods believe! 

Could the wild.Manichaian own that guide. 
The good would triumph, and the ill subside! 
Again would vanquisli’d Aramanius bleed. 
And darkness from prevailing light recede! 

In diff’rent individuals we find 
An evident disparity of mind; 

Hence ductile thought a thousand changes 
And actions vary as the will ordains; [gains, 
Rut should two Beings, equally supreme. 
Divided pow’r and parted empire claim; 

How soon would universal order cease ! 

How soon would discord harmony displace ! 
Eternal schemes maintain eternal fight, 

Nor yield, supported by eternal might; 

Where each would uncontroll’d his aim pursue, 
^The links djsaever, or the chain renew ! 

Matter from motion cross impressions take. 

As 8 er<*d each pow’r his rival’s pow’r to break, 
While neutral Chaos from his deep recess. 
Would view the never-ending strife increase. 
And bless the contest that secur’d his peace ! 
While new creattons would opposing rise. 

And elemental war deform the skies! 

Around wild uproar and confusion hurl’d. 
Eclipse the heav’ns and waste the ruin’d world. 
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Two independent causes to admit, 

Destroys religion, and debases wit; 

The fint by such an anarchy undone. 

The last acknowledges its source but one. 

As from the main the mountain rills are drawn. 
That wind irriguous through the flow’iy lawn 3 
So, mindful of their spring, one coarse they 
keep, 

Exploring till they find their native deep! 

Exalted Power, invisible, supreme. 

Thou Bov'reign, foie, unutterable Name 1 j 
As round thy throne thy flaming seraphs stand, 
And touch the golden lyre with trembling 
hand; 

Too weak thy pure eflulgence to behold. 

With their rich piumes their dazzled eyes in¬ 
fold ; 

Transport^ with the ardors of thy praise, 

The holy ! holy ! holy ! anthem raise! 

To them responsive, let creation sing. 

Thee, indivisible eternal King! 

III. SPIRITCALITT. 

O say, celestial Muse ! whossk purer birth 
Disdains the low material ties of earth; 

Dy what bright images shall be defin'd 
The mystic nature of th’ eternal Mind! 

Or how shall thought the dazzling height ex¬ 
plore, 

Where all that reason can—is to adore ! 

That God’s an immaterial essence pure. 
Whom figure can’t describe, nor parts immure; 
Incapable of passions, impulse, fear. 

In good pre-eminent, in truth severe : 

Unmix’d his nature, and sublim’d his pow’rs 
From all the gross allay that tempers ours; 

In whose clear eye the bright angelic train 
Appear suiTus’d with impe^ction’s stain ! 
Impervious to the man’s or seraph’s eye. 
Beyond the ken of each exalted high. 

Him would in vain material semblance feign, 
Or figur’d shrines the boundless God contain; 
Object of faith ! he shuns the view of sense, 
I.ost m the blaze of sightless excellence ! 

Most perfect, most intelligent, most wise. 

In whom the sanctity of pureness lies; 

In whose adjusting mind the whole is wrought. 
Whose form is spirit, and whose essence 
thought! * 

Are truths inscrib’d by Wisdom’s brightest ray. 
In characters that gild the face of day! 

Reason confess’d (howe’er we may dispute), 
Fix’d boundaiy ! discovers man from brute; 
But, dim to us, exerts its faint» ray. 
Depress’d in matter and allied to clay 1 
In forms superior kindles less conipt’d, 

Whose dress is ether, and whose substance 
mind; ‘ 

Yet all from Him, supreme of causes, flow, 
To Him their powers and their existence owe; 
From the bright cherub of the noblest birth. 
To the poor reasoning glowewonn plac’d on 
earth; 

From matter then to spirit still ascend. 

Thro' spirit still refining, higher tend ; 


Pursue, on knowledge bent, the pathless road, 
Pierce thro’ infinitude in quest of God! 

Still from thy search, the centre still shall fly, 
Approaching still—^thou never shall come 
nigh ! 

So fts bright orb th’ aspiring flame would join. 
But the vast distance mocks the fond desigq. 

If he, Almighty! whose decree is fatg, 

Could, to display his pow’r, subvert* his state; • 
Bid from his plastic hand, a greater rise. 
Produce a master, and resign his skies; 

Impart his incommunicable flame. 

The mystic number of th’ Eternal Ffame; 

Then might revolting reason’s feeble ray 
Aspire to question God’s all-perfert da/! 

Vain task! the clay in the directing hand, 

The reason of its form might so demand. 

As man presume to question his dispose 
From whom the power he thus abuses flows 
Here point, fair Muse ! the worship God re 
quires, ^ 

The soul inflam’d with' chaste and holy fires ? 
Where love celestial warms the happy breast. 
And from sincerity the thought’s express’d; 
Where genuine piety, and truth refin’d, 
Re-consecrate the temple of the mind; 

With grateful flames the living altars glow, 
And God descends to visit man below I 

IV. OMNIPRESKNCE. 

Thro’ th’ unmeasurable tracts of space 
Go, Muse divine ! and present Godhead trace 1 
See where, by place uncircumscrib’d as time. 
He reigns extended; and he shines sublime! 
Shouli^t thou above the heav’n of heav’ns as¬ 
cend, 

Couldst thou below the depth of depths descend, 
Could thy fond flight beyond the starry 6;foere 
The radiant morning’s lucid pinions bear! 
There should his brighter presence shine con- 
fest, 

There his almighty arm thy coarse arrest 
Couldst thou the thickest veil of night as 
Bume, 

Or think to hide (bee in the central gloom! 
Yet there, all patent to his piercing sight. 
Darkness itself would kindle into light; 

Not the dark mansions of the silent grave. 

Nor darker hell, from his perception save; 
What pow’r, alas ! thy footsteps can convey 
Beyond the reach of omnipresent day 7 
b his wide grasp, and comprehensive eye. 
Immediate worlds on worlds unnumber’d lie ; 
Systems inclos’d in his perception rbll. 

Whose all-informing mind directs the whole ; 
lodg’d in his grasp, their certain ways they 
know; <■ [go. 

Plac’d in that sight from whence can notK'ng- 
On earth his footstool fix’d, in heav’n his seat} 
Enthron’d he dictates, and his woi4«.is fate.. 

Nor want his shining images below');^ 

In Btreams that munnur, or in winds t^thlow} 
Hip siurit broods along the boundless flood,. 
Smiles in the plain, and whispers in 
woody * 
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Wamu in the genial aun'a enliv’ning raj, 

. Breathes in the air, and beautifies the day! 
Should man his great immensity deny, 

Man might as well usurp the vacant sky: 

. For were he limited in date, or view. 

Thence were his attributes imperfect too; 

His knowledge, power, his goodness ail con- 
: 'A&dilost th’ idea of a ruling Mind! [fin’d, 
Feeble theilrust, and comfortless the sense 
Of a defective partial Providence! 

Boldly might then his arm injustice brave, 

Or innocence in vain his mercy crave; 
Dejected virtue lift its hopeless eye. 

And heavy sorrow vent the heartless sigh! 

An absent God no abler to defend, 

Protect, or punish, than an absent friend; 
Distant alike our wants and griefs to know, 
To-easc the anguish, or prevent the blow, 

If he. Supreme Director, were not near. 

Vain were our hopo, and empty were our fear; 
Unpunish’d vice would o’er the world prevail, 
And unrewarded virtue toil—^to fail! 

The moral world a second chaos lie. 

And nature sicken to the thoughtful eye ! 

E’en the weak embryo, ere to life it breaks. 
From his high pow’r its slender texture takes; 
While in his book the various parts inroll’d. 
Increasing, own eternal Wisdom’s mould. 

Nor views he only the material whole. 

But pierces thought and penetrates the soul! 
Ere from the lips the vocal accents part. 

Or the faint purpose dawns within the heart, 
His steady eye the mental birth perceives. 

Ere yet to us the new idea lives 

Knows what we say, ere yet the words proceed. 

And ere we form th’ intention, marks the deed! 

But Conscience, fair vicegerent-light within, 
Asserts its Author, and restores the scene! 
Points out the beauty of the govern’d plan, 

“ And vindicates the ways of God to man.” 

Then, sacred Muse, by the vast prospect fir’d, 
From heaven descended, as by heaven inspir’d; 
His all enlight’ning Omnipresence own. 
Whence first thou feel’st thy dwindling pre¬ 
sence known; 

His wide Omniscience, justly, grateful, sing, 
Whence thy w^eak science prunes its callow 
wing! 

And bless th’ Eternal, All-informing Soul, 
Whose sight pervades, whose knowledge fills 
the whole. 

T. IHMUTABII.ITT. 

As the Eternal and Omniscient Mind, 

B^ laws not limited, nor bounds confin’d. 

Is always independent, always free, 

Hence shines confess’d immutability I 
^ Change, vimether the spontaneous cUld of will, 
. Or-Dirth of force—^is imperfection still. 

But he, all-perfect, in himself contains 
Pow’r Btlf-oeriy’d, and from himself he reigns! 
If, alter’d by constraint, we could suppose. 
That God his fix’d stability should lose; 

• f^Ww startles reason at a thought so strange! 
What pow’r cap foreeAlmnipotence to change? 


SI 

If from his own divine productive thought, 
Were yet the stranger iteration wrought; 
Could excellence supreme pew rays acquire ? 
Or strong perfection raise its glories higher ? 
Absurd 1—his high meridian l^htness glows. 
Never decreases, never overflows I 
Knows no addition, yields to no decay, 

The blaze of incommunicable day! 

Below through difierent forms does matter 
range. 

And life subsist &om elemental change; 
Liquids condensing shapes terrestrial wear, 
Earth mounts in fire, and fire dissolves in air; 
While we, inquiring phantoms of a day. 
Inconstant as the shadows we survey! 

With them, along Time's rapid current pass. 
And haste to mingle with the parent mass; 
But Thou, Eternal Lord of life divine! 

In youth immortal shalt for ever shine! 

No change shall darken thy exalted name; 
From everlasting ages still the same! 

If God, like man, his purpose could renew. 
His laws could vary, or his plans undo; 
Desponding Fmth would droop its cheerless 
Religion deaden to a lifeless thing! [wing, 
Where could we, rational, repose our trust. 
But in a Pow’r immutable as just 7 
How judge of revelation’s force divine, 

If truth unerring gave not the design 7 
Where, as in nature’s fair according plan, 

All smiles benevolent and good to man. 

Plac’d in this narrow clouded spot below, 
We darkly see around and darkly know! 
Religion lends the salutary beam. 

That guides our reasMi thro’ the dubious 
gleam; [skies 

Till sounds the hour, when he who rules the 
Shall bid the curtain of Omniscience rise! 
Shall dissipate the mists that veil our sight, 
And show his creatures —allhia uMya are right! 

Then, when astonish’d nature feels its fate. 
And fetter’d time shall know his latest date; 
When earth shall in his mighty blaze expire, 
Heav'n melt with heat, and worlds dissolve in 
The universal system shrink away, [fire 1 
And ceasing orbs confess th’ almighty sway ! 
Immortal lie, amidst the wreck secure, 

Shall sit exalted, permanently pure! 

As in the sacred bush, shall shine the same. 
And from the ruin raise a fairer frame ! 

VI. OHHIFOTXNCE. 

For hence, ye visionary charming maids. 

Ye fancied nymphs that haunt the Grecian 
shades! 

Your birth who from conceiving fiction drew. 
Yourselves producing phantoms as untrue ; 
But corSb, superior Muse! divinely bright. 
Daughter of heav’n, whose offipring still is 
light; 

Oh condescend, celestial sacred guest! 

To purge my eighty and animate my breast. 
While 1 presume Onmipotence to trace, 

And sing that Pow’r who peopled boundless 
^poce! 
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Thou wert, wheu forth th’ Almigh- Equal, the elephant’s or enunet's dress 

ty rode, The wisdom of Omnipotence confess j < ' 

While Chaos trembled at the voice of God! Equal, the cumbrous whale's enormous nfess; ,, 
Thou saw'st, when o'er th' immense his line With the small insects in the crowded grass ; 

he drew. The mite that gambols in its acid sea, , 

When Nothing from his Word existence knew! In shape a porpus, though a speck to thee! 
liis Word, that wak’d to life the vast pro- Ev’nthebluedown the purple plum surrou^. ^ 
found, [sound I A living world, thy failing sight con^ViJa, • 

While conscious light was kindled at the To him a peopled habitation show% 

Creation fair surpris'd th' angelic eyes, Where millions taste the boun^ God bestows! 

And sov’reign wisdom saw tlmt aU was wise I Great I/ord of life, whose all-controlling 
Him, sole Almighty, nature's book displays, might 
Distinct the page, and legible the rays ! Thro' wide creation beams divinely bright, 

Let the wild sceptic his attention throw Nor only does thy pow’r in formin^shine, 

To the broad horizon, or earth below; But to annihilate, dread King 1 is thine: 

He finds thy soft impression touch his breast, Shouldst thou withdraw thy still-supporting 
He feels the God, and owns him unconfest; hand. 

Should the stray pilgrim, tir'd of sands and How languid nature would astonish’d stand! 

skies. Thy frown the ancient realm of night restore. 

In Libya’s waste behold a palace rise, And raise a blank—where systems smil'd be- 

Would he believe the charm from atoms fore! ^ v 

wrought 1 [thought' See in corruption, all-eurprising state. 

Go,. atheist, hence, and mend thy juster flow struggling life eludes the stroke of fate; 

What hand. Almighty Architect! but thine. Shock’d at the scene, though sense averts its 
Could give the model of this vast design ? eye, 

What hand but thine adjust th’ amazing whole? No( stops the wondrous process to descry 
And bid consenting systems beauteous roll! Yet juster thought the mystic change pursues, 
What hand but thine apply the solar light ? And with delight Almighty Wisdom views! 

Ever bestowing, yet for ever bright! The brute, the vegetable world surveys. 

What hand but thine the starry train array, Sees life subsisting ev’n iVom life’s decays! 

Or give the Moon to shed her borrow’d ray ? Marks the self-taught, the pensive reptile 
What hand but thine the azure convex spread? come, [tomb! 

What hand but thine compose the ocean’s bed? Spin his thin shroud, and living build his 

To the vast main the sandy barrier throw, With conscious care his former pleasures 

And with the feeble curb restrain the foe! leave. 

What hand but thine the wint’ry flood as- And dress him for the bus’ness of the grave ! 

suage. Thence, pass’d the short-liv’d change, renew’d 

Or stop the tempest in its wildest rage! he springs. 

Thee infinite! what finite can explore ? Admires the skies, and tries his silken wings ' 

Imagination sinks beneath thy pow’r; With airy flight the insect roves abroad. 

Thee could the ablest of thy creatures know. And scorns the meaner earth he lately trod ! 

Lost were thy Unity, for ho were Thou! Thee, potent, let deliver'd Israel praise 

Yet present to all sense thy pow’r remains. And to thy name their grateful homage raise! 

Reveal’d in nature, nature’s Author reigns t Thee, potent God! let Egypt’s land declare. 

In vain would error from conviction fly. That felt thy juftice awfully severe! 

Thou ev’ry where art present to the eye ! How did thy frown benight the shadow’d land. 

The sense how stupid, and the sight how Nature revers’d, how own thy high command! 

blind. When jarring elements their use forgot. 

That fails this universal truth to find! ^ And the sun felt thy overcasting blot! 

Go! all the sightless realms of space survey, When earth produc’d the pestilential brood, 

Returning trace the Planetary Way ! And the foul stream was crimson’d into blood! 

The sun that in his central glory shines. How deep the horrors of that awful night, 

While ev’ry jdanet round his orb inclines; How strong the terror, and how wild the fright! 

Then at our intermediate globe repose. When o’er the land thy sword vindictive 

And view yon lunar satellite that glows! pass’d, [lact, 

Or cast along the azure vault the,eye, * And men and infants breath’d at once their 
When golden day enlightens all the Ay; How did thy arm thy favor'd tribesymnvey! 

Around, behold earth’s variegated scdtie. Thy light conducting point the patent wcji! 

The mingling prospects, and the flow’iy green; Obedient ocean to their march ^vide ^ 

The mountain brow, the long-extended wood, The wat’iy wall distinct on either side; 

Or the rude rock that threatens o’er the flood! While thro’ the deep the long procession Id], 

And say, are these the wild«fiects of chance? And saw the wonders of the oozy bed! 

Oh, strange effect of reos’ning ignoruice! Nor long they march’d, till, Uack’ning in the ^ 

- Nor pow’r alone confess’d in grandeur lies, rear, 

The gUtt’ring planet or the painted Aies! The vengeful tyrant an^his host appear! 
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Plmige down tlie steep*the waves thy nod 
, obey, [sea! 

/•And whelm the threat’oing stoim beneath the 
Nor yet thy pow’r thy chosen train forsook, 
When thro’ Arabia's sands their way they 
took; 

^By day thy cloud was present to the sight, 
’’y^pillar led the march by night; 

, Thy ha^.^idBt the waste their table spread. 
With featheK^iands, and with heav’nly bread: 
When the di^kilderness no streams supplied. 
Gush’d from the yielding rock the vital tide! 
What limits can Omnipotence confine T 
What obstacles oppose thy arm divine ? 

Since sitones and waves their settled laws 
forego, [flow! 

Since seas can harden, and since rocks can 
On Sinai’s top, the Muse with ardent wing 
The triumphs of Omnipotence would sing ! 
When o’er its airy brow thy cloud display’d, 

• Involv’d the nations in its awful shade; 

When shrunk the earth from thy approaching 
face, 

And the rock trembled to its rooted base; 

Yet where thy majesty divine appear’d. 
Where shone thy glory, and thy voice was 
heard; 

Ev’n in the blaze of that tremendous day, 
Idolatry its impious rites could pay ! 

Oh shame to thought I—^thy saertd throne in¬ 
vade, [head! 

And brave the bolt that linger’d round its 
• 

VII. WISDOM. 

O thou, who, when th’ Almighty form’d this 
AH, • [ball; 

Upheld the scale, and weigh’d each balanc’d 
And as his hand completed each design. 
Number’d the work, and fix’d the seal divine; 
O Wisdom infinite! creation's soul. 

Whose rays diffuse new lustre o’er the whole. 
What tongue shall make thy charms celestial 
* known 1 [own 7 

What hand, fair Goddess! paint thee, but thy 
What though in nature’s universal store 
Appear the wonders of almighty pow’r; 
Pow’r, unattended, terror would inspire. 

Aw’d must we gaze, and comfortless admire. 
But when fair wisdom joins in the design. 

The beauty of the whole results divine ! 

Hence life acknowledges its glorious cause. 
And matter owns its great Disposer’s laws; 
Hence in a thousand different models wrought, 
Now fix’d to quiet, now aUied to thought; 
Hence flow the forms and properties of things, 
Aence rises harmony, and order springs; , 
. Else, ha^he mass a shapeless chaos'lay, 

Ncr eveAklt the dawn of Wisdom’s day! 

J^ee, Hbw associate round their centi^ sun, 
Their faithfhl rings the circling planets run ; 
f$till equi-distant, never yet too near. 

Exactly tracing their appointed sphere. 

Mark'how the moon our flying orb pursues, 

• 'Y^ile from the sun her monthly light re- 
*' “news; 

VoL.T.NoB.67&6a. 


Breathes her wide infiaeoce on the world be¬ 
low. 

And bids the tides alternate ebb and flow. 
View how in course the constant seasons rise, 
Deform the earth or beautify the skies : 

Rrst, Spring advancing., with her fiow’iy 
train'; 

Next, Summer's hand, that spreads the sylvan 
scene; [crown’d, 

Then, Autumn, with her yellow harvests 
And trembling Winter close the annualround. 
The vegetable tribes observant trace, 

From the tall cedar to the creeping grass: 

The chain of animated beings scale. 

From the small reptile to the enormous whale; 
From the strong eagle stooping through the 
skies, 

To the low insect that escapes thy oyek I 
And see, if se.c thou caiist, in cv’ry frame. 
Eternal Wisdom shine confest the same: 

As proper organs to the least assign’d. 

As proper means to propagate the kind, 

As just the structure, and as wise the plan. 

As in this lord of all-debating man ! 

Hence, reaa’ning creature, thy distinction 
find. 

Nor longer to the ways of Heav’n be blind. 
Wisdom in outward beauty strikes the mind, 
But outward beauty points a charm liehind. 
What gives the earth, the ambient air, or seas, 
The plain, the river, or the wood to please 7 
Oh say, in whom does beauty’s self reside, . 
The Beautificr, or the beautified 7 
There dwells the Godhead in the bright dis- 
Beyond the ken of allxreated eyes; [guise. 
His works our lovo and our attention steal; 
His works (surprising thought) the Maker veil; 
'roo weak our sight to pierce the radiant cloud. 
Where Wisdom sliines, iu all her charms 
avow’d. 

O gracious God, omnipotent and wise, 
Unerring Lord, and Ruler of the skies! 
All-condescending, to my feeble heart 
One beam of thy celestial light impart; 

I seek not sordid wealth, or glitt’ring pow’r ; 

O grant me Wisdom—and 1 ask no more ! 

Vlll. ruoVlOKNCE. 

As from some level country’s shelter’d 
ground, [bound. 

With towns replete, with green enclosures 
Where the eye kept within the verdant maze, 
But gets a transient vista as it strays; 

The pilgrim to some rising summit tends, 
Whence opens all the scene as he ascends; 

So Providence the friendly height supplies. 
Where all the charms of Deity surprise; 

Here %>odnesa, Power, and Wisdom, all unite. 
And dazzling glories whelm the ravish’d sight! 

Almighty Cause! 'tis thy preserving care, 
That keeps thy works for ever fresh and fair ; 
The sun from th^ superior radiance bright. 
Eternal sheds his delegated light; 

Lends to his sistey orb inferior day, 

‘ And paints the silver moon’s altemsAe ny: 

D 
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Thy the waate of eating time renews: 
Thon she^’at the tepid morning’s balmy 
dews: [form, 

When raging winds the blacken’d deep do 
Thy spirit rides commission’d in the storm; 
Bids at thy wiU the slack'ning tempest cease, 
While the calm ocean smooths its ruffl^ 
face; 

When lightnings thro’ the air tremendous fly. 
Or the blue plague is loosen'd to destroy, 

Thy hand directs, or turns aside the stroke; 
Thy word the>fiend’B commission can revoke; 
When subterraneous fires the surface heave. 
And towns are buried in the yawning grave; 
Thou sufTer’st not the mischief to prevail; 
Thy Bov’reign touch the recent wound can 
heal, [gleam; 

To Zembla’s rock thou send’st the cheerful 
O’er Libya’s sands thou pour’st the cooling 
stream; 

Thy watchful providence o’er all intends, 

Thy works obey their great Creator’s ends. 
When man too long the paths of vice pur- 
• sued. 

Thy hand prepar’d the nniverfel flood; 
Gracious, to Noah gave the timely sign. 

To save a remnant from the wrath divine! 
One shining waste the globe terrestrial lay, 
And the ark heav’d along the troubled sea; 
Thou bad’st the deep his ancient bed explore. 
The clouds their wat’ry deluge pour'd no 
more! [were seen, 

The skies were clear’d—^the mountain tops 
The dove pacific brought the olive green. 

On Ararat the happy Patriarch tost. 

Found the recover’d vfbrld his hopes had lost; 
There his fond eyes review’d the pleasing 
scene. 

The earth all verdant, and the air serene ! 

Its precious freight the guardian ark display’d. 
While Noah grateful adoration paid ! 
Beholding in the many tinctur’d bow 
The promise of a safer world below. 

When wild ambition rear’d its impious head, 
And rising Babel Heav’n with pride survey’d: 
Thy word the mighty labour could confound. 
And leave the mass to moulder with the ground. 
From Thee all human actions take their 


Whence earthquakes heave the earth s asto¬ 
nish’d breast 1 [fest 1. 

Whence tempests rage ? or yellow plague in'. _ 
Whence draws rank Afric her empoison’d * 
store 1 

Or liquid fires explosive AStna pour ?” 

Go, sceptic mole! demand th’ eternal Cause, 
The secret of his all-preserving lawsifTP-"'' T" 
The depths of wisdom infinite exr*im. 

And ask thy Maker—^why he kn-ws no more 7 
’Thy error still in moral thiu^ as great, 

As vain to cavil at the ways of fate. 

To ask why prosp’rous vice so oft succeeds, 
Why suflers innocence, or virtue bleeds? 

Why monsters, nature must with blushes own. 
By crimes grow pow’rful, and di^race a 
throne 7 

Why saints and sages, mark’d in every age. 
Perish the victims of tyrannic rage; 

Why Socrates for truth and freedom fell. 

Or Nero reign’d the delegate of hell 7 
In vain by reason is the maze pursued, ^ 
Of ill triumphant, and afflicted good: 

Fix’d to the hold, so might the sailor aim 
To judge the pilot, and the steerage blame. 

As we direct to God what should belong. 

Or say, that sov’reign wisdom governs wrong. 
Nor always vice does uncorrected go. 

Nor virtue unrewarded p.oss below ! 

Oft sacred Justice lifts her awful head. 

And dooms the tyrant and th’ usurper dead ; 
Oft Providence, more friendly than severe. 
Arrests the hero in his wild career; 

Directs the fever, poniard, or the lall. 

By which an Ammon, Charles, or Cesar fall; 
Or, when the cursed Borgia brews the cup 
For merit, bids the monster drink it up; 

On violence oft retorts the cruel spear. 

Or fetters cunning in its crafty snare; 

Relieves the innocent, exalts the just. 

And lays the proud oppressor in the dust. 

But, fast as Time’s swift pinions can convey 
Hastens the pomp of that tremendous day. 
When to the view of all created eyes 
God’s high tribunal shall majestic rise. 

When the loud trumpet shall assemble round 
The dead, reviving at the piercing sound! 
Where men and angels shall to audit come. 


q>rings. And millions yet unborn receive their doom! 

The rise of empires, and the fall of kings! ^ Then shall fair Providence, to all display’d. 
Bee the vast theatre of time display’d, Appear divinely bright without a shade ; 

While o’er the scene succeeding heroes tread! In light triumphant all her acts be shown, 
With pomp the shming images succeed. And blushing Doubt eternal Wisdom own! 
What leaders triumph! and what monarchs Mean-while, thou great Intelligence su- 
bleed I preme. 

Perform the parts thy providence assign'd, Sov’reign Director of this mighty frame. 
Their pride, their passions, to thy ends in- pVhose watchful hand and all-observing ken, 
din’d: Fashions the hearts, and views tk^ways of 

A while they glitter in the face of day, men; 

Then at thy nod the phantoms pass away; Whether thy hand the plenteous table sprewi 
No traces left of all the busy scene, [hem / Or measure sparingly the daily bread; 

But that remembrance says —The thir^e have Whether or wealth or honors gild the icene, 

“ But (questions Doubt) whence sickly na- Or wants deform, or wasting anguish stain; 

ture feels On thee let truth and virtue firm rely, 

’The ague-fits her face so soft reveals 7 Bloss'd in the care of thy^approving 
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Know that thy providcmce, their constant 
• friend, [tend 

. 4*Thh>' life shall guard them, and in death at' 
With everlasting arms their cause embrace. 
And crown the paths of piety with peace. 


IX. GOODNESS. 

^ r«^ph8, who God’s throne encircling 

With holy aC^.l your golden censers fill; 

Ye flaming midsters, to distant lands 
Who bear, obsequious, his divine commands; 
Ye cherubs, who compose the sacred choir, 
Attuning^o the voice th’ angelic lyre 1 
Or ye,^air natives of the hoav'nly jdain. 

Who once were mortal—now a hayqiicr train! 
Who spend in peaceful love your joyful hours, 
In blissfhl meads, and amaranthine bowers. 

Oh lend one spark of your celestial lire, 

Oh deign my glowing bosom to inspire. 

And aid the Muse’s unexpericnc’d wing, 
While goodness, theme divine, slic soars to 
sing 

Though all thy attributes, divinely fair. 

Thy full perfection, glorious Gtxl! declare; 
Yet if one beams superior to the rest, 

Oh let thy Goodness fairest be confess’d: 

As shines the moon amidst her starry tram, 

As breathes the rose amongst the flow’ry scene. 
As the mild dove her silver plumes displays, 

- So sheds thy mercy its distinguish’d rays. 

This led, Creator mild, thy gracious hand, 
Wifen formless Chaos heard thy high com¬ 
mand ; [review’d. 

When, pleas’d, the eye thy matchless works 
And Goodness, placid, spoke that all wis good! 

Nor only docs in heav’n thy Goodness shine ; 
Delighted nature feels its warmth divine j 
The vital sun’s illuminating beam, 

The silver crescent, and the starry gleam, 

As day and night alternate they command, 
Prqplaim that truth to cv’ry distant land. 

-*riec smiling nature, with thy treasures fair, 
Confess thy bounty and parental care; 
Renew’d by thee, the faithful seasons rise. 

And earth with plenty all hdi* sons supplies. 
The generous lion, and the brinded boar. 

As nightly thro’ the forest walks they roar, 
From thee, Almighty Maker, seek their prey, 
Nor from thy hand unsated go away: 

To thee for meat the callow ravens ciy. 
Supported by thy all-preserving eye: 

From thee the feather’d natives of the plara, 
Or those who range the field or plough the 
, main, food, 

Receive with constant coarse th’ appointed^ 
And tast&the cup of universal good ; 

Thy ^ipn^nnii open'st, million’d myriads live; 

.• Tkou frown’st, ttiey faint; thou smil’st, and 
they revive! 

On virtue’s acre, as on rapine’s stores, 

See Heav’n impartial deal the fruitful show’rs! 
'Life’s common blessings all her children 
* -L.'. Asre,’ [air! 

TretdYhe same ea^h, and breathe a gen’ral 


Without distinction boundless blessings fall, 
And goodness like the sun, enlightens all! 

Oh man ! degenerate man ! offend no more! 
Go, learn of brutes thy Maker to adore! 

Shall these through ev’ry tribe his bounty own, 
Of all his works ungrateful thou alone! 

Deaf when the tuneful voice of mercy cries. 
And blind when sov’reign Goodness charms 
the eyes! [phemes, 

Mark how the wretch his awful name blas- 
His pity shares—his clemency reclaims ! 
Observe hie patience with the guilty strive. 
And bid the criminal repent and live; 

Recal the fugitive with gentle eye, 

Beseech the obstinate, he would not die! 
Amazing tenderness—amazing most. 

The soul on whom such mercy should be lost! 
But wnuldst tliou view the rays of goodness 
join 

In one strong point of radiance all divine. 
Behold, celestial muse I yon eastern light; 

To Bethlem’s plain, adoring, bend thy sight! 
Hear the glad message to the shepherds giv’n. 
Good will on eartli to man, and peace in 
hcav’n !* 

Attend the swains, pursue the starry road, 

And hail to c.irth the Saviour and the God ! 

Redciiiption! oh thou beauteous mystic 
Tiiou salutary source of life to man! [plan ! 
What tongue can speak thy comprehensive 
grace 1 

What thought thy depths unfathomable trace ? 
When lost in sin our ruin’d nature lay, 

Wiieii awful justice claim’d her nghteous pay! 
See the mild Saviour ^nd his pitying eye. 
And stop the lightning just prepar'd to fly ! 

(O strange cilect of unexampled love I) 

View him descend the heav’nly throne above; 
1‘iiticnt the ills of mortal life endure, [poor. 
Calm, though revil’d; and innocent, though 
Uncertain his abode, aud coarse his food, 
llis life one fair continued scone of good; 

For us sustain the wrath to man decreed. 

The victim of eternal justice bleed! 

Look! to the cross tlie Lord of life is tied. 
They pierce his hands, and wound his sacred 
side; 

Sec God expires ! our forfeit to atone. 

While nature trembles at his parting groan! 
Advance, thou hopeless mortal, steel’d in 
guilt. 

Behold, and, if thou canst, forbear to melt! 
Shall Jesus die thy freedom to regain, 

And wilt thou drag the voluntaiy chain 7 
Wilt thou refuse thy kind assent to give, 

When dying he looks down to bid thee live! 
Perverse, vMt thou reject the proffer’d good, 
Boughb with his life, and streaming in hie 
blood? 

Whose virtue can thy deepest crimes efiace, 
Re-heol thy nature, and confiim thy peace ! 
Can all the errora of thy life atone, 

And raise thee from a rebel to a son ! 

O blest Redeemer, from thy sacred throne, 
Where saints a nd angels sing thy triumphs won! 
v2 
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(Where ftom the grtTethou roia'd thj glorious 
head, 

Chain'd to thj car the pow’rs infernal led) 
Frmn that exdted height of blias supreme. 
Look down on those who bear thy sacred 
name j 

Restore their ways, inspire them by thy grace. 
Thy laws to follow, and thy steps to trace; 
Thy bright example to th^ doctrine join, 

And by their morals prove their faith divine ! 

Nor only to.thy church confine thy ray. 

O’er the glad world thy healing light display 3 
Fair Sun of Righteousness! in beauty rise. 
And clear the mists that cloud the mental 
skies! 

To Judah’s remnant now a scatter’d train, 

Oh great Messiah ! show thy promis’d reign 3 
O'er earth as wide thy saving warmth diffuse. 
As spreads the ambient air, or falling dews 3 
And haste the time when, vanquish’d by thy 
pow’r, 

Death shall expire, and sin defile no more! 

X. RECTITUDE. 

Hence distant far, ye sons of earth profane. 
The loose, ambitious, covetous, or vain 3 
Ye worms of pow'r! ye minion’d slaves of state. 
The wanton vulgar, and the sordid great! 

Hut come, ye purer souls, from dross refin’d. 
The blameless heart and uncorruptcd mind ! 
Let your chaste hands the holy altars raise. 
Fresh incense bring, and light the glowing 
blaze. 

Your grateful voices aid the Muse to sin^ 

The spotless justice o(,th’ Almighty King ! 

As only rectitude divine he knows. 

As truth and sanctity his thoughts compose 3 
So these the dictates which th’ Eternal Mind 
To reasonable beings has assign’d 3 
These has his care on ev’ry mind impress’d, 
The conscious seals the hand of Heav’n attest! 
When man, perverse, for wrong forsakes the 
right. 

He still attentive keeps the fault in sight: 
Demands that strict atonement should lie mode. 
And claims the forfeit on th’ offender’s head ! 
But Doubt demands—“ Why man dispos’d 
this way 1 

Why left the dang’rous choice to go astray 7 
)f lleav'n that made him did the fault fore^e. 
Thence follows, Heav’n is more to blame than 
he.” 

No—had to good the heart alone inclin'd. 
What toil, what prize had virtue been as¬ 
sign’d 7 

From oMacles her noblest triumphs flow, 1 
Her spirits languish when she findk no foe ! 
Man might perhaps have so been happ^- still. 
Happy, without the privilege of will. 

And just, because his hands were tied from ill! 
O wondrous scheme, to mend th' almighty plan, 
By sinking all the dignity oilman ! 

Yet turn thy eyes, vain sceptic, own thy 
pride, 

And view thy happiness and choice allied 3 


See virtue from herself her bliss derive, 

A bliss, beyond the pow’r of thrones to give 3 
See vice, of empire and of wealth posseA’d,*' 
Pine at the heart, and feel herself unbleas’d : 
And, say, were yet no farther marks assign’d. 
Is man ungrateful 7 or is Heav’n unkind 7 
Yes, all the woes from heav'n permiseiy** 
fell, 

The wretch adopts—^the wretch in*prove 8 them 
From his wild lust, or his oppirSsive deed. 
Rapes, battles,-murders, saciilege proceed 3 
His wild ambition thins the peopl^ earth. 

Or from his av’rice famine takes her birth 3 
Had nature giv’n the hero wings to‘*’fly. 

His pride would lead him to attempt the sky! 
To angels make the pigmy’s folly known. 

And draw ev’n pity from th’ eternal throne, 
Yet while on earth triumphant vice prevails. 
Celestial Justice balances her scales 3 
With eye unbiaas’d all the scene surveys. 
With hand impartial ev’ry crime she weigH^ 
Oft close pursuing at his trembling heels, 

The man of blood her awful presence feels 3 
Oft from her arm, amidst the blaze of state.. 
The regal tyrant, with success elate. 

Is forc’d to leap the precipice of fate! 

Or if the villain pass unpuniah’d here, 

'Tis but to make the future stroke severe 3 
For soon or late eternal Justice pays 
Mankind the just desert of all their ways. 

’Tis in that awful all-disclosing day. 

When high Omniscience shall her books dis- 
play. 

When Justice shall present her strict account. 
While Conscience shall attest the due amount 3 
That all who feel, condemn the dreadful rod. 
Shall own that righteous are the ways of God! 

Oh then, while penitence can fate disarm. 
While ling’nng Justice yet withholds its ahv 3 
While heavenly patience grants the prediom 
time, 

the lost sinner think him of his crime; 
Immediate, to the scat of mercy fly. 

Nor wait to-morrow—lest to-night he die! 

But tremble, all ye sins of blackest birth. 
Ye giants, that dbform the face of earth 3 
Tremble, ye sons of aggravated guilt, 

And, ere too late, let sorrow learn to melt: 
Remorseless Murder 1 drop thy hand severe. 
And bathe thy bloody weapon with a tear 3 
Gh>, Lust impure! converse with friendly 
light. 

Forsake the mansions of defiling night; 

Quit, dark Hypocrisy, thy thin disguise, 

Nor think to cheat the notice of the skies! 
lUnsocial Avarice, thy grasp forego, 

And bid the useftd treasure learn to.flow! 
Restore, Injustice, the deftauded 
Oppression, bend to ease the captive’s chain. 
Ere awful Justice strike tlie fetal blow. 

And drive you to the realms of night below! 

But Doubt resumes—If Justice has decreed 
The punishment proportion’d to the deed 3 
Eternal misery seems too severe, ' 

Too dread a weight for wretched mau'fobear! 
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Too hanh !'-4hat endleas torments should re* All the fair beauties, all the lucid stores, 

* • pay Which o'er thy work thy hand lesidendent 

* The crimes of life—the errors of a day !” Feeble thy brighter glories to display, [poms. 

In vain our reason would . presumptuous Pale as the moon before the solar ray! 

pry; See on his throne the gaudy Persian plac'd, 

Heav’ns counsels are beyond conception high : In all the pomp of the luxuriant east! 
jJn vain would thought his measur’d justice While mingling gems a borrow’d day mfolu, 
scan ; And the rich purple waves emboss'd with gold; 

* His ways hr'w diiierent from the ways of man ! Yet mark this scene of painted grandeur yield 
Too deep for tlipe his secrets are to know, To the fair lily that adorns the field! 

Inquire not, but more wisely shun the woe; Obscur’d, behold that fainter lily lies. 

Warn’d by his threat’nings, to his laws attend. By the rich bird’s inimitable dyes; 

And learg to make Omnipotence thy friend ! Yet these survey confounded and outdone 
Our weaker laws, to gain the purpos’d ends. By the superior lustre of the sun ; 

Oft pass the bounds the lawgiver intends. That sun himself withdraws his lessen’d beam 

Oft partial pow’r, to serve its own design, From Thee, the glorious Author of his frame 1 

Warps from the text, exceeding reason’s line; Transcendent Pow’r ! sole arbiter of fate! 
Strikes biass’d at the person, nut the deed, How great thy glory I and thy bliss how great! 
And sees the guiltless unprotected bleed ! 'i'o view from thy exalted throne above. 

But God alone, with unimpassion’d sight, (Litcrnal source of light, and life, and love) 

Surveys the nice barrier of wrong and right: TJnnamber'd creatures draw their smiling birth. 
And while subservient as his will ordains, To bless the heav’ns, or beautify the earth, 
Obedient nature yields the present means; While systems roll obedient to thy view. 
While neither force nor passions guide his And worlds Rejoice—^which Newton never 
views, knew, 

Ev’p Evil works the purpose he pursues ! Then raise the song, the gen’ral anthem raise. 

That bitter spring, the source of human priin ! And swell the concert of eternal praise ! 
Heal’d by his touch does mineral health con* Assist, ye orbs, that form this boundless whole, 

Which In the wombof space unnumber'd roll; 
Ye planets who compose our lesser scheme. 
And bend, concertive, round the solar frame; 
Thou eye of nature ! whose extensive ray 
With endless cheums adorns the face of day; 
Consenting raise th’ harmonious joyful sound. 
And bear his praises thro’ the vast profound! 
Hts praise, ye winds that fan the cheerful air. 
Swift as they pass along your pinions bear! 
Observant walk, and sing his daily praise; His praise let ocean through her realms dis- 
Ye righteous few ! whose calm unruffled Far as her circling billows can convoy I [play, 
breasts His praise, ye misty vapors, wide diffuse. 

No fears can darken, and no guilt infests, In rains descending, or in milder dews! 

To whom his gracious promises extend. His praises whisper, yc majestic trees. 

In whom they centre, and in whom shall end. As your tops rustle to the gentle breeze ! 
Which (bless’d on that foundation sure who His praise around, ye flow'ry tribes, exhale, 
build) Far os your sweets enbalm the spicy gale ! 

Shall with eternal Justice €e fulfill’d : His praise, ye dimpled streams, to earth reveal. 

Ye sons of life, to whose glad hope is giv’n As pleas’d yc murmur through the flow’ry vale ! 

The bright reversion of approaching heav’n. His praise, ye feather’d choirs, distinguish’d 
With grateful hearts his glorious praise recite, As to your notes the vocal forests ring! [sing. 
Whose love from darkness call’d you out to His praise proclaim, ye monsters of the deep, 
So let your piety reflective shine, [light; Who in the vast abyss your revels keep! 

Or ye, fair natives of our earthly scene. 

Who range the wilds, or haunt the pasture 
green! 

Nor thou, vain lord of earth, with careless ear 
The nniversal hymn of worship hear! 

But ardeift in the sacred chorus join. 

Thy tpul transported with the task divine! 
While by his works th’ Almighty is confess’d. 
Supremely glorii ‘.s, and supremely hlesa’d ! 
Great Lord of life! from whom this humble 
frame ^ 

Derives the pow’r to sing thy holy name, 
Forgive the lowly Muse whose artleH lay 
Hasdar’d thy sacred Attributes survey! 


As men may thence confess his truth divine ! 
And when this mortal veil, as soon it must. 
Shall drop, returning to its native dust; 

•The work of life with approbation done, 
Receive from God your bright immortal crowe, 

^ XI. CLOKY. 

* -But oh, advent’rous Muse, restrain thy flight. 
Dare not the blaze of uncreated light! 

Before whose glorious throne with dread sur¬ 
prise 

Th’ adoring Seraph veils his dazzled eyes; 
V^ihnsepute efliilgence, radiant to excess, 

Mo eolmesn describe or words express! 


And dark affliction at his potent rod, [tain ; 
Withdraws its cloud, and brightens into good. 

Thus human justice (far as man can go) 

For private safety strikes the dubious blow; 
But Rectitude divine, with nobler soul. 
Consults each individual in the whole ! 
Directs the ipues of each moral strife, 

And sees creation struggle into life ! 

And von, ye happier souls ! who in his ways 


•s,. 
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Delighted oft through Nature’s beauteous field 
Has she ador’d thy wisdom bright reveal’d; 
Oft have her wishes aim’d the secret song, 
But awful rev’rencc still withheld her tongue. 
Yet as thy bounty lent the reas’ning beam, 

As feels my conscious breast thy vital flame, 
.So, blest Creator, let thy servant pay 
His mite of gratitude this feeble way; 

'Thy goodness own, thy Providence adore. 

And yield thee only—^what was thine before. 

4 27. On the Deity. Mrs. Barbauld. 

I READ God's awful name emblazon’d high, 
With gulden letters on th’ illumin’d sky; 

Nor less the mystic characters 1 see, 

Wrought in each flower, inscrib’d on ev'ry 
In ev’ry leaf that trembles to the breeze [tree; 
I hear the voice of God among the trees. 
With thee in shady solitudes I walk. 

With thee in busy crowded cities talk; 

In ev’iy creature own thy forming power, 

In each event thy providence adore. 

Thy hope shall animate my drooping soul, 
■Thy precepts guide me, and tHy fear control: 
■Thus shall I rest, unmov’d by all alarms. 
Secure within, the temple of thine arms, 
From anxious cares, from gloomy terrors free. 
And feel myself omnipotent in thee. 

Then when the last, the closing hour draws 
nigh. 

And earth recedes before my swimming eye ; 
When trembling on the doubtful edge of fate 
I stand, and stretch my view to cither state; 
Teach me to quit this ^^’ransitory scene 
With decent triumph and a look serene; 
Teach me to fix my ardent hopes on high, 
And, having liv’d to thee, in thee to die. 

$ 23. Hymns Mrs. Barbauld. 

HYMN 1. 

Praise to God, immortal praise,* 

For the love that crowns our days ; 

Bounteous source of every joy. 

Let thy praise our tongues employ; 

For the blessings of the field, 

For the stores the gardens yield. 

For the vine’s exalted juice, • 

For the gen’rous olive’s use; 

Flocks that whiten all the plain, 

Yellow sheaves of ripen’d gram. 

Clouds that drop their fatt’ning dews, 

.Suns that temp’rate warmth diffuse; 

All that spring with bounteous hand 
Scatters o’er the smiling land ; ' 

All that lib’ral autumn pours i 

From her rich o'erflowing stores; 

* Although the fig-tree shall not blossom, neither 
shall fruit be in the vines, the labor of the olive shall 
fail, and the fields shall yield no meat, the flocks shall 
to out off from the fold, and there shall be no herd 
.in the stalls ; yet I will rejoice in the Lord, 1 will 
joy in the God of my salvation. 

Habakkuk, iii. 17,16. 


These to thee, my God, we owe, 

Source whence all our blessings,flow-; > 

And for these my soul shall raise 
Grateful vows and solemn praise. 

Yet, should rising whirlwinds te^r 

From its stem the rip’ning ear; ^ 

Should the fig-tree’s blasted shoot 

Drop her green untimely fruit; 

Should the vine put forth nqfd^re, 

Nor the olive yield her store; 

Though the sick’ning flocks should fall. 

And the herds desert the stall-; 

Should thine alter’d hand restrain 
The early and the latter rain; 

Blast each op’ning bud of joy. 

And the rising year destroy; 

Yet to thee my soul shall raise 
Grateful vows, and solemn praise! 

And, when ev’ry blessing’s flown, 

Love thee—^for thyself alone. 

HTMN II. 

Behold where, breathing love divine. 

Our dying Master stands! 

Ills weeping followers gath’ring round, 
lieqcive his last commands. 

From that mild Teacher’s parting lip 
What tender accents fell! 

The gentle precept which he gave 
Became its author well. 

“ Bless’d is the man whose soft’ning heart 
Feels all another’s pain : 

To whom the supplicating eye 
Was never rais’d in vain; 

“ Whose breast expands with gen’rous warmth 
A stranger's woes to feel: 

And bleeds in pity o’er the wound 
He wants the pow’r to heal. 

“ He spreads his kind supporting arms 
To ev’ry child of grief; 

His secret bounty largely flows, 

And brings unqsk’d relief. 

“ To gentle offices of love 
His feet are never slow; 

He views, through mercy’s melting eye, 

A brother in a foe. 

" Peace from the bosom of his God, 

My peace to him I give! 

And when he kneels before the throne. 

His trembling soul shall live. 

“ To him protection shall be shown, * 

*' And mercy from above 
Descend on those who thus fulfil < 

The perfect law of love.” ' . c 

$ 29. An Address to the Deity. 

Mrs. Barbauld. 

God of my life, and author of my days! 
Permit my feeble voice to lisp thy praise; ■ 
And trembling take upon a mort^ 

That hallow’d name to hafps of 2imphs sung 
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VaeoK i>] 

• 

Yet here the brighteet Seraphs could no more 
Than hide their faces, tremble, and adore. 
vWonns, angels, men, in ev’ry dilPrent sphere, 
Are equal for all are nothing here. 

All Nature faints beneath the mighty name. 
Which Nature's works, thro’ all her parts, pro- 
. claim. 

1 feel that name my inmost thoughts control, 
And breathe an awful stillness thro’ my soul 3 
As by a chan.'', the waves of grief subside 3 
Impetuous passton stops her headlong tide: 

At thy felt presence all emotions cease. 

And my push’d spirit finds a sudden peace, 
Till ev’ry worldly thought within me dies. 

And ehrth’s gay pageants vanish from my eyes. 
Till all my sense is lost in infinite. 

And one vast object fills my aching sight. 

But soon, alas! this holy calm is broke 3 
My soul submits to wear her wonted yoke 3 
With shackled pinions strives to soar in vain, 
And mingles with the dross of earth again. 

But he, our gracious Master, kind as just. 
Knowing our frame, remembers man is dust. 
His spirit, ever brooding o’er our mind. 

Sees the first wish to better hopes inclin’d 3 
Marks the young dawn of ev’ry virtuous aim. 
And fans the smoking flax into a flame: 

His ears are open to the softest cry. 

His grace descends to meet the lifl^ eye 3 
He reads the language of a silent tear, 

And sighs are incense from a heart sincere. 
Such are the vows, the sacrifice I give : 

Adhept the vow, and bid the suppliant live. 
From each terrestrial bondage set me flee 3 
Still ev’ry wish that centres not in thee 3 
Bid my fond hopes, my vain disquiets cease, 
And point my path to everlasting peace. 

If the soft hand of winning pleasure leads 
By living waters, and thro’ flow’ty meiids. 
When all is smiling, tranquil, and serene. 

And vernal beauty paints the flatt’ring scene. 
Oh! teach me to elude each latent snare, 

And whisper to my sliding heart—Beware! 
With caution let me hear the Syren’s voice. 
And doubtful, with a trembling heart rejoice. 
If friendless in a vale of teirs I stray, 

Where briers wound, and thorns perplex my I 
way. 

Still let my steady soul thy goodness see. 

And with strong confidence lay hold on thee 3 
With equal eye my various lot receive. 
Resign’d to die, or resolute to live 3 
Prepar’d to kiss the sceptre or the rod. 

While God is seen in ail and all in God. 

• I read his awful name emblazon’d high 
With golden letters on th’ illumin’d sky. • 
Nor le^the mystic characters I see 
Wrojigii*' in each flow'r, inscrib'd on ev’iy 

* ■ tree: 

In ev’ry leaf that trembles to the breeze 
I hear theveice of God among the trees3 
With thee in shady solitudes 1 walk. 

With thee in busy crowded cities talk 3 
In,qv’ry creature own thy forming pow’r. 

In eaSSti x> . ^pt thyaprovidenoe adore. 


Thy hopes shall animate my drooping soul, 
Thy precepts guide me, and thy fear control. 
Thus shaill I rest unmov’d by all alarms. 
Secure within the temple of thine arms, 
From anxious cares, from gloomy terrors free, 
And feel myself omnipotent in thee. 

Then, when the last, the closing hour draws 
nigh, 

And earth recedes before my swimming eye 3 
When trembling on the doubtful edge of &te 
I stand, and stretch my view to either state 3 
Teach me to quit this transitory scene 
With decent triumph and a look serene 3 
Teach me to fix my ardent hopes on high. 
And, having liv’d to thee, in thee to die. 

$ 30 . A Summer Evening’s Meditation. 

Mrs. Barbauld. 

Ono sun by day, by night ten thousand shine. 

Young. 

'Tis past! the sultry tyrant of tlie south 
Has spent his shurt-liv’d rage : more grateful 
hours 

Move silent on : the skies no more repel 
The dazzled sight 3 but, with mild maiden 
beams 

Of temper’d light, invite the cherish’d eye 
To wander o’er their sphere 3 where, hung 
aloft, 

Dian’s bright crescent, like a silver bow 
New strung in heaven, lifts high its beamy 
horns, 

Impatient for the night, and seems to push 
Her brother down the^sky. Fair Venus shines, 
Ev’n in tlie eye of day; with sweetest beam 
Propitious shines, and shakes a trembling flood 
Of soften’d radiance from her dewy locks. 
The shadows spread apace 3 while meeken’d 
Eve, 

Her cheek yet warm with blushes, slow retires 
Through the Hesperian gardens of the 'west. 
And shuts the gates of day. 'Tis now the hour 
When Contemplation, from her sunless haunts, 
The cool damp grotto, or the lonely depth 
Of unpierc’d woods, where, wrapt in silent 
shade. 

She mus’d away the gaudy hours of noon, 

And fed on thoughts unripen’d by the sun. 
Moves forward 3 and witii radiant finger points 
To yon blue concave swell'd by breath divine, 
Where, one by one, the living eyes of heaven 
Awake, quick kindling o’er tlie face uf ether 
One boundless blaze 3 ten thousand trembling 
fires. 

And dancing lustres, where the unsteady eye. 
Restless iftid dazzled, wanders unconfin’d 
O’er gll this field of, glories : spacious field, 
And worthy of the master: he whose hand, 
With hieroglyphics elder than the Nile, 
Inscrib’d the mystic tablet 3 hung on high 
To public gaz^ and said, Adore, O man. 

The finger or thy God'. Prom what pun 
wells 

Of milky light-, what soft o’erflowing xaOt 
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Are all these lamps so fill'd ? these friendly 
lamps, 

For ever streaming o’er the azure deep 
To point our path and light us to our home. 
How soft they slide along their lucid spheres! 
And, silent as the foot of time, fulfil 
Their destin’d courses : Nature’s self is hush’d, 
And, but a scatter’d leaf which rustles through 
The thick-wove foliage, not a sound is heard 
To break the midnight air; though the rais’d 
ear. 

Intensely list’ning, drinks in ev’iy breath. 
IJowdeep the silence, yet how loud the praise! 
Hut are they silent all ? or is there not 
A tongue in cv’ry star that talks with man. 
And wooes him to be wise ? nor wooes in vain. 
This dead of midnight is the noon of thought. 
And wisdom mounts her zenith with the stars. 
At this still hour the self-collected soul 
Turns inward, and beholds a stranger there 
iUf high descent and more than mortal rank; 

embryo God; a spark of fire divine. 

Which must burn on for ages, when the sun 
(Fair transitory creature of a day) 

Has clos’d his golden eye, and. wrapt in shades, 
'Forgets his wonted journey through the east. 

Ye citadels of light, and seats of Gods ! 
Perhaps my future home, from whence the 
soul. 

Revolving periods past, may oft look back, 
With recollected tenderness, on all 
The various busy scenes she left below. 

Its deep-laid projects and its strange events, 
As on some fond and doting talc that sooth'd 
Her infant hours—O bp it lawful now 
To tread the hallow'd circle of your courts. 
And with mute wonder and delighted awe 

Approach your burning coniines!-Seiz’d in 

thought,' 

On fancy’s wild and roving wing I sail 
From the green borders of the peopled earth, 
And the pale moon, her duteous fair at¬ 
tendant ; 

From solitary Mars.; from the vast orb 
Of Jupiter, whose huge gigantic bulk 
Dances in ether like the lightest leaf; 

To the dim verge, the suburbs of the system. 
Where cheerless Saturn, 'midst his wat’ry 
moons, ^ 

.Girt with a lucid zone, in gloomy pomp. 

Sits like an ezil’d monarch; fearless thence 
1 launch into the trackless deeps of space. 
Where, burning round, ten thousand suns 
appear. 

Of elder beam; which ask no leave to shine 
Of our terrestrial star, nor borrow light 
From the proud regent of our seamy day ; 
Sops of the morning, first-born of creation. 
And only less than him who marks their 
track, [stop, 

Awi guides their fiery wheels. Here must 1 
Or is there aught beyond 7 What hand un¬ 
seen 

Impels me onward thro’ the glowing orbs 
Of habilable nature, far remote. 


To the dread confines of etesmal night, 

To solitudes of vast unpeopled space, 

Tite deserts of creation, wide and wild. 

Where embryo systems and unkindled suns 
Sleep in the womb of chaos! Fancy droops, 
And thought astonish’d stops her bold career. 
But, oh thou mighty Mind I whose pow’rfaL—. 
word 

Said, Thus let all things be, and thns they 
were, ^ [bhun'd 

Where shall I seek thy presence? how un- 

Invoke thy dread perfection 7- [thee 7 

Have the broad eyelids of the mpm beheld 
Or docs the beamy shoulder of Orion 
Support thy throne 7 O look with pity down 
On erring, guilty man ! not in thy names 
Of terror clad; not with those thunders arm’d 
That conscious Sinai felt, when fear appall’d 
The scatter’d tribes! Thou hast a gentler 
voice 

That whispers comfort to the swelling hean) 
Abash’d, yet longing to behold her Maker. 

But now my soul, unus’d to stretch lier 
pow’rs 

Tn flights BO daring, drops her weary wing. 

And seeks again the known accustom’d spot, 
Drest up with sun, and shade, and lawns, and 
streams; 

A mansion fair and spacious for its guest. 

And full replete with wonders. Let me here. 
Content and grateful, wait the appointed time. 
And ripen for the skies; the hour will come 
When all these splendors bursting on my 
sight 

Shall stand unveil’d, and to my ravish’d senso 
Unlock the glories of the world unknown. 

$ 31. Hymn to Content. 

Mrs. BARBAVLn. 

O Thou, the-Nymph with placid eye! 

O seldom found, yet ever nigh! 

Receive my temp’rate vow. 

Not aU the storms that shake the pole. 

Can e’er disturb thy halcyon soul, 

And smooth cnalter’d brow. 

O come, in simple vest array’d. 

With all thy sober cheer display’d, 

To bless my longing sight; 

Thy mien compos’d, thy even pace. 

Thy meek regard, thy matron grace. 

And chaste subdu’d delight. 

No more by varying passions beat, 

O gently guide my pilgrim feet 
To find thy hermit cell; 

Where in some pure and equal sky. 

Beneath thy soft indulgent eye ^ ' 

The modest virtues dwell. 

Simplicity in Attic vest, 

And Innocence with candid breast. 

And clear undaunted eye; 

And Hope, who points to distant yean. 

Fair op’ning through this vale of lean 
A vista to the sky. ^ 
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'There Health, throngh whose calm bosom 
*The temp'rate joys in even tide, [glide 

•’ * ^at rarely ebb or flowj 
And Patience there, thy sister meek. 

Presents her mild unvarying cheek 
To meet the oiler’d blow. 

Her influence taught the Phrygian sage 
A. tyrant master's wanton rage 
* With settled smiles to meet; 

Inur'd to toil and bitter bread, 

He bow’d his meek submitted head, 

And kiss’d thy sainted feet. 

Put thou, O Nymph, retir’d and coy! 

In whab brown hamlot dost thou joy 
To tell thy tender tale 1 
The lowliest children of the ground. 

Moss-rose and violet blossom round, 

And lily of the vale. 

O say what soft propitious hoar 
1 best may choose to hail thy pow’r, 

And court thy gentle sway 1 
When Autumn, friendly to the Muse, 

Shall thy own modest tints difiTuse, 

And shed thy milder day : 

When Eve, her dewy star beneath, 

Thy balmy spirit loves to breathe, 

And every storm is laid; 

If such an hour was e'er thy choice. 

Oil let me he^ thy soothing voice. 

Low whisp’ring through the shade. 

To Wiadom. Mrs. Basbauld. 

O Wisdom, if thy soft control 
Can sooth the.sickness of the soul. 

Can bid the warring passions cease. 

And breathe the calm of tender peace : 
Wisdom I I bless thy gentle sway. 

And ever, ever will obey. 

But if thou com’st with frown austere 
To nurse the brood of care and fear; 

To bid our sweetest passions die. 

And leave us in their room a sigh; 

Or if thine aspect stern have pow’x 
■ T o wither each poor transiept flow’r 
That cheers this pilgrimage of woe. 

And dry the springs whence hope should flow} 
Wisdom, thine empire I disclaim, 

I’hou empty boast of pompous name 1 
In gloomy shade of cloisters dwell, 

But never haunt my cheerful cell. 

Hail to pdeasure’s frolic train : 

Hail to fancy’s golden reign ! 

Festive mirth and laughter wild, 

Free and sportful as the child! 

Hope with eager sparkling eyes, * 

And eas^/aith and fond surprise! 

Let ttiejb^ in fairy colors drest, 

' ^olr ever share my careless breast: 

'Then, tho’ wise I may not be, 

The wise themselves shall envy me. 

^ 33.' Detpondeney. An Ode. Burns. 

’ ^OrpiuiSs'D with grief, oppress’d with care, 

' A bur&R'u-.'Te tl^ I can bear. 


I I sit me down and nigh: 

O life! thou art a galling Imd, 

A long, a rough, a weaiy road. 

To wretches such as 1! 

Dim backward as I cast my view, 

What sick’ning scenes appear 7 
What sorrows yet may pierce me through. 
Too justly 1 may fear! 

Still caring, despairing 
Must be my bitter doom; 

My woes here shall close ne’er. 

But with the closing tomb! 

Happy ! ye sons of busy Ufe, 

Who, equal to the bustling strife, 

No other view regard ! 

Ev’n when the wished end’s denied, 

Yet while the busy means are plied, 

They bring their own reward: 

Whilst I, a hope-abandon’d wight. 

Unfitted with an aim, 

Meet ev’iy sad returning night 
And joyless mom the same. 

You, bustling and justling. 

Forget qpch grief and pain; 

I, listless yet restless. 

Find ev’iy prospect vain. 

How blest the Solitary’s lot. 

Who all-forgetting, all-forgot. 

Within his humble cell. 

The cavern wild with tangling roots. 

Sits o’er his newly-gather’d fruits, 

Beside his crystal well! 

Or haply to his ev’ning thought. 

By unfrequented stream. 

The ways of men are (^stant brought, 

A faint-collected dream: 

While praising, and raising 
His thoughts to Heav’n on high. 

As wand'nng, meand’ring, 

He views the solemn sky. 

Than I, no lonely Hermit plac’d 
Where never human footstep trac’d. 

Less fit to play the part. 

The lucky moment to improve. 

And just to stop and just to move. 

With self-respecting art: 

But ah! those pleasures, loves, and joys. 
Which I too keenly taste. 

The Solitary can despise. 

Can want, and yet be blest! 

He needs not, he heeds not. 

Or human love or hate ! 

Whilst I here, must cry here. 

At perfidy ingrate! 

Oh! enviable early days. 

When d.ancing thoughtless Pleasure’s maze. 
To Cafe, to Guilt unknown! 

How W eschong’d for riper times. 

To feel the follies or the crimes 
Of others, or my own! 

Ye tiny elves, that guiltless sport 
Like linnets ip the bush. 

Ye little know the ills ye eourt. 

When manhood is your wish! 

The losses, the erosses. 
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That active men engage 5 
The fean all, the tears 
Of dim declining age! 

§ 34. Mm toot made to mourn: a Dirge. 

Bvbns 

Whxit chill Novemher’a surly blast 
hlade fields and forests bore. 

One evening, as 1 wandered forth 
Along the Jnnks of Ayr, 

1 spied a man, whose ag^ step 
Seem'd weary worn with care; 

His face was furrow’d o’er with yean, 

And hoary was his hair. 

’’ Young stranger, whither wanderest thou V 
Began the reverend sage; 

* Does thirst of wealth thy step constrain. 

Or youthful pleasure’s rage 7 

Or, haply, press’d with cares and woes. 

Too soon thou hast b^^an 
To wander forth, with me, to mourn 
The miseries of man. 

'The Sun that overhangs yon*moors. 
Out-spreading far and wide, 

Where hundreds labour to support 
A haughty lordling’s pride 
I’ve seen yon weary winter-sun 
Twice forty times return; 

And every time has added proofs 
That man was made to mourn. 

• O man! while in thy early years 

How prodigal of time! 

Mis-spending all thy {v^ious hours, 

Thy glorious youthful prime ! 

Alternate follies take the sway ! 

Licentious passions burn; 

Which tenfold force gives nature’s law. 

That man was made to mourn. 

' Look not alone on youthful prime. 

Or manhood’s active might; 

Man then is useful to his kind. 

Supported is his right: 

But see him on the e^e of life. 

With cares and sorrows worn; 

Then age and want, O ill-match’d pair! 

Show man was m^e to mourn. 

' A few seem favorites of fate. 

In pleasure’s lap caress’d; 

Yet, think not all the rich and great 
Are likewise truly bless'd. 

But, oh ! what crowds in ev’ry land, 

Are wretched and forlorn ! 

Through weary life this lesson learn, 

That man was made to mourn. ” 

' Many and sharp the numerous ills 
Inwoven with our frame} 

More pointed still we make ourselves, 

Reg^, remorse, and shame ; 

And man, whose heaven-ereoC^ face 
The sniiles of love adorn, 

Man’s inhumanity to man 
Makes countless thousands mourn! 


' See yonder poor, o’erlabour’d wight. 

So abject, mean and vile. 

Who begs a brother of the earth 
To give him leave to toil; 

And see his lordly fellow-worm 
The poor petition spurn, 

Unmin^ul though a weeping wife ' 
And helpless o&pring mourn. 

' If I’m design’d yon lordling’s slave. 

By Nature’s law design’d. 

Why was an independent wish 
E’er planted in my mind 7 
If not, why am 1 subject to t 
His cruelty or scorn 7 
Or why has man the will and pow’r 
To make his fellow mourn 7 

Yet, let not this too much, my son. 

Disturb thy youthful breast; 

This partial view of human kind 
Is surely not the last! *% 

The poor, oppressed, honest man. 

Had never, sure, been born, 

Had there not been some recompense 
To comfort those that mourn! 

’ O death ! the poor man’s dearest friend. 

The kindest and the best! 

Welcome the hour my aged limbs 
Are laid with thee at rest! 

The great, the wealthy, fear thy blow. 

From pomp and pleasure torn: 

But, oh ! a bless’d relief to those 
That weary-laden mourn!’ 

$ 35. The Fraitty md Folly of Mm. Pkior, 

Great Heav’n ! how frail thy creature Mon 
is made! 

How by himself insensibly betray’d ! 

In our own strength unhappily secure. 

Too little cautious of the adverse pow’r; 

And, by the blast of self-opinion mov’d, 

We wish to charm, and seek to be belov’d. - 
On pleasure’s flow’ry brink we idly stray, 
Masters as yet of our returning way ; 

Seeing no danger we disarm our mind, 

And give our conduct to the waves and wind: 
Then in the flow’iy mead, or verdant shade. 
To wanton dalliance negligently laid. 

We weave the chaplet, and we crown the 
And smiling see the nearer waters roll; [bowl. 
Till the strong gusts of raging passion rise. 
Till the dire tem])e8t mingles earth and skies j 
And, swift into the boundless ocean borne. 
Our foolish confidence too late we mourn :, 
^ound our devoted heads the billows beat; 
And from our troubled view the le8|pn’d lands 
retreat. 

$ 36. Charity: A Paraphraee on 1 Cor. xit|. 

Prior. 

Did sweeter sounds adorn my flowing tongue 
Than ever man pronounc’d or angel sung ; 
Had I all knowledge, human ond^ji^, 

That thought can reach oi sciejiaTbui define 
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■ And had I power to give that knowledge birth, 

• In flU the speechea of the babbling Earth; 

Did Shadrach’a zeal my glowing breast in- 
To weary tortures and rejoice in fire ; [spire, 
Or had I faith like that which Israel saw 
'When Moses gave them miracles and law; 
•Yet, gracious Charity, indulgent guest, 

Were not thy power exerted in my breast. 
Those speeches would send up unheeded pray'r. 
That acorn of life would be but wild despair; 
A cymbal’s sound were better than my voice 3 
My faith were form, my eloquence were noise. 

Charitjs! decent, modest, easy, kind. 

Softens the high, and rears the abject mind : 
Knows with just reins, and gentle hand to 
guide 

Betwixt vile shame and arbitrary pride. 

Not soon provok’d, she easiW forgives. 

And much she suffers, as she much believes. 
Soft peace she brings wherever she arrives. 
She builds our quiet, as she forms our lives 3 
Lays the rough paths of peevish nature even, 
And opens in each heart a little heaven. 

Each other gift which God on man bestows 
Its proper bounds and due reflection knows. 
To one fix’d purpose dedicates its pow’r. 

And finishing its act, exists no more. 

Thus, in obedience to what Heaven decrees, 
Knowledge shall fail and prophecy shall cease 3 
But lasting Charity’s more ample sway, 

Nor bound by time, nor subject to decay. 

In Aappy triumph shall for ever live, 

And en^ess good diffuse, and endless praise 
receive. 

As through the artist’s intervening glass 
Our eye observes the distant planets pass, 

A little we discover, but allow 
That more remains unseen than art can show 3 
.So wlulst our mind its knowledge would im- 
(Itsfeeble eye intent on things above) [prove, 
High as we may we lift our reason up. 

By faith directed, and confirm’d by hope 3 
Yet are we able only to survey 
Dawnings of beams, and promises of day. 

> Heaven’s fuller efSuencc mocks our dazzled 
sight. 

Too great its swiftness, and too strong its light. 

But soon the mediate clouds shall be dispell’d, 
The sun shall soon be face to face beheld. 

In all his robes, with all his gloiy on, 

Seated sublime on his meridian throne. 

Then constant Faith and holy Hope shall die. 
One lost in certainty, and one in joy 3 
Whilst thou, more happy power, fair Charity, 
triumphant rister, greatest of the three, 

Thy of^e and thy nature still the same, * 
Lastini^hy lamp, and unconsum’d thy flame, 
Shalt snll survive— 

^halt stand before the host of Heaven confess’d. 
For ever blessing, and for ever bless’d. 

37. A Pang>hr<ue on the latter part qf the 
fiixth Chapter qf 8t. Matthew. Thomson. 

Wh:- •nv breast labors with oppressive care, 
j^nd o’er Uv :^ee|L descends the falling tear 3 


While all my warring pai^ions are at strilh. 
Oh let me listen to the words of life! 

Raptures deep felt hisdofetrine did impart. 
And thus he rais’d fronfi earth the drooping 
heart: 

Think not, when all yo nr scanty stores afford 
Is spread at once upon tfae sparing board 3 
Think not, when worn the homely robe ap> 


pears, . 

While on the roof the howling tempest bears ; 
What farther shall this feeble life sustain 7 
And what shall clothe < these shiv’ring limbs 
again 7 

Say, dAcs not life its nourishment exceed T 
And the fair body its in vesting weed 7 
Behold! and look away your low despair— 
See the light tenants of the barren air: 

To them nor stores nor (p'anaries belong. 
Nought but the woodland and the pleasing 
sopg 3 

Yet your kind heav’nly Father bends his eye 
On the leart wing that flitn along the sky. 
i To him they sing when spring renews the plain 
To him they say in winte,r’B pinching reign ; 
Nor is their music or thei r plaint in vain 3 
He hears the gay and the distressful call. 

And with unsparing bounty fills them all. 

Observe the rising lily’s snowy grace. 
Observe the various vegetable race 3 
They neither toil nor spin, but careless grow. 
Yet see how warm they blush'. how bright 
they glow! 

What reg^ vestmen ts can with them compare 7 
What king so shining, or what queen so fair 7 
If ceaseless thus thetfowls of heav’n he feeds, 
If o’er the fields such lucid robes he spreads, 
Will he not care for you, ye faithless, say 7 
Is he unwise 7 or are ye less than tliey 7 


§ 33. The Sluggard. 'Watts. 

'Tis the voice of a sluggard—I heard him 
complain, [again.” 

“ You have wak’4 me too soon, I must slumber 
As the door on itu hinges, so he on his bed 
Turns his sides and his shoulders, and his 
heavy head. 


“ A little more sleep and a little mote slum¬ 
ber.” [without number. 

Thus he wastes half his days, and his hours 

And when he gets up, he sits folding his 
hands, [stands. 

Or walks about saunt’ring, or trifling he 

I pass’d by his garden, and saw the wild brier, 

The thorn and the thistle grow broader and 
higjher 3 

The clotnes that .hang on him are turning to 
• rags 3 [he begs. 

And his money stiill wastes, till he starves or 


I made him a visit', still hoping to find 
He hod took better care for improving hia 
mind 3 * [drinking. 

Ho told me his d reams, talk’d of eating and 
But he scarce rea-ds his Bible, and never loves 
thinking. 
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Said 1 tiien to m.T heart, " Here’a a lewon 
for me. 

That man's but a fu cture of what I might be; 
But thanks to my fr lends for their care in my 
breeding, [reading!” 

Who taught me bet imes to love working and 

$ 99. The Rote. Watts. 

How fair is the Rose ■! what a beautiful flow’r! 

The glory of Apnl I and May! 

But the leaves are be, ginning to (kde in an hour. 
And they wither at id die in a day. 

Yet the rose has one powerful virtue to boast. 
Above all the flow 'rs of the field: 

When its leaves an i Ml dead, and fine colors 
are lost, 

Still how sweet a perfume it will yield! 


So frail is the youtl i and the beauty of men. 
Though they blc lom and look gay like the 



Time kills them as fast as he goes 

Then I'll not be proud of my youth or my 
beauty. 

Since both of th em withel and fade; 

But gain a good na me by well doing my duty 
T^ will scent li.ke a rose when I’m dead. 

$ 40. The Rote. Cowper. 

The rose had been washed, just washed in a 
Which Mary to Anna conveyed, [shower, 
Theplentifiil moisture iiicuml»red the flower, 
And weigh’d down its beautiful head. 

The cup was all filled, and the leaves were 
And it seemed, to a fan iciful view, [all wet 3 
To weep for the buds it 1 lod left with regret, 
On the flourishing bus! t where it grew. 

I hastily seized it, unfit ai 1 it was 
For a nosegay, so dnpp.ing and drown’d, 

And swinging it rudely, tcio rudely, alas! 

I snapp^ it, it feU to th e ground. 

And such, I exclaimed, is the pitiless part 
Some act by the delicat.e mind. 

Regardless of wringing a nd breaking a heart 
Already to sorrow resif pied. 

This elegant rose, had I f iliaken it less. 

Might have bloom’d wi th its owner a while. 
And the tear, that is wipei I with a little address. 
May be foUowed perhaj» by a smile. 

$ 41. The Ant, or E, nmet. Watts. 

These emmets, how lit tlo they are in our 
qres! [dies. 

We tre^ them to dust r ind a troop ''f them 
Without our regard or t loncem : 

Yet as wise as we are, if we went to their| 
school, 

There’s many a sluggard, and many a fool. 
Some lessons of wisdon 1 might learn. 

They don’t wear their tin le out in sleeping or 
But gather up com in a su n-shiny day, [play, 


And for winter they lay up their stores: 
They manage their work in such regular ^myi, 
One would think they foresaw the frosts 
and the storms. 

And so brought their food within doors 

But 1 have less sense than a poor creeping 
ant, [want. 

If I take not due care for the things I shall 
Nor provide against dangers in time: 

When death or old age shMl stare in my face. 
What a wretch shall I be in the end of my 
If I trifle away all their prime! [days. 

Now, now, while my strength and my youth 
are in bloom, [shall come. 

Let me think what will serve me when sickness 
And pray that my sms be foi^ven : 

Let me read in good books, and believe and 
obey, [of clay. 

That, when death turns me out ofthiscot^e 
I may dwell in a palace in heaven. ^ 

$ 42. A Summer Evening. Watts. 

How fine has the day been, how bright was 
the sun. 

How lovely and joyful the course that he run. 
Though he rose in a mist when his race he 
begun. 

And there followed some droppings of rain!! 
But now the fair traveller’s come to the west. 
His rays all are gold, and his beauties are best; 
He paints the sky gay as he sinks to his rest. 
And foretels a bright rising again. 

Just such is the Christian . his course he begins,. 
Like the sun in a mist, when he mourns for 
his sins, [shines,. 

And melts into tears ; then he breaks out and 
And travels his heavenly way. 

But, when he comes nearer to finish his race. 
Like a fine setting sun, he looks richer in grace. 
And gives a sure hope at the end of his days 
Of rising in brighter array I 

$ 43. Cupio ditaohji. Habinotok. 

The soul, which doth with God unite, 

Those gaieties iSm doth she slight 
Which o'er opimon sway! 

Like sacred virgin wax, which shines 
On altars, or on martyrs’ shrines. 

How doth she burn away! 

How violent are her throes, till she 
From envious earth deliver’d be, 

Which doth her flight restrain! 

How doth she dote on whips and racks. 

On fires, and the so dreaded axe, 

‘ And ev’ry murd’ring pain ! 

How soon she leaves the pride of waebh. 

The flatteries of youth and health. 

And fame’s more precious breath; 

And ev’ry gaudy circumstance. 

That doth tine pomp of life advance. 

At the approach of death ? 

The cunning of astrologers 
Observes each motion of ehe *’ 
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Placing ill knowle^ there: 

■And lovera in their mietrefla’ eyea 
»ConAuct thoee wondera of the akiee^ 

And seek no higher aphere. 

The wand’ring pilot aweata to find 
The cauaea that produce the wind 
, Still gazing on the pole; 

The politician acoma all art, 

■But what doth pride and pow’r impart, 

And awella th’ ambitioua aoul. 

But he whom hearenljr fire doth warm. 

And 'gainat theae potent folliea arm. 

Doth soSerly dizain 
All theae fond human myatcriea, 

Aa the deceitful and unwiae 
Diatempera of our brain. 

He, aa a burden, bears his clay, 

Yet vainly throws it not away 
On ev'ry idle cause: 

But with the same untroubled eye 
Can or resolve to live or die, 

Kcgardleas of th’ applause. 

My God! if 'tie thy great decree 
That this must the last moment be 
Wherein T breathe this air; 

My heart obeys, joy’d to retreat 
From the false favours of the great 
And treach’ry of the fair. 

When thou ahalt please this soul t' enthrone 
Above impure corruption; 

What should I grieve or fear, 

To think this breathless body most 
Become a loathsome heap ol dust, 

And ne’er a^ain appear ? 

For in the fire when ore is tried. 

And by that torment purified, 

Do we deplore the loss T 
And when thou ahalt my soul refine. 

That it thereby may purer shine. 

Shall 1 grieve fiir the dross 7 

$ 44. Mediiation on Death. Lansdowhe. 

" lilirouGH, enough, my soul, Rf worldly noise. 
Of airy pomps, and fleeting joys} 

What doth this busy world provide at best 
But brittle goods, that bre.ak like glass. 

But poison’d sweets, a troubled feast, 

And pleasures like the winds, that in a mo¬ 
ment pass 1 

Thy thoughts to nobler meditations give. 

And study how to die, not how to live. 

•How frail is beauty! Ah, how vain. 

And how short-liv’d those glories are, • 
That Ae our nights and days with pain, 

^ And break our hearts with care 1 
In dust we no distinction see, 

Ruch Helen is} such, Myra, thou must be. 

How short is life! why will vain courtiers toil, 
And crowd a vainm monarch, fbr a smile ? 
What is that monarch, but a mortal man, 

. 1 lis cru >. r a pagea]^t, and his life a span 1 


With all his guards, and his dominions, he 
Must sicken too, and die as well as we. 

Those boasted names of conquerors and kings 
Are swallow’d and become forgotten things} 
One destin’d period men in common have. 
The great, the base, the coward, and the 
brave, [gnve • 

All food alike for worms, companions in the 
The prince and parasite together lie. 

No fortune can exalt, but iteath will climb as 
high. 

$ 45. The Nunc Dimittis. Mxkricx. 

'Tis enough—the hour is come: 

Now within the silent tomb 
Let this mortal frame decay. 

Mingled with its kindred clay} 

Since thy mercies, oft of old 
By thy chosen seers foretold. 

Faithful now and steadfiut prove, 

God of truth, and God of love! 

Since at length my aged eye 
Sees the.day s^ing from on high, 

Sun of righteousness, to thee, 

Lo! the nations bow the knee; 

And the realms of distant kings 
Own the healing of thy wings. 

Those whom death bod overspread 
With his dark and dreary shade. 

Lift their eyes, and from afar 
Hail the light of Jacob’s Star} 

Waiting till the promis'd ray 
Turn their darkness into day. 

See the beams intensely shed. 

Shine o’er Sion’s favord head! 

Never may they hence remove, 

God of truth and God of love ! 

46. The Benedieile para/phrated. 

Merrick 

Ye works of God, on him alone. 

In earth his footstool, heav’n his throne, 

Be all your praise bestow’d ; 

Whose hand the beauteous fabric made. 
Whose eye the finish’d work survey’d. 

And saw that all was good 

Ye angels, that with loud acclaim 
Admiring view’d the new-born frame. 

And hail’d the Eternal King, 

Again proclaim your Maker’s praise. 

Again your thankful voices raise. 

And touch the tuneful string. 

Praise hiim ye blest ethereal plains. 

Where, inTull majesty, he deigns 
fix his awful throne : 

Ye waters that above him roll. 

From orb to orb, from pole to pole, 

O make his praises known! 

Ye thrones, do&nions, virtues, pow’rs, 

Join ye your joyful songs with ours; 

With us your voices raise' 
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From age to age extend the lay, j 

To Heaven's Eternal Monarch pay 
Hymns of eternal praise. 

Celestial orb 1 whose powerfiil ray 
Opes the glad eyelids of the day, 

Whose influence all things own; 

Praise him, whose courts effulgent aUne 
With light as far excelling thine. 

As thine the paler moon. 

Ye glitt'ring planets of the sky, 

Whose lampa^the absent sun supply. 

With him the song pursue; 

And let himself submissive own. 

He borrows from a brighter Sun 
The light he lends to you. 

Ye show’rs and dews, whose moisture shed 
Calls into life the op’niug seed, 

To him your praises yield. 

Whose influence wakes the genial birth, 

Drops fatness on the pregnant earth. 

And crowns the laughing field. 

Ye winds, that oft tempestuous sweep 
The ruffl^ surface of the deep 
With us confess your God; 

See thro’ the heav'hs the King of kings. 
Upborne on your expanded wings, 

Come flying all abroad. 

Ye floods of fire, where’er ye flow. 

With just submission humbly bow 
To his superior pow’r. 

Who stops the tempest on its way. 

Or bids the flaming deluge stray, 

And gives its strength to roar. 

Ye summer’s heat, and winter's cold, 

By turns in long succession roll’d, 

The drooping world to cheer. 

Praise him who gave the sun and moon 
To lead the vaiious seasons on. 

And gmde the circling year. 

Ye frosts, that bind the wat’ry plain, 

Ye silent show’rs of fleecy rain. 

Pursue the heav’nly theme; 

Praise him who sheds the driving snow, 
Forbids the harden’d waves to flow. 

And stops the rapid stream. 

Ye days and nights, that swiftly borne 
From morn to eve, from eve to mom, • 
Alternate glide away, 

Praise him, whose never varying li^t. 

Absent, adds horrw to the night, 

But present, gives the day. 

Light, from whose rays all beauty springs j 
Darkness, whose wide-expanded wings 
Involve the dusky globe; 

Praise him who, when the heav'ns be B|snad, 
Darkness his thick pavilion made. 

And light his regal robe. 

Pruse him, ye lightnings, as ye fly 
Wing’d with his vengeance thiso’ the sky, 

And red with wrath divine j 


[BOOKl* 

Praise him, ye clouds that waad’ring stray, 

Or, fix’d by him, in close array 
Surround his awful shrine. 

Exalt, O earth! thy lleav’nly King, 

Who bids the plants that form the sfning 
With annual verdure bloom} 

Whose frequent drops of kindly lain. 

Prolific swell the np'ning grain. 

And bless thy fertile womb. 

Ye mountains, that ambitious rise. 

And heave your summits to the sUer, 

Revere his awful nod; 

Think how you once affrighted fled^ 

When Jordan sought his fountain-head, 

And own’d the approaching God. 

Yc trees, that fill the rural scene; 

Ye fiow’rs, that o’er the enamell’d green 
In native beauty reign; 

O praise the ruler of the skies. 

Whose hand the genial sap suppiiesr *1 
And clothes the smiling plain. 

Ye secret springs, ye gentle rills. 

That murm'riiig rise among the hills. 

Or fill the humble vale; 

Praise him, at whose Almighty nod 
The rugged rock dissolving flow’d. 

And form'd a springing well. 

Praise him, yc floods, and seas profound. 
Whose waves the spacious earth surround,. 

And roll from shore to shore; 

Aw’d by Ills voice, ye seas, subside; 

Ye floods within your channels glide. 

And tremble and adore. 

Ye whales, that stir the boiling deep. 

Or in its dark recesses sleep. 

Remote from human eye. 

Praise him by whom ye all are fed; 

Praise him, without whose heavenly aid,. 

Ye languish, faint, and die. 

Ye birds, exalt our Maker’s name; 

Begin, and with th’ important theme 
Your artless lays improve; 

Wake with your songs the rising day, 

Let music sound on ev’ry spray. 

And fill the vocal grove. 

Praise him, ye beasts, that nightly roam. 

Amid the salutary gloom, 

Th’ expected prey to seize; 

Ye alaves of the laborious plough, 

Youi stubborn necks submissive bow, 
i And bend your wearied knees. 

Ye sons of men, his praise display, 

Who stamp’d his image on your clay, 

And gave it pow’r to move ; a 
Ye that in Judah’s confines dw^. , 

From age to age successive tell 
The wonders of bis love. 

Let Levi’s tribe the lay prolongi, 

Till angels listen to the song. 

And bend attention down. 
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Let wonder seize the heavenly train, 

•Pleas’d while they hear a mortal strain 
k-.'* So sweet, so like their own. 

And you your thankful voices join. 

That oft at Salem’s sacred shrine 
Before his altars kneel j 
Where thron’d in majesty he dwells, 

And from the mystic cloud reveals 
• The dictates of his will. 

Ye spirits of the just and good. 

That, eager for the bless'd abode. 

To heavenly mansions soar; 

O let your tongs his praise display, 

7’ill heajren itself shall melt away. 

And time shall be no more I 

Praise him, ye meek and humble train, 

Ye saints, whom his decrees ordain 
The boundless bliss to share; 

O praise him, till ye take your way 
To regions of eternal day, 

And reign for ever there. 

I.et us, who now impassive stand. 

Aw’d by the tyrant's stern command, 

Amid the fiery blaze; 

While thus we triumph in the flame. 

Rise, and our Maker’s love proclaim. 

In hymns of endless praise. 

$ 47. A Funeral Hymn. Mallet. 

Ye midnight shades, o’er nature spread 1 
Ddmb silence of the dreary hour! 

In honor of th’ approaching dead. 

Around your awful terrors pour. 

Yes, pour kround. 

On this pale ground. 

Through all this deep surrounding gloom, 
The sober thought. 

The tear untaught, 

Those meetest mourners at a tomb. 

Lo! as the surplic’d train drew near 
To this last mansion of mankind. 

The slow sad bell, the sable bier, 

In holy musing wrapt the ijfind! 

And while their beam, 

With trembling stream. 

Attending tapers faintly dart; 

Each mould’ring bone. 

Each sculptur’d stone, 

Strikes mute instruction to the heart [ 

Now let the sacred oigan blow. 

With solemn pause, and sounding slow; 
Now let the voice due measure keep, 

In strains that sigh, and words that weepj 
Till all tlm vocal current blended roll. 

Not to duress,but lift the soaring soul: 

(> 

-Tb-lift it in the Maker’s praise. 

Who first inform’d our frame with breath; 
And, after some few stonny days. 

Now, gracious, gives us o’er to death. 

No King of Fears 
^ In him appears. 
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Who shuts the scene of hnman woes. 

Beneath his shade 
Securely laid, 

The dead alone find true repose. 

Then, while we mingle dust with dust. 

To One, supremely good and wise. 

Raise hallelvyahs! God is just. 

And man most happy when he dies! 

His winter past. 

Fair spring at last 
Receives him on her flow’iy shore! 

Where pleasure’s rose 
Immortal blows, 

And sin and sorrow are no more I 

$ 48. Vent Creator Spiritue, paraphrased. 

Drydeh. 

Creator Spirit, by whose aid 
The world’s foundations first were laid. 

Come visit ev’ry pious mind; 

Come pour thy joys on human kind. 

From sin and sorrow set us free. 

And make thy temples worthy thee. 

O source of igicreated light, 

The Father’s promis’d Paraclete! 

Thrice holy fount, thrice holy fire. 

Our hearts with heavenly love inspire; 

Come, and thy sacred unction bring 
To sanctify us while we sing. 

Plenteous of grace, descend from high. 

Rich in thy sevenfold energy! 

Thou strength of his Almighty hand. 

Whose pow’r does heaven and earth conunand. 
Proceeding Spirit, our defence. 

Who dost the gift of toggues dispense. 

And crown thy gift with eloquence ! 

Refine and purge our earthly parts; 

But, oh, inflame and fire our hearts. 

Our frailties help, our vice control. 

Submit the senses to the soul; 

And when rebellious they are grown. 

Then lay thy hand, and hold them down. 
Chase from our minds th’ infernal foe 
And peace, the fruit of love, bestow; 

And, lest our feet should step astray. 

Protect and guide us in the way. 

Make us eternal truth receive, 

And practise all that we believe; 

Give us thyself, that we may see 
The Father, and the Son, by thee. 

Immortal honor, endless fame, 

Attend th’ Almighty Father’s name ; 

Thy Saviour Son be glorified. 

Who for lost man’s redeRq>tion died: 

And equal adoration be, 

* Eternad Pa^lete, to thee! 

$ 4^ A Night Piece. Miss Caatsr. 

While night in solemn shade invests the pole. 
And calm reflection sooths the pensive soul. 
While reason undisturb’d asserts her sway. 
And life’s deceitAil colors fade away; 

To thee! all-conscious Presence! 1 devote 
This peaceful interval of sober thought} 
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Hsn all tuj iMiiusr lacmutm confine j 
And be thin hour of eacred silence thine! 

If, by the day’s illosive scenes misled, 

My erring soul inun virtue’s path has stray’d; 
Snar’d by example, or by passion warm’d, 
Some false delight my giddy sense has charm’d 3 
My calmer thoughts the wretched choice re¬ 
prove, 

And my beat hopes are centred in thy love. 
Depriv’d of this can life one joy afibrd ? 

Its utmost boast a vain unmeaning word. 

But, ah ! |iow oft my lawless passions rove, 1 
And break those awful precepts I approve' I 
¥\UB\ie the fatal \mpvdae 1 abboi, 

And violate the 'virtue I adore! 

Oft when thy better Spirit's guardian care, 
Warn’d my fond soul to shun the tempting 
snare; 

My stubborn will his gentle aid repress’d. 

And check’d the rising goodness in my breast 3 
Mad with vain hopes, or urg’d by false desires, 
Still’d his soft voice, and quench’d his sacred 
fires. [dust, 

lyith grief oppress’d, and prostrate in the 
Shouldst thou condemn, I owui thy sentence 
just. 

But, oh! thy softer titles let me claim. 

And plead my cause by Mercy’s gentle name. 
Mercy ! that wipes the penitential tear. 

And dissipates the horrors of despair! 

From righteous justice steals the vengeful hour, 
Softens the dreadful attribute of pow’r, 
Disarms the wrath of an offended God, 

And seals my pardon in a Saviour’s blood! 

All pow’rful Grace, exert thy gentle sway. 
And teach my rebel passions to obey 3 
Lest lurking Folly, with insidious art. 

Regain my volatile inconstant heart! 

Shall every high resolve Devotion frames 
Be only lifeless sounds and specious names 1 
Oh rather, while thy hopes and fears control. 
In this still hour, each motion of my soul, 
Secure its safety by a sudden doom, 

And be the soft retreat of sleep my tomb! 
Calm let me slumber in that dark repose. 

Till the last morn its orient beam disclose : 
Then, when thb great archangel’s potent sound 
Shall echo through creation’s ample round, 

Wnk’d from the sleep of death, with joy survey 
The opening splendors of eternal day. » 

$ fiO. Written at Midnight in a TJumder 
Btorm. Carter. 

Let eo-woed Guilt, with pallid fear, 

To shelt'ring caverns fly, 

And justly dre^ the ven^ul fate^ 

Th^ thunders through the sky. 

c 

Protected by that hand, whose law 
The threat’ning storms obey. 

Intrepid virtue smiles secure, 

As in the blaze of day. ^ 

In the thick cloud’s tremendous gloom, 

The Ughtniiig’s lurid glare. 


It views the same aU-graelous Pow'r 
That breathes the vernal air. 

Through Nature’s ever-varying scene, 

By different ways pursued. 

The one eternal end of Heav’n 
Is universal good: 

i With like beneficent effect 
O’er flaming ether glows, 

As when it tunes the linnet’s voice. 

Or blushes in the rose. 

By reason taught to scorn those fears 
That vulgar minds molest, 
lict no fantastic terrors break 
My dear Narcissa’s rest. 

Thy life may all the tcnd’rest care 
Of Providence defend 3 
And delegated angels round 
Their guardian wings extend! 

When thro’ creation’s vast expanse 
The last dread thunders roll. 

Untune the concord of the spheres. 

And shake the rising soul 3 

Umnov’d mayst thou the final storm 
Of jarring worlds survey, 

That ushers in the glad serene 
Of everlasting day! 

( 51. The Vanity qf Human Wiehu. 

JouHsoir. 

In Imitation of itie Tenth Satire qf Juvenal, 
Let* observation with extensive view 
Survey mankind, from China to Peru 3 
Remark each anxious toil, each eager strife. 
And watch the busy scenes of crowded life : 
Then say how hope and fear, desire and hate, 
O’erspread with snares the clouded maze of 
fate, [pride 

Where wav’ring man, betray’d by vent'rooa 
To tread the dreary paths without a guide 3 
As treach’rous phantoms in the mist delude, 
Shuns fancied ills, or chases airy good; 

How rarely reason guides the stubborn choice. 
Rules the bold hend, or prompts the suppliant * 
voice: 

How nations sink by darling schemes opprest. 
When vengeance listens to the fool’s request: 
Fate wings with ev'iy wish th’ afflictive dart, 
Each gift of nature, and each grace of art 3 
With fatal heat impetuous courage glows, 

With fatal sweetness elocution flows 3 
Impeachment stops the speaker’s powerful 
breath, ^ 

^nd restless ^ precipitates on death, [bold 
But,t scarce olmrv’d, the knowing and the 
Fall in the general massacre of gola: 
Wide-wasting pest, that rages unconfin’d, 

And crowds with crimes the records of man¬ 
kind ! 

For gold his sword the hireling ruffian draws. 
For gold the hireling judge dibits the laws j 

tvsr. is-aa. 
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. WMUh temp’d miraikh m ttoth vumAtj 
, m IniJfB i 

'The dugen pAer w'the treemim riM. 

Let hirt'iy tell whei« rivel kings eeomindi 
And dubious title shakes the madden^ land, 

' When statutes glean the xefuse «r the swoid, 
How much moie ea£» the vassal than the l(»d: 
Low sculks the land beneath the rage of 

* powV, 

And leaves the wealthy traitor in the Tower, 
Un touch'd his cottage, and his slumbers sound. 
Though confiscation's vultuxea bovex rooikd. 

The need; traveller, serene and py, 

Walks ihe wild heath, and oinp his toil away. 
Does envy seise thee? crush th’ uplnnkling 

joy» 

Increase his riches, and his peace destroy. 
New fears in dire viciasitade invade. 

The rustling break alarmsi-andquiv'ringdbade; 
Nor light nor darkness brinp Us pain relief. 
One shows the plunder, and one hidee the 
thief. 

Yet* still one pn'nd cry the skies assails. 
And gain and grandeur load the tainted galesj 
Few know the toiling statesman's fhar or care, 
Th' insidious rival the pping heir. 

Oncef more, Democritus, arise on earth, 
With cheerful wisdom and instructive mirth. 
See motley life in modern trappinp drest, 
And feed >rith varied fbok th' eternal jest: 
Thou who cooldst laugh wbwe want enchain'd 
• caprice. 

Toil crush’d conceit, and man was of a piece 
Where wealth unlov’d without a mourner died} 
And scarce a sycophant was fed by pride; 

. Where ne'er was known the form of mock de¬ 
bate. 

Or seen a new-made mayor’s unwieldy state} 
Where change of fov'riteB made no chanp of 
laws, 

And senates hoard before they judg’d a cause; 
How wouldst thou shake at Britain’s modish 
tribe, [gibe ? 

Dart the quick taunt, and edp the piercing 
Attentive truth and nature tofioscry, 

And pierce each scene with philos<^hic eye. 
To thee were solemn toys or empty show. 

The robes of pleasure and the veils of woe} 
All aid the farce, and all thy mirth maintain. 
Whose Joys are causeless, or whose griefi are 
vain. [mind, 

* Such was the scorn that fill’d the sap’s 
Renew'd at ev'iy glance on human kind; 
Ho\j^jaat that scorn ere yet thy voiee dselate, 
Search ev’iy state, and canvass ev'iy pray'n 

t Unaum^lBr’deu^lumti crowd Preferment's 

.Atlvrst for wealth, and burning to be great} 
Delusive Fortune Imrs th’ incessant call, 
They mount, they shine, evapmte, and fall. 
On ev'iy stsp the foes of peace attend, 

Hate dop their and insult mocks their 
end. 


* »'s.raf-:ar. \r^.s8-55. 
Voi. T. NoB. b9 & 70. 


t Ver. 56-107. 


Lav»«idB etilli i 

doer 

Poura fo themesniaf yitallri|WlM»bnse} 

For groiu^ names the weafefy OkiUiler Iks, 
To grotnng wealth the dedicator ffieei ’ 

From ev’iy town desoends Bm fwintadi fine, 
That hung the bright prflnAtot gf tibe place, 
And niMdc’d in k^hens, m in aaotkmoMid, 
To betto* foatures yields the fimme ef gtdd) 
For now no mote we trace in ev^ 

Heroic worth, faenevolenoe diviao} 

^Tbe form distorted ^uriifiea the foA, 

And detestatioA ridmih’ Wfigasat wall. 

But wUl not Britnla hear the Int appeal, 

Sign her foea^ deem, or gaud her fiBv'rites' 
zeal? [niiPi 

Thro’ Freedom's sons no more renumstrance 
Degrading neblee, and eootKdling kiap; 

Our supple tribes rqness thmr p^ot Amts, 
And aik no questions but Hie priee of votes; 
With weekly libels, and septennial ale, 

Their wish is foil to riot a^ to rail. 

In foll-blow% dignity, see Wolwy stand. 
Law in his voice, and fortune in Us hand: 

To him the church, the realm, their pow’is 
consip, 

Thro’ him the rays of regal bounty ahine; 
Turn’d by hia nod the stream kmor flows. 
His smile alone security beetows: 

Still to new heif^ts his restleas wishes tow’r; 
Claim leads to claim, and pow'r advances 
pow’rj 

Till conquest unresisted eean^ to^dease, 

And rights submitted left bina none to amce. 
At length bis sov^eagn ftowBe-*>the ti^ of 
state [bto. 

Mark the keen glance, and watch the sign to 
Where’er he turns he meets a ritanpr’s eye, 
His suppUants scorn him, and his follower! Oj : 
Now ^ps at once the pride of awful state, 
The plden canopy, the glitt’ri^ plate, 

The regal palace, the luxurious board. 

The liv’ried army, and the menial lord. 

With ap, with cores, with midadies ppprest. 
He seeks the refup of monastic rest. 

Grief aids disease, remember’d folly stii^ 
And his last sighs reproach the ftith id* kfop 
Speak thou, whose thoughts at hnm^ peaoe 
repine, [thine ? 

Shall W<dsey*s wealth with Wolsey's end be 
Or liv’st thou now, with eafor pride content, 
The wisest Justice on the bnnlu of TYent ? 

For why did Wolaey, near the ateeps of fate. 
On vresk foundationa iriae th’ enoramas 
• wei^ ? 

Why hut to sink, benei^ misfortane’s blow. 
With loftier ruins to the gulphs below 7 
What$ pve great TUnen to th’ assaaim’a 
knife, 

And fix’d disease on Hailey’s closing lift f 
What morder’d Wentworth, and what esiPfl 
Hyde, 

By kinp protected, and to kiap allyVl 1 

$ Vm. 108-113L 
z 
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ELEGANT EXTRACTS. 


[boos i: 


What hot their vaii indulg’d in courta to 
shine, 

And pow’r too great to keep orto resign 1 
When* dnt the ooUege rolls reoeire bis 
name, 

The youi^ enthusiaat quits his ease for fiuoe : 
Resistleas bums the ftror of renown, 

Caught fiom the atrang contagion of the gown; 
O’er Bodlejr’s dome hu future labors spread, 
Andt Bacon’s maninon trembles o’er his he^. 
Are these thy views t jaroceed, iUnstrious 
youth, 

And Virtue guard thee to the throne of Truth! 
Yet shouhl thy soul indulge the gen'rons heat. 
Till captive lienee yields her last retreat j 
Should Reason guide thee with her bright* 
est ray. 

And pour on misty Doubt resistless day: 
ShouM no fidse kindness lure to loose delight, 
Nor.jause relax, nor difficulty fright; 

Should tempting Novelty thy c^ lefi^n. 

And Sloth effuse her opiate fumes in vain} 
Should Beauty blunt cm hy fatal dart, 
Nor claim the trium|di of a letter’d heart} 
Should no disease thy torpid veins invade. 

Nor Melancholy's phantoms haunt thy shade j 
Vet hope not life fiom grief or danger free. 
Nor think the doom of man revers'd for thee ; 
Deign on the passing world to turn thine eyes, 
And pause a while from learning, to be wise: 
There mark what ilia the acholar’a life assail, 
Toil, envy, want, the patron, and the jail. 

See nations slowly wise, and meanly just. 

To buried merit raise the tardy bust. 

If dreams yet flatter, once again attend, 

Hear Lydiat’s life,t and Galileo's end. [stows, 
Nor deem, when Learning her last prize be- 
The glitt’ring eminence exempt from foes; 
See, when the vulgar 'scapes, despis’d or aw’d. 
Rebellion’s vengeful talons seize on Laud. 
jProm meaner mines, tho’ smaller fines con¬ 
tent, 

The plunder’d palace, or sequester'd rent; 
Mark’d out by dang’rous parts, he meets the 
shock. 

And &tal Learning leads him to the block: 
Around his tomb let Art and Genius wegp. 

But hear his death, ye blockheads, hear and 
sleep. 

The^ fertal Mazes, the triumphal show. 

The ravish’d standard, and the captive foe. 
The senate’s thanks, the gazette’s pompous 
tale. 

With force resistless o’er the brave {nevail. 


Such bribes tiie rapid GredbB’or Asia whtrl’dj; . 
For such the steady Romans riiook thewmM} 
For Boeh in distsnt lands the Britons shine. 

And stain with blood the Danube or the 
Rhine} [wormy 

This pow’r has praise, that virtue scarce cen 
Till supplies the universal charm. 

Yet Reason frowns on War's uneqnal gsme. 
Where wssted nations raise a single name. 

And mortgag’d states their grandrires’ wreathe 
regret, 

From age to age in everlasting debt; [convey, 
Wreatlu wMch at last the dear-booght right 
To rust on medab, or on stones decay.. 

On|| what foun^tion stands the warrior’s 
pride, [cide; 

How just hit hopes, let Swedish Charles de- 
A frame of adamant, a soul of fire. 

No dangers fright him, and no labors tire; 

O’er love, o’er fear, extends his wide dom», 
Unconqner’d lord of pleasore and of pain; 

No joys to him pacific sceptres yield. 

War sounds the trump, he rushes to the field; 
Behold surrounding kings their pow’r com¬ 
bine. 

And one capitulate, and one resign; 

Peace courts his hand, but spreads Wchanns 
in vain; [remain, 

” Think nothing gain’d, he cries, till nought 
On Moscow’s walla till Cktthic standards fly, 
And all be mine beneath the polar sky.” 

The march begins in military state. 

And nations on his eye suspended wait} 

Stem Famine guards the aolitaiy coast, 

And Winter b^cades the realms of Frost; 

He comes, nor want or cold his course delay}—> 
Hide, blushing Glory, hide Pultowa’s day : 

The vanquish’d hero leaves his broken ^ds. 
And shows his miaeriea in distant lands, 
Condemn’d a needy supplicant to wait, 

While ladies interpose, and slaves debate. 

But did not Chance at length her error mend ? 
Did no subverted empire mark his end ? 

Did rival monaicha give the fatal wound t 
Or hostile millioha press him to the ground ) 

His fall was destin’d to a barren strand, 

A petty fortress, and a duMous hand} 

He left the name, at which the world grew 
To point a moral, or adorn a tale. (j^e, 
AillT times their scenes of pompous woes 
afibrd, 

From Persia’s tyrant, to Bavaria’s lord. 

In gay hostility, and barb’rous pride, 

With half mankind embattled at his side. 


«Ver.ll4-m t • 

tTbera is a tradition, that tbs study of friar Bacon, built on an arch over tbe bridge, will ^ when a 
man gieater than Bacon shall paw under ilf 

X A very learaed divine and mathematician, fellow of New College, Oxford, and rector of Okftton near 
Banbury. He wrote, among many others, a listln treatise, De Nature Cosli, Ac. in which he attacked the 
sentiments of Bcaliger and Aristotie; not bearing to bear it urged that some things are true in pbiloaapby 
and llslae fa divinity. He made above six hundred cermons on the harmony of tba Evangeliste. Bmg 
unsudeeasful in pubfishinz bis works, he lay in the prison of Bocardo at Oxford, and tbe kiu'e-beaeh, tin 
Msbop Ushen Dr. Land, Sir \|i^illiam Boswell, and Dr. Fink, released bim by paying his debts. Hejieti- 
tiUBM king Charles I. to be sent into Ethiopia, dee. to ptoenre MSS. Haring spoken in ftvour or mo- 
narony and bishnaa, he wu plundered by the parliament forces, and twice carried away priaener from hla 
rector; and ha died very poor in 1646. • 

$Ver. 138->146. itYer. 147—167. If Ver. 166-167. 
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Moi I.] SACRED AHD MORAL. 

• Great XeizM CMMi to the ewtaitt prqr, bitnere bia heady nfe with tioaefa'ioaaakilf, 
. ‘.SAadatarvea exhaorted regieea in hia way} And mould hiapaaaiona till they make Ida will. 
, Attendant Flatt’iy eennta hia myriada o'er, Unnnmber’d malaffiea Ida jidaita invade, 

^ Till eonnted myriada aooUi hia pride no more; Lay aiege to life, ud pnaa dim £(e hioekade} 
Freahpraiae ia tiy’dtillmadneaa dna his mind, But onextingoiah'd Av’rice atBl reanina. 

The wavea he laahea, and enehaina the wind; And dreaded loaaea aggravate Ida paiaa} 

*New pow’ra are claim’d, new pow’ra are adll He turna, with aaxiona heart and ciippM 
, beatow’d, handa. 

Till rude reaiatance lopa the apreading god} Hia bonda of debt, and mortgages of hada} 
The daring Oreeka deride the martud ^ow. Or viewa hia coff^ with aua^ioua eyes,f 
And heap their valleys with the gaudy foe; Unlocks hia gold, and counts it till he dies. 
Th’ insulted sea with humbler thoughta he But grant, the virtues of a temp’rate |Hime 
gaiRs, Bleat with an age exempt imn aoom or crime} 

A single ak^ to speed his flight remains: An age that melts with nnpeteeiv'd decay, 

Th’ incumber’d oar scarce leaves the dreaded And glides in modest innocoice away; 

coast Whose peaceflil day Benevolence endiM, 

Through purple billows and a floating host. Whose night congratulatu^ Conacienee 
The bold Ivorian, in a luckleas Irour, cheers; 

Tries the dread summits of Cssorean pow’r. The gen’ral ikv’rite aa the gen’ral friend: 
With unexpected legions butats away. Such age there ia, and who shall wish itaendf 

And sees defenceless realms receive his away; Yet ev’n on this her load Midbrtune flinga, 
Short away! fair Austria qireads hermoumfol To press the weary minutes’ flagging wii^s; 

charms, New sorrow ri^s aa the day retuma. 

The queen, the beauty, sets the world in anns; A sister sickens, or a daughter mourns. 

From hill to hill the beacon’s rousing blaze Now kindred Merit fiUs the sable bier. 

Spreads wide the hope of plunder and of I Now lacerated Friendship claims a tear. 

praise; Year chases year, decay pursues decay. 

The fierce Croatian, and the wild Hussar, Still drops some joy from with’ring lift away; 

Withrall the sons of ravage crowd the war; New forms arise, and difTrent views engage; 
The baffled prince, in honor’s flatt’ring bloom, Superfluous lags the vet’ran on the stage, 

Of hasty greatness finds the fatal doom; Till pitying Nature signs the last release, - 

His fbes’ derision, and his subjects’ blame, And bids i^icted worth retire to peace. 

And steals to death from anguish and from But few there are whom hours like these 
shame. await, • 

' Enlarge* ihy life with multitude of daysWIio set unclouded in the gulphs of Fate. 

In Uealth, in sickness, thus the suppliant prays; From Lydia’s monarch should the search de* 
Hides fhimhimselfhis state, and shuns to know, By Solon caution’^o regard his end, [acend, 
That life protracted is protracted woe. In life’s last scene what prodigies surprise. 

Time hovers o’er, impatient to destroy, Fears of the brave, and follies of the wise! 

And shuts up all the passages of joy : From Marlb’rough’s eyes the streams ot do* 

In vain their gifts their bounteous seasons pour, tage flow. 

The fruit autumnal, and the vernal flow’r— And Swift expires a driv’ler and a show. 

With listless eyes the dotard views the store, Thet teeming mother, anxious for her race, 
He views, and wonders that they please no Begs for each birth the fortune of a ftce; 

more; * Yet Vane could tell what ills from beauty 

Now pall the tasteless meats, and joyless wines, spring! 

f A nd Luxury with sighs her slave resigns. And Sedley curs’d the form that {deas’d a king. 
Approach, ye minstrels, tiy the soothing strain. Ye nymphs of rosy lips and radiant eyes. 
Diffuse the tuneful lenitives of pain : [ear, W'homPleasure keeps too busy to be wise. 

No sounds, alas! would touch th’ impervious Whom joys with soft varieties invite, 

Though dancii^ mountains witness’d Orpheus By day the firolic, and the dance I 9 ni|^, 

* near; Who tirown with vanity, who smile with art. 

Nor lute nor lyre his feeble pow’rs attend, [And ask the latest fashion of the heart, 

Nor, 8 weeter music of a virtuous friend : What care, what rules your heedless charms 

But everlasting dictates crowd his tongue, s shall ^ve, [slave f 

Pervetsely^ipave, or positively wrong. Each nymph your rival, and each youth your 

' The still returning tale, or ling’ring jest, [AgaiiistOyour fiune with fondness hate com* 
.Perplex the fawning niece and pamper’d guest, The rival batters, and the lover mines, [bines, 
While growing hopes scarce awe the gather- With distant voice n^lected Virtue calls, 

ing sneer, I..ess heard and lesq, the fliint remonsttanee 

And scarce a Iqgacy can bribe to hear; falls; • [xdB* 

^e watchfhl guests still hint the last offence, Tir’d with contempt, she quits the slipp^ 
ilib daughter’s petulance, the son's expense. And Pride and Prudence take her seat in vaih, 
e 

•Ver.l 88 -m 


tVer.9BB-345. 
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ELEGANT EXTBACTS. 


[boox I 


la CTMrd «t oaes^ wbow lUtBe tbe pM do* 
ftod; 

Tha hanolm fiwedom, ud the prirate fiieod. 
The gaardiaai jriaUl, bj fosoB euperior ply'd; 
To Iirt'fMt, Prndencej and to Flatt'iy, l^ids. 
Hen beauty &lla betny’d, dequa'd, distnat, 
Aod biariag Inftmy proclidins the nst. 
Where* then shall Hope and Fear their ob¬ 
jects find*! 

Muti &11 Snapeasaeomipt the stagnant mind? 
Must helplesa man, in ignorance sedate, 

Roll down the torrent of his fate ? 

Moat no dislUteakna, no wishes rise, 

No cries invoke the mercies of the skies 1 
Inquirer, cease, petitions yet nmain [vain; 
Which Heav'n may hear, nor deem nligion 
Still saaee for good the snj^icating voice. 

But leave to Heav'n the measure and the 
ehoAoe, 

Safe ht hie pow’r, whose eyesdOlsoern a&r 
The isetet ambush of a spwious pray’r, 
Imphue his aid, in his decisions rest, 

Secure wbate'er he gives, he gi|es the best. 
Yet when the sense of sacred presence hies, 
And strong devotion to the rides aspires, 

Pour forUi thy fervors for a healthhil mind. 
Obedient passions, and a vrill resign'd > 

For bve, which scarce collective man can fill; 
For patience, sov’reign o’er transmuted ill; 
Fot faith, th^, panting for a ha}q>ier seat. 
Counts death kind Nature's signal of retreat: 
These goods foe man the lanra of Heav’n or- 
^in, [gain; 

These goods he grants, g[ho grants the pow'r to 
With ^ese celestial Wisdom calms the mind, 
And makes the Ibppiness she does not find. 

$ 52. Ekgy on the Death ifhlMdy Coventry. 
Written inYim . Mason. 

Trb midnight clock has toll’d—and, hark the 
bell [found 7 

Of death beats slow! heard ye the note pro- 
It pauses now; and now, with rising knell. 
Flings to the hollow gale its sullen sound. 

Yes—Coventry is dead. Attend the strain, 
Daughters Albion: ye that, light as air. 
So oft have tripp’d in her fimtastic train,«» 
With hearts as gay, and faces half as fair: 

For she was fair beyond your brightest bloom, 
(This envy owns, since now her bloom is 

, fled}) 

Fair as the fonns that, wove in Fancy’s loom. 
Float in light vision roond the poet’s head. 

Whene’er -with soft serenity she s^’d, 

Or caught the orient blau of quick surprise; 
How sweetly mutable, how brightly wftd, 

The liquid lustre durted from her eyes! 

Each look, each lootion, wak’d a new-born 
grace. 

That o’er her form its transient glory cast: 
Some lovelier wonder soon usurp’d the place, 
Chas'd by acharm still lovelier than the last. 
* Vtr. 346-366. 


That bell again! It tells ns what she is} 

On what she was, no more tiie strain pro 
long; 

Luxuriant ikney, pause! an hour like this 
Dmnands the tribute a serious song. 

Maria claims it frmn that sable bier. 

Where cold and wan the slnmb’ter rests her 
head; 

In still anall whispers to reflection’s ear 
She breathes the solemn dictates of the dead. 

O catch the awful notes, and lift them loud! 
Proclmm the theme sage, byo- fool re 
ver’d. 

Hear it, ye young, ye vain, w great,ye proud* 
'Tia Nature speaks, and Nature will be 
heard. 

Yes; ye shall hear, and tremble as ye hear. 
While, high with health, your hearts exul^ 
ingleap; ^ 

E’en in the midst of pleasure’s mad career, 
The mental monitor shall wake and weep! 

For say, than Coventry’s propitious star, 

What brighter planet on your births arose 1 
Or gave of fortune’s gifts an ampler share. 

In life to lavish, or by death to lose 7 

Early to lose! While, borne on busy wing. 
Ye sip the nectar of each varying bloom; 
Nor fear while basking in the beams of spring. 
The wint’iy storm that sweeps you to the 
tomb; 

Think of her fate! revere the heavenly hand 
That led her hence, tho’ soon by steps so 
slow; 

Long at her couch Death took his patient stand, 
And menac'd oft, and oft withheld the blow. 

To give reflection time, with lenient art. 
Each fond delusion from her soul to steal I 
Teach her from folly peaceably to part, 

And wean her from a world she lov’d so 
well. 

Say, are you sure^Ms mercy shall extend 
To you so long a span 7 Alas, ye sigh! 

Make then, while yet ye may, your God your 
friend. 

And learn with equal ease to sleep or die! 

Nor think the Muse, whose sober voice ye 
hear, 

Contracts with bigot frown her sullen brow; 
Casts round religion’s orb the mists of fear, 
Or shades with horrors what with smiles 
4 should glow. * 

No—she would warn you with serajiiic fire, 
Heirs as ye are of heaven’s eternal ^ay; 
Would bid you boldly to that heaven aspire,. 
Nor sink and slumber in your ceUs of clay. 

Know, ye were form’d to range yon, azure field, 
In yon ethereal founts of bliss to lave : 
Force then, secure in feith’s protecting shield. 
The sting from death, the vict'ry fnun the 
grave! 



■oox 1 .] 

It this Ilia bigot’W nAt f Away> je vAis! 

Your hopet, ^«wr fean, iB^bt> in dttOBett 
tteeti; 

Go tooth your wait in meknett^ grief> or pain, 
With the tad tolace of eternd deep! 

Yet will 1 praite you, triflert at yon are, 

MorO than thoke preachert of your fev^rite 
creed, 

Who proudly twell the brazen throat of war, 
Who from the phalanx, bid the battle bleed, 

Nor wish for more; who conquer but to die. 

Hear, Folly, hear, and triumph in the tale! 
Like you they reason, not like you enjoy 
The breeze of bliss, that fills your silken sail: 

On pleasure’s glitt’ring stream ye gaily steer 
Your little course to cold oblivion's shore; 
7'hcy dare the storm, and thro’ th’ inclement 
year [roar. 

Stem the rough surge, and brave the torrent’s 

Is it for glory 1 That just Fate denies; 

Long must the warrior moulder in his 
shroud, [cents rise ^ 

Ere from her trump the heaven<breath'd no* 
That lift the hero from the fighting crowd’. ' 

la it his grasp of empire to extend T 
To curb the fury of insulting foes J 
Ambition, cease ! the idle contest end : 

'Tis but a kingdom thou canst win or lose. 

And why must murder’d myriads lose tlieir all, 
•(If life be all), why desolation low’r 
With famish'd frown on this affrighted bail, 
That thou mayat flame the meteor of an 
. [hour 7 

Go, wiser ye, that flutter life away, [high 7 
Crown with the mantling juice the goblet 
Weave the light dance, with festive freedom 
gay, [die! 

And live your moment, since the next ye 

Yet know, vain sceptics! know, th’ Almighty 
Mind, 

Who breath’d on man a portion of his fire. 
Bade his free soul, I 7 eartfi nor time confin’d. 
To heav’n, to immortality aspire. 

Nor shall the pile of hope his mercy rear’d 
By vain philosophy be e’er destroy'd: 
Eternity, by all or wish’d or fear’d. 

Shall be by all or suffer’d or enjoy'd! 

$ 53. meffy to a young Nobleman leaving the 
Univernty. Masoir. 

Ehs yet, ingenuous youth, thy steps retire 
* From Cam’s smooth margin, and the peace* 
ful vale, [qnfre, 

Wher# Science caH’d thee to her studious 
jUd met thee mining in her cloisters pale; 

O let thy friend (and may he boast the name!) 

Breathe from his artless rked one parting 
A lay like this thy early virtues claim, [lay: 
And this let voluntary frieiidship pay. 

Yet know, the time arrives, the dang’rotW timb. 
When all thosfl virtues, op’ning noW to fiiir. 


a 

Truu^a&ted totbe wotU’etenpeetuous clime. 
Must learn each passion’s boist'mus breath 

[to bear; 

There, if ambition, pestUent aad pde» 

Or luxury should taint their vernal ghrw; 

If cold self-interest, with her chiUi^ gale. 
Should blast th’ unfolding biossoms ere they 

[blow; 

If mimic hues, by art or fashion Spread, [ply; 

Their genuine simple colouring should snp- 
O may with them these laureate honors fkde. 
And with them (if it can) my friendship die ! 
Then do not blame, if, tbo’ thyself inspire^ 
Cautious 1 strike the panegyric string; 

The Muse full oft pursues a meteor fire. 

And, vunly vent’rous, soars on waxen wing; 
Too actively awake at friendship’s voice. 

The poet’s bosom pours the fervent strain. 
Till sad reflection blames the hasty choice. 

And oft invokes oblivion’s aid in vain. 

Call we the shade of Pope from that blest bow’r. 
Where thron’d he sits with many a tuneful 
sagep 

Ask, if he ne’er bemoans that hapless hour 
When St. John's name illumin’d glory’s 

[page. 

Ask, if the wretch who dar’d his mem'iy stain; 

Ask if his country’s, his religion’s foe. 
Deserv’d the meed that Marlbro’fail’d to gain; 
The deathlera meed he only could bestow; 

The bard will tell thee, the misguided praise 
Clouds the celestial sunshine of his breast; 
Ev’n now repentan(^of his erring lays. 

He heaves a sigh amid the realms of rest. 

If Pope thro’ friendship ikil’d, indignant view. 
Yet pity, Dryden—hark, whene’er he sings. 
How adulation drops her courtly dew 
On titled rhymers and inglorious kings! 

See, from the depths of his ezhaustless mine, 
His glitt’ring stores the tuneful spendthrift 
throws: 

Where fear or int’rest bids, behold they shine; 
Now grace a Cromwell’s, now a Charles’s 

[brows. 

Born with too gen'rous or too mean a heart, 
Dryden! in vain to thee those stores Were 
lent; 

Thy sweetest numbers but a trifling art: 

'Thy strongest diction idly eloquent. 

The simplest lyre, if truth directs its lays, 
Warbles a melody ne’er heard from thine : 
Not to disgust with false or vena! praise, 

Wu Parnell’s modest fivme, and ihay be 
* [mine. 

GoAhen, my friend, nor let thy candid btoakt 
Condemn me, if I check the plansive string; 
Go to the Waywaald vtorid; complete thb tost; 
Be whatthe purest Muse would wish to sing. 

Bb btill thysehr; that opbn path Of tiurth. 
Which lej( fheb hete, let mafthobd fifto pari 
Rbtoin ifae swbbt bili4>^ity of yOdtU; [toe 
And all thy virtue dictates do. 


SACBSD AND MORAL. 



M ELEGANT EXTRACTS. [>ooKt. 


Still Moni, iHth eomeioai pride, the muk 
Mtj 

On vioe’e front let fiutrfiil caution low'r; 
And teieh the dilBdent, diaeneter part 
Of knaveethat plot, and frwla that &wn for 
ponr'r. 

So, round tlgr brow when age*a honors spread, 
When death's cold hand unstrings tby Ma- 
aon'e lyre, 

When the green thrf lies lightly on his head, 
Thy worth shall some superior bard inspire; 

He to the amplest bounds of time’s domain 
On rapture's plume shall give thy name to 
fly; [strain, 

For trust, with rev’renee trust, this Sabine 
** The Huse forbids the virtuous man to die.” 

$ 54. 7%e Choice qf Hercuiea: from the 
Greek qf Prodictu. Br. Lowth. 

Now hnd the son of Jove, mature, attain’d 
llie joyfhl prime j when youth, elate and 
Steps into life, and follows unrestrain'd [gay, 
Where paasion leads, or pruderibe points the 
way. 

In the pore mind, at those ambiguous years, 
Or vice, rank weed, first strikes her pois’n* 
ousroot; 

Or hi^y virtue’s op’ning bud appears 
By just degrees, fair bloom of fairest fruit! 
For, on youth’s untainted thought imprest. 
The gen’rous purpose still shall warm the 
manly breast. 

As on a day, reflecting ori-his age I 

For higher^ deeds now ripe, Alcides sought 
Retirement, nurse of contemplation sage, 

Step following step, and thought succe^ng 
thought; 

Musing, with steady pace the youth pursued 
His walk, and lost in meditation stray’d 
Fhr in a lonely vale, with solitude 
Conversing; while intent his mind survey’d 
The dubious pi^ of life: before him lay. 

Here virtue’s rough ascent, there pleasure’s 
flow’ry vray. 

Much did the view divide his wav’ring mind; 
Now glow’d his breast witfagen’rous thin^ 
m fiune; 

Now love of ease to softer thoughts inclin'd 
His yielding soul, and quemsh'd the rising 

When, lo! frir off two female forms he spies: 

Direct to him their steps they seem to bear: 
Jbtt large and tall, exceeding human size; 

Imh, ikr exceeding human beauty,<'fiur. 
OnceiU, yet each with different gnce,Ahey 
move; 0°^^- 

This striking sacred awe; that, sfrfter, winning 

The first in naiive dignity surpass’d; 

ArGsss and unsdom’d she pleas’d the more; 
Health o’er her looks a genuine lustre cast; 

A vest mote white than aew*fitU’n snow 
•heweie: 


August she trod, yet modest was her air; 

Serene her eye, yet darting heavenly ^; 
Still she drew near, and nearer still more frur, ' 
More mild, appear’d: yet such as might in* 
qnre 

Pleasure corrected with an a-wfril fear; 
Majestically sweet, and amiably severe. 

The other dame seem’d even of fairer hue; 

But bold her mien, unguarded rov’d her eye. 
And her flush’d chwks confess’d at nearer 
view 

The borrow’d blushes of an artful dye. 

All soft and delicate, with airy swim,i 
Lightly she danc’d along; her robe betjray’d 
Through the clear texture every tender limb, 
Height’ning the charms it only seem’d to 
shade; 

And as it flow’d adown, so loose and thin, 

Her stature show’d more tall, more snowy^ 
white her skin. 

Oft with a smile she view’d herself askance; 
Ev’n on her shade a conscious look she 
threw ; 

Then all around her cast a careless glance. 

To mark what gazing eyes her beauty drew 
As they came near, before that other maid 
Approaching decent, eagerly she press’d 
With hasty step; nor of repulse afnud, 

With freedom bland the wond’ring youth 
address’d; 

With winning fondness on his neck she hung; 
Sweet as the honey-dew flow’d her enchant¬ 
ing tongue; 

” Dear Hercules, whence this unkind delay 7 
Dear youth, what doubts can thus distract 
tby mind 7 

Securely follow where I lead the way. 

And range through wilds of pleasure un¬ 
confin’d. 

With me retire from noise, and pain, and core, 
Embath’din bliss, and wrapt in endless ease; 
Rough is the road to fame, through blood and 
war; [peace. 

Smooth is my v{ay, and all my paths are 
With me retire, from toils and perils free; 
Leave honor to the wretch! pleasures were 
made for thee. 

“ Then will I grant thee all thy soul’s desire; 
All that may charm thine ear, and please thy 
sight; 

All that the thought can firame, or wish require; 

To steep thy ravish’d senses in delight: 

The sumptuous feast, enhanc’d with music’s 
^ sound. 

Fittest to tune the melting soul to love. 

Rich odors, breathing choicest sweets around; 
The fragrant bow’r, cool fountain, khady 
grove; [head ; 

Fresh flow’rs to strew thy conch, and crown thy 
Joy shall attend thy steps, and ease shall 
smooth thy b^. 

« These will I freely, constantly sny^ly; [w<m; 
Fleasure’anot earn’d with toil, nor mix’d with 
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Far {rom thy rest nfdniiig want ahall fly, 

Nor labor bathe in aweat thy careful l»ow. 

* MAure the copioua hanreat ab^ be thine, 

Let the laborioua hind aubdue the aoil} 
Leave the raah aoldier apoila of war to win, 
Won by the aoldier thou riialt share the 
spoil: 

' These a^ter cares my best allies employ, 
New pleasures to invent, to wish, and to en> 
joy.” 

Her winning voice the youth attentive caught: 

He gaz'd impatient on the smiling maid; 
Still gaa'd and listen'd; then her name be¬ 
sought : [said. 

“ My name, fair youth, is Happiness,” she 
» WeU can my friends this envied truth main¬ 
tain ; [praise: 

They share my bliss, they best can speak my 
Though Slander call me Sloth (detraction 
vain 1), 

Heed not what Slander, vain detractor, says; 
Slander, still prompt true merit to defame. 

To blot the brightest worth, and blast the fair¬ 
est name." 

By this arriv'd the fair majestic maid; [pace, 
She all the while with the same modest 
Compos'd advanc'd : “ Know Hercules," she 
said [race: 

With manly tone, “ thy birth of heav’niy 
Thy tender age, that lov'd instruction’s voice, 
Promis'd thee generous, patient, brave, and 
• wise; [choice. 

When manhood should confirm thy glorious 
Now expectation waits to see thee rise. 
Rise, youth! exalt thyself and me; approve 
Thy high descent from Heaven, and dare be 
worthy Jove. 

But what truth prompts, my tongue shall not 
disguise : 

The steep ascent must be with toil subdued; 
Watching and cares must win the lofty prize 
Propos'd by Heaven—true bliss and real 
good. 

Honor rewards the brave v^d bold alone; 

She spurns the timorous, indolent, and base ; 
Danger and toil stand stern before her throne, 
And guard (so Jove commands) the sacred 
place. 

Who seeks her, must the mighty cost sustain, 
And pay the price of fame—labor, and care, 
and pain. 

« Wouldst thou engage the gods’ peculiar care, 
• O Hercules, th’ immortal pow’rs adore! 
With a pure heart, with sacrifice, and praylr, 
Attegd their altars, and their aid implore. 
Or, ^ouldst thou gain thy country's loud ap¬ 
plause. 

Lov’d as her father, as her god ador’d ? 

Be thou the bold asserter of her cause; 

Her voice in counsel, in the fight her sword ; 
In peace, in war, pursue thy country’s good; 
For her, bare thy bold breast, and pour thy ge¬ 
nerous blo#d. 


fifl 

Wouldst thou, to quell the proud and lift th' 
opprest. 

In arts of war and matebless strength excel t 
First conquer thou thyodf: to ease, to rest, 
To each soft thought of pleasure, bid fim- 
well. 

The night alternate, due to sweet rqwse, 

In watches waste; in painful march, theday i 
Congeal’d amidst the rigorous winter’s snows. 
Scorch’d by the summer’s thirst-inflaming 
ray. 

Thy harden’d limbs shall boast superior might: 
Vigor shall brace thine arm, resistless in the 
fight.’’ 

" Hears’t thou what monsters then thou must 
engage 1 [prove ? 

What dangers, gentle youth, she bids thee 
(Abrupt says Sloth )—‘ 111 fit thy tender age 
Tumult and wars, fit age for joy and love. 
Turn, gentle youth, to me, to love, and joy I 
To these I lead : no monsters here shall stay 
Thine easy course; no cores thy peace annoy; 

I lead to bliss a nearer, smoother way; 

Short is my svay, fair, easy, smooth, and plain; 
Turn, gentle youth—^with me eternal pleasures 
reign.’ 

“ What pleasures, vain mistaken wretch, are 
thine ?” [ease 

(Virtue with scorn replied) “ who sleep’st in 
Insensate; whose soft limbs the toil decline 
That seasons bliss, and makes enjoyment 
please; 

Draining the copious bowl, ere thirst require; 

Feasting ere hunger to the feast invite; 
Whose tasteless joys anticipate desire. 

Whom luxury supplies with appetite: 

Yet nature loaths, and you employ in vain 
Variety and art to conquer her disdain. 

“ The sparkling nectar cool’d with summer 
snows, 

The dainty board with choicest viands spread. 
To thee are tasteless all! sincere repose 
Flies from thy flow’ry couch, and downy bed. 
For thou art only tired with indolence; 

Nor is thy sleep with toil and labor bought, 
Th’ imperfect sleep, that lulls thy languid sense 
In dull oblivious interval of thought; 

That kindly steal th’ inactive hours away 
From the long ling’ring space, that len^hens 
out the day. 

“ From bounteous nature’s unexhausted stores 
Flows the pure fountain of sincere delights; 
Averse to her, you waste the joyless hours; 
Sleep drowns thy days, and riot rules thy 
nights. 

Imnfbrtal though thou art, indignant .Tovo 
Hurl’d thee from heav’n, th’ immortals' bliss- 
Ail place, 

Fur ever banish'd from the realms above. 

To dwell on earth with man’s degenerate 
race : 

Fitter abode! on earth alike disgrac'd; 
Rejected by the wise, and by the fool embrac’d. 


SACRED AND MORAIL. 



ELEGANT EXTKACTB. 


» 


[bockk 1. 


^ Fond wvetcli, tfatt Tuidy waanwt all Aa%bt 
To gratify the sense, reserv’d far thee! 

Yei t^ most {desoig (rigeet tothe ^ht. 

Thine own far a«dl|oa never didst tfaoo see, 
Thcrngh luUed with softest aoands thoa liest 
along. 

Soft music, warbliBg voices, melting lays. 
Ne'er didst thou hear, more sweet than sweet¬ 
est stmg 

CSisiming the soul, thou ne’er didst hear thy 
No—to thy revels £et the fool repair j [praise ! 
To such go smooth thy speech, and spread thy 
tempting snare. 

" Vast happiness enjoy thy gay allies! 

A youth of follies, an old age of cares; 
Young yet inervate, old, yet never wise. 

Vice wastes their vigor, and their mind im¬ 
pairs. 

Vain, i^e, delicate, in thoughtless ease, 
Rmrving woes for age, their prime they 
spefa; 

All wretched, hopeless, in the evil days. 

With sorrow to the verge of life they tend. 
Griev'd with the present, of the ^st osham'd, 
’Th^ live, and are despis’d; they die, nor more 
are nam’d. 

If 

" But with the gods, and godlike men 1 dwell; 

Me, his supreme delight, th’ Almighty Sire 
Regards well pleas’d: whatever works excel. 
All, or divine or human, I inspire. 

Counsel with strength, and industi^ with art. 
In union meet conjoin’d with me reside: 
My dictates arm, instruct,^and mend the heart, 
The surest policy, the wisest guide, [bind 
With me true frien^ip dwells : she deigns to 
Those generous souls olone, whom 1 ^forc 
have join’d. 

" Nor need my friends the various costly feast, 
Hunger to them th’ effects of art supplies; 
Labor prepares their weary limbs to rest; 
Sweet is their sleep; light, cheerful, strong, 
they rise. [and renown 

Through health, through joy, through pleasure 
They tzesd my paths: and by a soft descent 
At teagth to Bge all gently sinlueg down, 
Loo4 faadLwith transport at a life well spent, 
In which no hour flew unimprov’d away; 

In which some gen’rous deed distinguish’d 
ev’iy day. 


Her wocdi hretthe flee celestial, and Impart 
New T%er to his soul, that saUee caught 
The geasieus flame; with gnat intenit hii 
heart 

Swrila fall, and labors with exdted thoui^. 
The Bust of mron fiom lus ^es diqmll’d. 
Thro’ all her fraudful arts, in cleanst light. 
Sloth in her native farm he now beheld; 

Unveil’d she stood confest before his sight; 
False Siren!—^AU her vaunted charms, that 
shone [and gone. 

So faesh erewhile and far, now wither’d, pale. 

No more the rosy bloom in sweet disgjise 
Masks her dissembled looks; each borrow’d 
grace [her eyes 

Leaves her wan cheek; pale sickness clouds 
Livid and sunk, and passions dim her face. 
As when fair Iris has a while display’d 
Her wat’ry arch with gaudy painture gay. 
While yet we gaze the glorious colors fade. 
And &om our wonder gently steal away; 
Where shone the beauteous phantom, erst so 
bright, [the sight. 

Now low’rs the low-hung cloud, all gloomy to 

But Virtue more engaging, all the while 
Disclos’d new charms, more lovely, more 
serene; 

Beaming sweet influence, a milder smile 
Soften’d the terrors of her lofty mien. 
“Lead, goddess; 1 am thine!” transported 
cried 

Alcides; “ O propitious pow’r, thy way 
Teach me! possess my soul! be thou my guide: 

From thee oh never, never let me stray!” 
While ardent thus the youth his vows address'd, 
With all the goddess fill’d, already glow’d his 
breast. 

The heav’hly maid with strength divine endued 
His daring soul; there all her pow'rs com¬ 
bin’d : 

Firm constancy, undaunted fortitude. 
Enduring patience, arm’d his mighty mind. 
Unmov'd in toils, in dangers undismay’d. 

By many a hatdyfdeed and bold emprize. 
From fiercest monsters, thro’ her powerful aid. 
He freed the earth! thro’ her he gain’d the 
» skies. 

’Twos Virtue plac’d him in the blest abode; 
Crown’d with eternal youth, among the gods 
a god. 


“ And when the destin'd term at length's com¬ 
plete. 

Their ashes rest in peace, eternal lame 
Soonds wide their jHaise: triumphant ever late. 
In sacied song for ever lives their name. 
This, Hercules, is happiness! cibey 
Bfy voice, end live ; let dgr celestial birth 
Lift and enlarge thy thougitts: behold the way 
That leads to fame, and rtdses thee ftom 
earth, 

Bumortal! Lp, 1 guide thy steps, Arise, 
Paisne the paA and claim thy natiTC 


$ 55. The Hemat. PjtRMXLL. 

Far in a wild, unknown to public view, * 
Frlun youth to age a rev'rend Hermit urew; 
The moss his bed, the cave bis humbl#cell; 
His food the fruits, his drink the crystal Well: 
Remote from man, with God he pass’d his 
days, 

Pray’r all bis business, all bis pleasure praise. 

A life BO sacred, such serene repose. 

Seem’d heav’n itself, till one suggestion rose 
Tluat vice shoiltd triumph, virtue vice obey; 
This Bj^rang some doubt of Ffovideace’s sway i 
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Hia hopea no moie a cettjMn {iroapect boaat, 
And all the tenor of hiaaoul kl^ 

88 Vhen a smooth expanse receivea imprest 
Calm nature'a inu^e on its wat'iy breast, 
Down bend the baidcs, the treea depwiding 
^row, 

And akiea beneath with anawecing colors g^ow: 
But if a atone the gentle aea divide, 

Swift ruffling circlm curl on ev'ty aide. 

And glimmering fragments of a broken aim; 
Banka, trees, and Aiea in thick disorder mn. 
To clear this doubt, to know the world by 
■ight, 

To find if books or swains report it right, 
(For yet by swains alone the world he knew. 
Whose feet come wand’ ring o’er the nighUy 
dew) 

He quits his cell j the pilgrim staff he bore, 
And fix’d the scallop in his hat before ! 

Then with the sun a rising journey went, 
Sedate to think, and watching each event. 

The morn was wasted in the pathless grass. 
And long and lonesome was the wild to pass 5 
But when the southern sun had warm’d the 
day, 

A youth came posting o’er a crossing way; 
His raiment decent, his complexion fair. 

And soft in graceful ringlets wav’d his hair ; 
Then near approaching, “ Father, hail!” he 
cried: 

And “ Hail, my son!” the rev'rend sire replied. 
Words follow’d words, from question answer 
• flow’d, 

And talk of various kind deceiv’d the road; 
Till each with other pleas’d, and loth to part. 
While in tlieir age they differ, join in heart. 
Thus stands an aged elm in ivy bound, 

Thus youthful ivy clasps an ehn around. 

Now sunk the son; the closing hour of day 
Came onward, mantled o’er with sober grey } 
Nature in silence bid the world repose \ 

When near the road a stately palace rose ; 
There, by the moon, through ranks of trees 
they pass. 

Whose verdure crown’d tljpir sloping sides of 
grass. 

It chanc’d the noble master of the dome 
Still made his house the wand’ring stranger’s 
home; 

Yet still the kindness, from a thirst of praise, 
Prov’d the vain flourish of expensive ease. 

The pair arrive; the liveried servants wait; 
Their lord receives them at the pompous gi^. 
The table groans with costly piles of food, 
dmd all is more than hospitably good. 

Then, led to rest, the day’s long toil tkly 
dfown, [down. 

Deep sunk in sleep, and silk, and he^ of 
• At length ’tis mom, and at the dawn of day 
Along the wide canals the zephyrs play; 
v^resh o’er the gay parterres the breezes creep. 
And shake the netghb’ring wood to banish 
sleep. 

Up rise the guests obedient to the coll; 

^ An early buiquet <Mck’d the s^ndid ball; 


Blch hiBoious wine • geUen goblet gtae^ 
Which the kind master forc’d the geests to 
taste. &bey gd: 

Then pleas’d and thenkfol, ficra the porch 
And, but the landlord, none W eanaeof woe; 
Hia cup waa vaaish’d; for in secret gnise 
The younger gi^ purloin’d the glitt'rmg pii«. 
As one who qfies a serpent in ids way, 
Gliat’ning and basking in the summer ray, 
Disotdm’d stops to dmn the danger near, 

Then walks with fointneis on, lodu with 
fear; 

So seem’d the sire, when for npon the road 
The shining spoil his wily partner show’d. 

He stofqr’d with ulence, widk’d with trembling 
heart, (pert 

And much he wish’d, but durst not ask, to 
Murm’ring he lifts his eyes, and thinks it bard 
That gen'rous actiorm meet a base reward. 
While thus they pass, the sun his glory 
shrouds. 

The changing skies hang out their sable clouds ; 
A sound in air presag'd approaching rain, 

And beasts to covert scud across the jdaia. 
Warn’d by the signs, the wand’ring pair retreeft 
To seek for shelter at a neighb’riog seat: 
'Twas built with turrets on a rising ground, 
And strong, and large, and nniminoT’d arou^; 
Its owner’s tmnper, tim’rous and severe, 
Unkind and griping caus’d a desert there. 

As near the miser’s heavy doors they drew. 
Fierce rising gusts with sudden fury blew ; 
The nimble lightning mix’d with show’rs be¬ 
gan, 

And o’er their head^loud rdling thunder ran ; 
Here long they knock, but knock or call in 
vain, 

Driv’n by the wind and batter’d by therein. 
At length some pity warm’d the master’s breast 
(’Twas then his threshold .first receiv’d a 
guest); 

Slow creaking turns the door with jealous care. 
And half he welcomes in the shiv’ring pair; 
One frugal faggot lights the naked w^ls, 

And nature’s fervor through their lim^ re- 
' calls: 

Bread of the coarser sort vtdth meagre wine, 
(Each hardly granted) serv’d th^ both to 
dine: 

And when the tempest fiiat appear’d to cease, 
A ready warning bid them part in peace. 

With still remark the pond’nng Hermit 
In one so rich a life so poor and rude; [view’d, 
And why should such (within himself he cried) 
Look the lost wealth a thousand want beside T 
But whob now marks of wonder soon took 
In ei^ry settling feature of his face, [place 
Whem from his vest the young companion bore 
That cap the gen'rons Imdlord own’d before: 
And psM profusely with the precious bowl 
The stinted kindness of this churlish soul! 

But now the clouds in airy tumult fly; 

The sun emerging opes an azure sky; 

A feesher green the smelling leaves display, 
And, gtitt’ring as they tremble,^met the day : 
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The weather ootiru them from the poor re- His youthfU ftee more eereBely eweet; 

treat, Hia tam’d white, aod flow’d upon, hie . 

And the glad maeter boka the wary gate. feet ; 

MThile hence they walk the PUg^’abooom Fair ronnda of radiant pointainTeat hia hair} 
wrooght Geleatialodora breathe thro’parpled air; 

With all the travail of oneertain thonght j And winga, whoee cblora glitter’d on the day, 
Hia partner’a acta without their canae appear; Wide at hia back their gri^ual pilnmea diaplay. 
’Tww there a vice; and aeem’d a m^eaa The form ethereal binata upon hia eight, 
here: And movea in all the majeaty of light. 

Deteating that, and {ntying thia, he goea, Tho’ loud at firat the Pilgrim’a paaaion grew, 

Loat and confounded with the variona ahowa. Sudden he gaz’d and wiat not what to do; 

Now night’a dim ahadea again involve the Surprize in aecret chaina hia worda auapenda. 
Again the vrand’rerawant aplace to lie : [A:y; And in a calm hia eettling temper enda. 

A^n they eearch, and find a lodging nigh. But ailence here the beauteous angel broke 

The aoil improv’d around, the mansion neat, (The voice of music ravish’d as he spoke): 

And neither poorly low nor idly great, Thy {sray’r, thy praise, thy life to vice un¬ 
it aeem’d to apeak ita master’s turn of mind, known, 

Content, and not for praise but virtue kind. In sweet memorial rise before the throne : 

Hither the walkers turn with weary feet, These charms success in our bright region 
Then bleas the mansion, and the master greet. find, 

Their greeting fair, bestow’d with modest And force an angel down to calm thy mind: 

guise. For this commission’d, I forsook the sky— 

The courteoBs master hears and thus replies; Nay, cease to kneel!—^thy fellow-servant I. 

“ Without a vain, without a gnfdging heart, “ ’Then know the truth of government di- 
To him who gives us all I yield a part; vine, 

From him you come, for him accept it here, And let these scruples be no longer thine. 

A fimnk and sober, mwe than costly cheer.” ” The Maker justly claims tW world lie 
He spoke, and bid the welcome table spread, made, 

Then talk’d of virtue till the time of hied; In this the right of Providence is laid; 

When the grave household round his hall re- Its sacred majesty through all depends 

pair, [pray’r. On using second means to work his enda; 

Warn’d fay a bell, and close the hours with ’Tis thus, withdrawn in state from human eye, 
At length the world renew’d by calm repose, The pow’r ezerta hia attributes on high; 

Was strong for toil; the dappled morn arose. Your actions uses, nor controls your will. 
Before the Pilgrims part, the younger crept. And bids the doubting sons of men be still. 
Near the clos'd cradle, where an infant slept, ” What atrange events con strike with more 
And writh'd hia neck; the landlord’s little Burpriae, [eyes? 

pride, [died. Than those which lately struck thy wond’ring 

O strange return ! grew black, and gasp'd, and Yet, taught by these, confess th' Almighty just; 
Horror of horrors! what! hia only son 7 And, where you can’t unriddle, learn to trust. 
How look’d our hermit when the fact was done? “ The great vain man, who far’d on costly 
Not hell, tho’ hell’s black jaws in sunder part, foed. 

And breathe blue fire, could more assault his Whose life was too luxurious to be good; 

heart. Who made his iv’ry stands with goblets shine. 

Confus’d, and struck with silence at the deed. And forc’d hia guests to morning draughts of 
He flies; but trembling, fails to fly with speed, wine; 

His steps the youth pursues : the country lay Has with the cup, the graceless custom lost. 
Perplex’d with roads; a servant show’d the: [And still be welcomes, but with less of cost. 

way; “ The mean suspicious wretch whose bolted 

A river croos’d the path; the passage o’er door 

Was nice to find; the servant trod before: Ne'er mov’d in pity to the wand’ring poor. 

Long arms of oaka an open bridge supplied, With him 1 left the cup, to teach his mind 

And deep the waves beneath the tending That Heaven can bless, if mortals will be kind. 

btanchea glide. Conacious of wanting worth, he views the 

The youth, vdio seem’d to watch atime tosin, , bowl, *' 

liuroaeh’d the careless guide, and thrust him And feels compassion touch his gratefd soul. 

in : , Thus artists melt the sullen ore of leaa, 

Pkuagii^ he falls; and rising lifts his head; With heaping coals of fire upon its head; 
Then flaslung toms, and sinln among thede^. In the kind warmth the metal learns to glow. 
Wild qiarkling rage inflamea the father’s And loose from dross, the silver runs below. 
eyea : “ Long had our pious friend in virtue trod, 

He bur^ the bands of fear, and madly cries. But now the child half-wean’d his heart from 
” Detoted wretch!”—But scarce his speech God; 

began, [man. (Child of his age) for him he liv’d in pain. 

When the strain partner seem’d no longer And measur’d back his steps to earth again. 
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To what eaueaMB had hAatage nm! 

, But^God, to BETB the &tm, took tto aon. 

To all but thee in fits he aeem’d to go! 

. And 'twas my miniatiy to deal the Uow. 

The poor fond parent| hnmUed in the dnat, 
Now owni in team the paniahment waa jurt. 

, << But how had aH hia fortnnea felt a wrack, 

Had that fidae aerrant aped in aafety back! 
Thia night hia treaanr’d heapa he meant to 
And wliAt a fund of charity would tail! [ateal, 
Thua Heav’n inatmctathy mind: thia triid o’er, 
Depart in peace, resign, and sin no more.” 

On aqpnding pinions here the youth with¬ 
drew; 

The sage stood wond’ring as the aeraph flew. 
Thus look’d Elisha, when, to mount on high. 
His master took the chariot of the sky j 
The fiery pomp ascending left the view; 

The prophet gaz’d, and wish’d to follow too. 

The bending hermit here a pray’r begun; 
JAtrd ! at in heav'n, on earth thy wiU be doM. 
Then, gladly turning, sought his ancient place. 
And pass’d a life of piety and peace. 

^56. A Mght-Pieee, on Death. Parnell. 
Bv the blue taper’s trembling light, 

No more I waste the wakeful night, 

Intent with endless view to pore 
The schoolmen and the sages o’er : 

Their books from wisdom widely stray. 

Or point at beat the longest way, 

I’ll seek a readier path, and go 
Wbere wisdom’s surely taught below. 

How deep yon azure dyes the sky ! 

Where orbf of gold unnumber’d lie, 

While through their ranks in sUver pride 
The nether crescent seems to glide. 

The slumbering breeze forgets to breathe. 

The lake is smooth and clear beneath. 

Where once again the spangled show 
Descends to meet our eyes below. 

The grounds, which on the right aspire. 

In dimness from the view retire: 

The left presents a place of graves, 

Whose wall tlie silent watgr laves. 

I'hat steeple guides thy doubtful sight 
Among the livid gleams of night. 

There pass, with melancholy state, 

By all the solemn heaps c€ fete, 

And think, as aoftly s^ you tr^ 

Above the venerable dead, 

“ Time waa, like thee, they life possess'd; 
And time shall be when thou shalt rest.” 

Those, with bending osier bound, 

That nameless heave the crumbled ground. 
Quick to the glancing thought disclose * 
••vWhere fed and poverty repose. 

The flat smooth stones that bear a name, 

' The chisel, slender help to fame, 

(Which ere ourset of friends decay 
•Hrheir frequent steps may wear away;) 

A middle race of mortals own, 

Men, lulf ambitious, all unknown. 

The marble tombs that rise on high, 
dead in vaAted arches lie. 


Whose inllars eweU with acAptiff'd stones. 
Arms, angels, eintaphs, and bones j 
These aU the poor renudna state, 

Adorn the rich, or praise tiie great; 

Who while on earth in feme &ey live. 

Are eenseleBa of the feme they give. 

Ha! while I gaze,pale Cymtl^ fedes. 

The bursting euth unveils the shades: 

All slow, and wan, and wrap’d vrith shrouds. 
They rise in visionary crowds, 

And all with sober accent cry, 

“ Think, mortal, what it is to die!” 

Now fiom yon black and funeral yew. 

That bathes the channel-house with dew, 
Methinks I hear a voice begin; 

(Ye ravens, cease your croaking din. 

Ye tolling clocks, no time resound 
O’er the long lake and midnight ground) 

It sends a p^ of hollow groans. 

Thus speaking from among the Itones 
When men my scythe and dart supply. 

How great a King of Fears am 1 ? 

They view me like the last of things; 

They mBke,amd then they dread my stings 
Fools! if you less provok’d your fears, 

No more my sceptered form appears." 

Death’s but a path that most trod, 

If man would ever pass to God: 

A port of calms, a state of ease. 

From the rough of swelling seas. 

“ Why then thy flowing sable stoles. 

Deep pendent cypress, mourning poles. 

Loose scarfs to fell athwart thy weeds. 

Long palls, drawn hearses, cover’d ste^. 
And plumes of hlacff, that, as they tread. 

Nod o’er the 'scutcheons the dead 7 
" Nor can the parted body know, 

Nor wants the soul, these forms of wo 
As men who long in prison dwell. 

With lamps that glinwer round the cell. 
Whene’er their s^ering years are run. 
Spring forth to greet the glittering Sun : 

Such joy, though far transcending sense. 
Have pious souls at parting hence. 

On Earth, and in the body plac’d, 

A few, and evil years, they waste: 

But when their chains are cast aside, 

See the glad scenes unfolding wide. 

Clap the glad wing, and tower away. 

And mingle with die blaze of day.” 

$ 57. Piety ; or, Vition. Parnell. 

’Twas when the night in silent sable fled, 
When cheerful morning sprung with rising red, 
When dreams and vapors leave to crowd the 
brain. 

And ^est the vision draws its heavenly scene; 
'Twas then, as slumbering on my couch 1 Uy, 
A sudden splendor seem’d to kindle day; 

A breeze came breathing in a sweet perfume. 
Blown fh>m eternal gardens, fill’d the room; 
And in a void of blue, that clouds invest. 
Appear’d a daughter of the realms of reat; 
Her head a ring of golden glory wore, 

Her honor’d band the sacr^ volume bore; 
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H«r ndBUMUt gUtioring iMmM a tfilvw Brhite, 
And all h«r awMt con^jiaiuoiM, dotta of light. 
Straight aa 1 g’*% my fta^ And wonder 
grew, [yiew j 

Fear terr'd my Vokie, aBd Wonder fix’d my 
When lo! a eherab tit the alatiing crowd 
That aail’d an guardlaii in her axBre cloud, 
Fann’d the a^ air, and downward aeem’d 
to glide, 

And to my lipa a Itving coal applied. 

Then whUe the warmth o’er all iny pnlaearan 
Diffuaing comfort, thua the maid bi^an: 

“ Where glorioon mamnona are prepar’d 
aboye, 

The Beats of music, and the seats of love. 
Thence 1 descend, and Piety my name, 

To warm thy boscmi with celestial flame, 

To teach thee praises mix’d with humble 
pray'rs. 

And tune thy soul to nng seraphic aira : 

Be thou my bard." A vial here she caught, 
(An angel’s hand the crystal vial brought) 
And, as with awful sound the word was said. 
She pour’d a sacred unction on Ihy head; 
Then thus proceeded ■—^“Be thy muse thy zeal} 
Dare to be good, and all my joys reveal. 

While other pencils flattering forms create, 
And paint the gaudy plumes that deck the 
great} 

While other pens exalt the vain delight. 
Whose Wasteful revel wakes the depth of 
Or others softly sing in idle lines [night} 

How Damon courts,or Amaryllis shines; 

More wisely thou select a theme divine. 

Fame is their recompense, ’tis Heaven is thine! 

Despise the raptures of discorded fire. 
Where wine, or passion, or applause inspire 
Low restless life, and ravings born of earth,^ 
Whose meaner subjects speak their humble 
birth} [blow. 

Like working seas, that when loud winters 
Not made for rising, only rage below. 

Mine is a warm and yet a lambent beat, 

More lasting still, os more intensely great. 
Produc’d where prayer, and praise, and plea¬ 
sure breathe. 

And ever mounting where it shot beneath. 
Unpaint the love, that, hovering over beds, ^ 
From glittering pinions guilty Measure sheds; 
Restore the color to the golden mines 
With which behind the feather’d idol shines 
To flow’ring greens give back their native care, 
'^e rose and lily, never his to wear; 

To sweet Arabia send the balmy breath; 

Strip their fhir flesh, and call the phantom. 
Death} * 

His bow be sabled o’er, his shaRs the sane, 
Aod fork and point them with eternal flame. 

“ But urge thy powers, thine utmost voice 
advance, 

Make the loud strings against tl^ fingers dance; 
'Tis love that ang^ praise and men adore, 
Tis love ^vine, that oAs it all, and more. 
Fling back the gates ever-blazing day, 

Ponr floods of liquid light to gild the way; 


And all, in glol^ thniq^ pkths untrod. 
Pursue the great nnseeu descent of God<>> 

Hail thi me^ Vitgin, bid the child appear, 

The clilM is God ! and call him Jxsus here. 

He comes, but where to rest 1 A manger’s 
nigh, 

Make the great Being in a manger lie; 

Fill the wide aky with angela on the wing, 

Make thousands gaze, and make ten thousand 
sing; 

Let men a^ict him, men he came to save, 

And still afflict him till he reach the grave; 
Make him resign’d, his loads of sorrow meet; 
And me, like Mary, weep beneath Ills feet; 

I’ll bathe my tresses there, my prayers re¬ 
hearse. 

And glide in flames of love along thy verse. 

“ Ah! while I speak, I feel my bosom swell, 
My raptures smother what I long to tell, [air 
Tis God ! a present God! Through cleaving ^ 
I see the throne, and see the Jesds there, 

Plac’d on the right. He shows the wounds he 
bore, 

(My fervors oft have won him thus before) 

How pleas'd he looks! my words have reach’d 
his ear; 

He bids the gates unbar, and calls me near.” 

She ceas’d. The cloud on which she seem’d 
to tread. 

Its curls unfolded, and around her spread; 
Bright angels wait their wings to raise the 
cloud, r 

And sweep their ivory lutes, and sing aloud; 
The scene moves OS', while all its ambient sky 
Is turn'd to wondrous music as they fly; 

And soft the swelling sounds of music grow. 
And faint their softness, till they fail below. 

My downy sleep the wannth of Plusbus 
broke, [spoke; 

And, while my thoughts were setting, thus I 
Thou beauteous Vision! on my soul im¬ 
press’d. 

When most my reason would appear to rest, 
'Twas sure with pencils dipt in various lights 
Some curious Angel limn’d thy sacred sights; 
From blazing suns his radiant gold he drew, 
White moons the silver gave, and air the blue. 
^’11 mount the roving winds’ expanded wing. 
And seek the sacred hill, and light to sing; 

(’Tis known in Jewry well) I’ll make my lays, 
Obedient to thy summons, sound with praise. 

“ But still I fear, unwarm’d with holy flame, 

I take for truth the flatteries of a dream; 

And barely wish the wondrous gift 1 boast,, 
And fluntly practise what deserves it most. 

“ Indulgent Loud 1 whose gracious^ove dis- 
plays 

Joy in the light, and fills the dark with ease! 

Be this, to bless my days, no dream of bliss; 

Or be, to bless the nights, my dreams like this4’. 

$ 68. The Fire-Side. Cotton. 

Dear Chloe, while the busy crowd. 

The vain, the wcxltliy, an^ the proud, 

In Folly’s maze ^vance: 
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Though 



'BeiAU’d our choice, well itep aside, 

Nor join the giddy dance. 

From the gay world well oft retire 
' To our own family and fire, 

. Where love our hoars employs; 

No noisy neighbour enters here. 

No intermeddling stranger near, 

To spoil our heartfelt joys. 

If solid happiness we prise, 

Within our breast this jewel lies; 

And they are fools who roam: 

The world has nothing to bestow; 

From our own selves our joys must flow. 
And that dear hut, our home. 

Of rest was Noah’s dove bereft, 

When with impatient wing she left 
That safe retreat, the ark; 

Giving her vain excursion o’er. 

The disappointed bird once more 
Explor’d the sacred bark. 

Though fools spurn Hymen’s gentle pow’rsj 
We, who improve his golden hours. 

By sweet experience know. 

That marriage, rightly understood. 

Gives to the tender and the good 
A paradise below. 

Our babes shall richest comforts bring; 

If tutor’d right, they’ll prove a spring 
• Whence pleasures ever rise : 

We’ll form their minds, with studious care, 
To all that’s manly, good, and fair. 

And trkin them for the skies. 

While they our wisest hours engage. 
They’ll joy our youth, support our age. 
And crown our hoary hairs : 

They’ll grow in virtue ev’ry day, 

And thus our fondest loves repay. 

And recompense our cares. 

No borrow’d joys, they’re all our own, 
While to the world we live unknown. 

Or by the world forgot*: 

Monarchs ! we envy not your state; 

We look with pity on the great. 

And bless our humble lot. 

Our portion is not large, indeed; 

But then how little do we need ! 

For nature’s calls are few : 

In this the art of living lies. 

To want no more than may suffice, 

* And make that little do. 

We’ll therefore relish, with content, 
'^Vhate’er kind Providence has sent, 

Nor aim beyond our pew’r; 

For, if our stock be very small, 

_^*Tis prudence to enjoy it all. 

Nor lose the present hour. 

To be resign’d when ills betide, 

Patient when favors are denied. 

And pleas’d with favors given ; 


Deu Chloe, this is irisdarafe|MUt; 

This is that incense of ^ he^ 

Whose fragrance snsiedlB to heaven. 

We’ll no long protracted treat, 

Since winter’s life is seldom sweet; 

But, when our feast is6’«, 

Gratefbl, from table we’ll arise, 

Nor grudge our sons with envious eyes 
The relics of our store. 

Thus, hand in hand, throngh life we’ll go; 

Its chequer’d paths of joy and woe 
With cautious steps well tread; 

Quit its vain scenes without a tear. 

Without a trouble or a fear, 

And mingle with the dead. 

While conscience, like a faithful friend, 

Shall through the gloomy vale attend, 

And cheer our dying breath; 

Shall, when all other comforts cease. 

Like a kind angel whisper peace, 

And smooth the bed of death. 

FABLES THE LATE MR. GAY. 

IHTBODUCTION TO THE FABLES. PART THE 
FIRST. 

$ 69. Tht Shepherd and the PhUoeo^er. 
Remote from cities liv’d a swain, 

Unvex’d with all the cares of gain; 

His head was silver’d o’er with age, 

And long experience made him sage ; 

In summer's heat, and winter’s cold. 

He fed bis flock, andipenn'd the fold; 

His hours in cheerful labor flew, 

Nor envy or ambition knew; 

His wisdom and his honest feme 
Through all the country rais’d his name. 

A deep Philosopher (whose rules 
Of moral life were drawn from schools) 

The shepherd’s homely cottage sought. 

And thus explor'd his reach of thought:— 
Whence is thy learning ? Hath thy toil 
O’er books consum’d the midnight oil ? 

Hast thou old Greece and Rome survey’d, 
And the vast sense of Plato weigh’d 7 
Hath Socrates thy soul refin'd ? 

And hast thou fathom’d Tully’s mind 7 
Or, like the wise Ulysses, thrown 
By various fates on realms unknown. 

Hast thou through many cities stray’d, 

Their customs, kws, and manners weigh’d 7 
The Shepherd modestly replied:— 

I ne'er the path of learning tried : 

Nor have I roam’d in foreign parts 
To read mankind, their laws, and arts; 

For ilian is practis’d in disguise. 

He cheats the most discerning eyes : 

Who by that search ahall wiser grow, 

When we ourselves con never know 7 
The little knowledge I have gain’d, 

Was all from simple nature drain’d; 

Hence my life's maxims took their rise. 

Hence grew my settled hate to vice. 



tl 

ddij hkn of die iM 
Anrake 117 toid to iadnttiy. 

Who can ohoenre the caM^l ant, 

And not pronde for future want T 
Mj dog (the tmatiest of hia kind) 
l¥]th gratitude inflamea my mind: 

I mark hia true, hia fhhhfid way, 

And in my aerrice copy Tray. 

In conatancy and niqldBl love, 

I learn my duty from the dove. 

The hen, who from the chilly air 
With pioua wing protects her care. 

And ev’ry fowl th^ flies at large, 

Instructs me in a parent's char^. 

From nature too I take my rule. 

To shun contempt and ridicule: 

I never, with important air. 

In conversation overbear: 

Can grave and formal pass for wise. 

When men the solemn hour despise 7 
My tongue within my lips I rein, 

For who talks much must talk in vain: 

We from the wordy torrent fly; 

Who listens to the ch^tt'ring pie f 
Nor would I, with felonious flight, 

1^ stealth invade my neighbour's right: 
Rapacious animals we hate; 

Kites, hawks, and wcflves, dmrve their fate. 
Do not we just abhorrence find 
Against the toad and aerpent kind 7 
But envy, calumny, and spite. 

Bear stronger venom in their bite. 

Thus ev'iy object of creation 
Can furnish hints to contemplation; 

And from the moat minute* and mean 
A virtuous mind can morals glean. 

Thy &me is just, the Sage replies; 

Thy virtue proves thee truly wise. 

Pride often guides the author's pen; 

Books as a&cted are as men : 

But he who studies nature’s laws, 

From certain truth his maxims draws; 

And those, without our schools, suffice 
To make men moral, good, and wise. 

$ 60. FABLE I. The Eagk and the Auem’ 
bly qf Animate. 

As Jupiter’s all-seeing eye 
Surv^’d the worlds beneath the sky. 

From this small speck of earth were sent 
MunnurB and sounds of discontent; 

For ev’iy thing alive complain’d 
That he the hardest life sustain’d. 

Jove calls his Eagle. At the word 
Bslhre him stands the royal bird. 

The bird, obedient, from heaven’s height 
Downwaid directs his ramd flight; t 
Then cited ev’ry living thing 
To bear the mandates of his king. 

Ungritefhl creatures! whence arise 
These murmuis which offend the skies 7 
Why Uus disorder 7 say the cause; 

For just are Jove’s eternal lawa. 

Let each hk discontent reveal! 

Toyoteaour DogI first appeal. 


Hard is my lot, tli Bbmid r^Uii • 

On what flert nerves tiie Gieyhonnd fiieaP* 
While I, with weary step and slow, 

O’er plains, and vales, uM mountains go. 
The mon^ sees my chase begun, 

Nor ends it till the settii^ sun. 

When (says the Or^honnd) I pursue, 

My game is lost, or cat^ht in view; 

Beyond my sight the prey’s secure: 

The Hound is slow, but always sure! 

And had I his sagacious scent, 

Jove ne’er had heard my discontent. 

The Lion crav'd the Fox's art j 
The Fox the Lion’s force and heart; 

The Cock implor’d the Pigeon’s flight. 
Whose wings were rapid, strong, and light; 
The Pigeon strength of wing despis’d, 

And the Cock’s matchless vidor pris’d; 

The Fishes wish’d to graze the plain; 

The beasts to skim beneath the main. 

Thus, envious of another's state, 

Each blam’d the partial hand of Fate. 

The bird of Heaven then cried aloud: 
Jove bids disperse the murm’ring crowd; 
The God objects your idle prayers; 

Would ye, rebellious mutineers, 

Entirely change your name and nature. 

And be tbe very envied creature 7 
What I silent all, and none consent 7 
Be happy then, and learn content: 

Nor imitate the restlesa mind. 

And proud ambition of mankind. ^ • 

$ 61. FABLE II. The Mser and PMue. 

The wind was high, the window shakes; 
With sudden start the Miser wakes 
Along tbe silent room he stalks 3 
Looks l»ck, and trembles as he walks! 

Each lock and ev’iy bolt he tries, 

And ev’ry creek and corner pries; 

Then opes the chest with treasure stor’d, 
And stands in rapture o’er his hoard. 

But now, with sudden qualms possest. 

He wrings his handsi he beats his breast; 

By conscience stung, he wildly stares, 

And thus his guilty soul declares: 

Had the deep earth her stores confin’d, 
Thivshcait had known sweet peace of mind. 
But virtue’s sold! Good gods! what price 
Can recompense the pangs of vice 7 
O bane of good! seducing cheat! 

Can man, weak man, thy pow’r defeat 7 
Gold banish’d honor from the mind, 

Anj only left the nome behind; 

Gold Bow’d the world with ev’iy ill; 

Gold taught the murderer’s aword to kill: 
’Twas gold instructed coward hearts 
In treachery’s more pernicious arts. 

Who can recount tlic miachiefa o’er 7 
Virtue resides on earth no more! 

He spoke, and sigh’d. In angiy mood, 
Plutns, his god, tefore him sto^. 

The Miser, trembling, lock'd Jhia chest; 

The vision frown’d, and thus addreoa’d: 
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BOOS 1.] 

Whence if thie vile tmgntefiil rut, 

Each fordid nacal’e dnQj cut t 
Did I, base imteh, corrupt manfcip d! 

The fimlt 'e in thy rapaciotu mind. 

Becauae my bleHings are abus’d, 

Must I be censor’d, curs’d, accus’d 1 
E’en virtue’s self by knaves is made 
A cloke to cany on the tradej 
And pow’r (when lodg’d in their possession) 
Grows tyranny, and nnk oppression; 

I'liuB, when the villain crams his chest. 

Gold is the canker of the breast; 

’Tie av’rice, insolence, and pride, 

And>ev’iy shocking rice beside : 

But when to virtuous buds 'tie given, 

It blesses like the dews of heaven j 
Like heaven, it hears the orphan’s cries, 

And wipes the tears from widows’eyes. 

Their crimes on gold shall misers lay. 

Who pawn’d their sordid souls for pay ? 

Let bravoes then (when blood is spilt) 
Upbraid the passive sword with guilt. 

^ 62. FABLE lit. The Lady and the Wasp. 

What whispers must the beauty bear ! 

W hat hourly nonsense haunts her ear! 
Where'er her eyes dispense their charms, 
Impertinence around her swarms. 

Did not the tender nonsense strike, 

('ontcmpt and scorn might soon didike ; 
Forbidding airs might thin the place j 
The slightest flap a fly can chose. 

Hut who can drive the num’rous breed ! 

Chase one,' another will succeed; 

Who knows a fool must know his brother. 
One fop will recommend another : 

And with this plague she’s rightly curst. 
Because she listen’d to the first. 

As Doris, at her toilet’s duty. 

Sat meditating on her beauty, 

She now was pensive, now was gay. 

And loll'd the sultry hours away. 

As thus in indolence she lies, 

A giddy Wasp around her flies. 

He now advances, now retires, 

Now to her neck and cheek aspires. 

Her fan in vain defends her charms; 

Swift he returns, again alarms; 

For by repulse he bolder grew, 

Perch’d on her lip, and sipp’d the dew. 

She frowns, she frets. Good gods! she cries, 
Protect me from these teasing flies! 

Cf all the plagues that heaven hath sent, 

A Wasp is most impertinent. 

. The kov’ring insect thus complain’d i 
Am I.then slighted, scorn’d, disdain'd ? 

Can such offence your anger wake ? 

'Twas beauty caus’d the bold mistake. 

Those cherry lips that breathe perfume. 

That cheek so ripe with youthful bloom, 
Made me with strong desire pursue 
The fairest peach that ever grew. 

Strike him not,tfenny, Doris cries, 

Nor murder Wasps like vulgar flies: 


For though he^ five, (to Jo Un rqjht,) 

The creature’s civil aadpoUte, 

In ecstasies away he posts; 

Where’er he came the favor boasts} 

Brags how her sweetest tea he sips. 

And shows the sugar on his Hps. 

The hint alarm'd the fiirward crew: 

Sure of success, away they flew. 

They share the dainties of the day. 

Round her with airy music play; 

And now they flatter, now they rest, 

Now soar again, and skim her breast. 

Nor were they banish’d till she found 
That Wasps have stings, and felt the wound- 

$ 63. FABLE ir. 7%e Elephant and the 
BookeeUer. 

The man who with undaunted toils 
Sails unknown seas to unknown soils. 

With various wonders feasts his sight: 

What stranger wonders does he write! 

We read, and in description view 
Creatures which Adam never knew : 

Por, when risk no contradiction, 

[t prompts the tcmgae to deal in fiction 
Those things that startle me or you, 

~ grant are strange, yet may be true. 

Who doubts that Elephants are found 
For science and for sense renown’d 1 
Born records their strength of parts. 

Extent of thought, and skill in arts; 

How they perform the law’s decrees, 

And save the state the hangman’s fees; 

And how by travel understand 
The language of another land. 

~iet those who question this report. 

To Pliny’s ancient page resort; 

How leam’d was that sagacious breed! 

Who now like them the Greek can read! 

As one of these, in days of yore, 
Rummag’d a shop of learning o’er; 

Not, like our modem dealers, minding 
Only the margin’s breadth and binding; 

A book his curious eye detains, 

Where with exactest care and pains 
Were ev’ry beast and bird portray’d. 

That e’er the search of man survey’d. 

Their natures and their pow'rs were writ 
With all the pride of human wit. 

The page he with attention spread, 

And thus remark’d on what Im read : 

Man with strong reason is endow’d; 

A beast scarce instinct is allow’d. 

But let this author’s work be tried : 

'Tis plaii^that neither was his guide. 

Can be discern the different natures. 

And Veigh the pow’r of other creatures. 
Who by the partial work hath shown 
He knows so little of his own ? 

How falsely is the spaniel drawn! 

Did man from him first learn to fkwn ? 

A dog proficient in the trade! 

He the chief fiatt'rer nature made! 

Go, Man, the ways of courts discern, 

You’ll find a spaniel still might learn. 
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How c«a tiie Vtotn theft and pliuidw. 
Provoke hia cename or hia wonder f 
From conrtiar tricka, and lawyera' erta. 

The Fox mi^t well improve hie parta. 

The lion, wolf, and ti^r^a brood, 

He curaea for their thuat of blood: 

But ia not man to roan a prey 1 
Beaata kill for hunger, men for pay. 

The Bookaeller, who heard him apeak, 

And aaw him turn a page of Greek, 

'Iliought, what a geniue have 1 fon^ 1 
Then thua addreaa'd with bow profound 
Learn’d Sir, if you’d employ your pen 
Againat the aonaelesa sons of-men, 

Or write the hiatory of Siam, 

No man ia better pay than I am ^ 

Or, aince you’re leam’d in Greek, let’a see 
Something againat the Trinity. 

When, wrinkling with a aneer hia trunk, 
Friend, quoth the Elephant, you’re drunk j 
E’en keep your money, and Iw wiae! 

Leave man on man to criticise: 

For that youme’er can want a pen 
Among the aenaeleaa sons of men.* 

They unprovok’d will court the fray; 

Envy’s a sharper spur than pay. 

No author ever spar’d a brother; 

Wits are gome-cocka to one another. 

$ 64. FABI.K V. Ciqaid, Hymen, and PhAtu, 

Aa Cupid in Cythera’s grove 
Employ'd the leaser pow’ra of love j 
Some shape the bow, or fit the string 3 
Some give the taper shaft its wing, 

Or turn the polish’d quiver’s mould. 

Or head the darts with temper’d gold. 

Amidst their toil and various care. 

Thus Hymen, with assuming air. 

Address’d the god:—Thou purblind chit. 

Of awkward and ill-judging wit. 

If matches am not bettor made, 

At once I must forswear my trade. 

You send me such ill-coupled folks, 

That ’tia a shame to sell them yokes} 

Tliey squabble for a pin, a feather. 

And wonder how they came together. 

The husband’s sullen, dogged, shy; 

The wife grows flippant in reidy 3 
He loves command and due restriction. 

And she aa well likes contradiction : 

She never alaviably sulnnits 3 
She’ll have Her wUl, as have her fits: 

He this way tugs, she t’other draws 3 
The man grows jealous, and with cause: 
Nothing can save him bat divorce: * 

And here the wife emr^es of course. « 
When, says the boy, liad 1 to do 
With eithm^ your affiurs or you 1 
I never idly ^nd my darts 3 
You trade ixt mercenary hearts. 

For settlements the lawyer’s feed} 

Is my hand vritnew to the deed ? 

If thqr like cat fod dog agree, 

Go raU at Phttwb not at me. 


[boos 1 . 

Flatus appear’d, and said—-’Tis true. 

In marriage gold ia all their view; ^ 

They seek no beauty, wit, or senip} 

And love ia seldom the pretence. 

All offer incense at my shrine, 

And I alone the bargain sign. 

How can Belinda blame her fate 7 
She only ask’d a great estate. 

Doris was rich enough, ’tis true ; 

Her lord must give hwydtle too : 

And ev’ry man, or ii«p poor, 

A fortune asks, and aws no more. 

Av’rice, whatever shape it bears. 

Must still be coupled with its cares. 

$ 65. FABLE vt. The Monkey who kadeeen 
the World. 

A Mobkev to reform the times. 

Resolved to visit foreign climes: 

For men in distant regions roam 
To bring politer manners home. 

So forth he fares, all toil defies; 

Misfortune serves to make us wise. 

At length the treach’rous snare was laid; 
Poor Pug was caught, to town conve^^’d, 
There sold. How envied was Ids doom. 

Made captjive in a lady’s room! 

Proud as a lover of hia chains. 

He day by day her favor gains. 

Whene’er the duty of tie day 
The toilet calls, with mimic play 
He twirls her knots, he cracks W fan, , 
Like any other gentleman. 

In visits too his parts and wit. 

When jests grew dull, were sure to.hit. 

Proud with applause, he thought his mind 
In ev’ry courtly art refin’d ; 

Like Orpheus, burnt with public zeal 
To civilize the Monkey weal; 

So watch’d occasion, broke his chain, 

And sought his native woods again. 

The hairy sylvans round him press, 
Astonish’d at his strut and dress. 

Some praise his sleeve; and others glpAt 
Upon his rich embroider’d coat 3 
His dapper periwig commending, 

With the black tail behind depending: 

His powder’d back, above, below, 

Likeaboary frost or fleecy snow; 

But all with envy and desire 
His fiutt’ring shoulder-knot admire. 

Hear and improve, he pertly cries; 

I come to make a nation wise. 

Weigh your own worth, support your place, ^ 
Thf. next in rank to human race. 

In cities long I pass’d my days, ^ 
Convers’d with men, and learn’d their w^s. 
Their dress, their courtly msjmers sec; 
Reform your state, and copy me. 

Seek ye to thrive ?—^in flatt’ry deal; 

Your scorn, your hate, with that conceal 
Seem only to regard your friends, 

But use them for your private ends. 

! Stint not to truth the flow o^ wit} 
i Be prompt to lie whene'er 'tis fit. 
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Bend all your force to spatter merit; 

Scanc^l is conversation’s spirit, 
noldty to ev'c||^ing attend, 

And men ynsjfpiients shall commend. 

I knew the great. Observe me right; 

Bn shall you grow4ike man polite. 

^ He spoke, and bow’d. With mutt’ring jaws 
The woiid’ring circle grinn'd applause. 

Now warm with malice, envy, spite. 

Their most obliging friejy^they bite; 

And, fond to copy hum^^fcys. 

Practise new mischiefs mRheir days. 

I'hus tlie dull Lad, too tall for school, 

With travel hnishes the fool; 

Studious of cv'ry coxcomb’s airs, 

He drinks, games, dresses, whores, and swearsj 
O'crlooks with scorn all virtuous arts} 

For vice is fitted to his parts. 

$ GG. FABLK vii. The Philosopher and the 
• Pheasants. 

Tiik Rage, awak’d at early day, 

'i'hrough the deep forest took his way } 

Drawn by the music of the groves, 

Along the winding gloom he roves : 

From free to tree the warbling throats 
f’rolong the sweet alternate notes. 

But where he pass’d lie terror threw; 

'J’lie song broke short, the warblers flew; 

’J’lic lliruslies chatter’d with affright. 

And nightingales abhorr 
All animals before him i 
'I'o sfiiiii the hateful sight of man. 

WJiencc IS this dread of ev’ry creature ? 

Fly they our figure, or our nature ? 

As thus be walk’d in musing thought, 
ills car iinperfect accents taught; 

With cautious steps he nearer drew. 

By the thick shade conceal’d from view; 

High on the branch a Pheasant stood; 

Around her all her hst’ning brood; 
i^roud of the blessings of her nest, 

She thus a mother's care express’d . 

No dangers here shall circumvent; 

Within the woods enjoy coiitj^nt. 

.Sooner the hawk or vulture trust 
Than Man, of animals the worst; 

In him ingratitude you And ; 

A vice peculiar to the kind. 

The slieep, whose annual fleece is dyed 
To guard his health and serve his pride. 
Forc’d from his fold and native plain, 

*ls in the cruel shambles slain. 

7'he swarms who, with industrious skill. 

Ills hives with wax and honey fill; 

111 vain wliole summer days employ’d, 

™i.nir o».r,i€s are sold, their race destroy’d. 
What Irfjute from the goose is paid! 

•Daps nei her wing all science aid ? 

Does it not lovers’ hearts explain, 

-Arfd drudge to raise the merchant’s gain ? 
What now rewards this gen’ral use 1 
tie takes the quills, and eats the goose. 

Man then avoid, detest his ways; 
t*o safety shall proloi% your days. 

Vqi.. V. Nos. 69 &. 70. 


When services are thus acquitted, 

Be sure we Pheasants must be spitted. 

$ 67. FABLE Tin. The Painter who pUassd 
nobody and every body. 

Lest men suspect your tale untrue. 

Keep probability in view. 

The trav’ller leaping o’er those bounds. 

The credit of his book confounds. 

Who with his tongue hath armies routed. 
Makes ev’n his re^ courage doubted: 

But flatt’ry never seems absurd. 

The flatter’d always take your word: 
Impossibilities seem just; 

They take the strongest praise on trust. 
Hyperboles, thoiigh ne’er so great, 

Will still come short of self-conceit. 

So very like a Painter drew. 

That ey’ry eye the picture knew; 

He hit complexion, feature, air, 

So just, the life itself was there. 

No flatt'ry with his colors laid, 

To bloom restor’d the faded maid; 

He gave each muscle all its stren^h, 

'Die mouth, the chin, the no^’s len^b. 

His honest pencil touch'd with truth. 

And mark’d the date of age and youth. 

He lost Ills friends, his practice fail'd ; 

Trutli should not always be reveal’d ; 

In dusty piles his pictures lay, 

Fur no one sent the second pay. 

Two bustos, fraught with ev’ry grace, 

A V'enus and Apollo’s face, 

lie pi.ac’d in view; resolv’d to please 

Wlioever sat, he drew from these; 

From these corrected ev’ry feature, 

And spirited each awkward creature. 

All things were set; the hour was come, 
His pallet ready o'er his thumb, 

My Lord appear’d; and, seated right 
proper attitude and light, 

'I'he I’ninter look’d, he sketch’d the piece 
Then dipp'd his pencil, talk'd ^|Dreece, 

Of Titian's tints, of Guido’s 
Those eyes, my l..ord, tlie spirit there 
Might well a llaphael’s hand require, 

To give them all the native fire; 

The features, fraught with sense and wit. 
You'll grant, are very hard to hit; 

But yet with patience you shall view 
As much as paint and art can do. 

Observe the work. My Lord replied. 

Till now I thought my mouth was wide; 
Resides, my nose is somewhat long; 

Dear Sir, for me 'tie fhr too young. 

Oh pandon me ! the artist cried 
In this yie pointers must decide. 

The piece ev’n common eyes must strike; 

I warrant it extremely like. 

My Lord examin’d it anew ; 

No looking-glass seem’d half so true. 

A lady came, with borrow’d grace, 
lie from his Venus form’d her face. 

Her lover prus’d the Painter's art; 

So like the p cture in his heart! 

r 
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To ev'ry age acme charm he lent; 

Ev’n beautiea were almost content. 

Through all the town his art they prais’d; 
His custom grew, his price was rais’d. 

Had he the real likeness shown, 

Would any man the picture own ? 

But when thus happily he wrought. 

Each found the likeness in his thought. 

^ G8. FABLF. IX. The Sick Man and the Angel. 

Is there no hope ? the sick man said; 

'i'he silent doctor shook his head. 

And took his leave with signs of sorrow, 
Despairing of Ins fee to-morrow. 

When thus the Man, with gasping breath; 

I feel the chilling wound of death. 

Since 1 must bid the world adieu. 

Let me my former life review. 

1 grant my bargains well were made. 

But all men over-reacn in trade ; 

’TIs self-defence in each profession ; 

Sure self-defduce is no transgression. 

'J'he little portion in my hands, 

By good security on lands, ( 

Is well increas’d. If, unawares. 

My justice to myself and heirs 
Hath let my debtor rot in jail. 

For want of good sufficient bail; 

If I by writ, or bond, or deed. 

Reduc'd a family to need. 

My will hath m^e the world amends ; 

My hope on charity depends. 

When I am number d with the dead. 

And all my pious gifts arc read, 

By heaven and earth 'twill then be known 
My charities were amply shown. 

An Angel come. Ah! friend, he cried. 

No more in flatt’ring hope confide. 

Can thy good deeds in former times 
Outweigh the balance of thy crimes ? 

What widow or what orphan prays 
To crown thy life with length of days 7 
A pious actim's in thy pow’r, 

Embrace wmrjoy the happy hour. 

Now, while you draw the vital air. 

Prove your intention is sincere. 

This instant give a hundred pound ; 

Your neighbours want and you abound. 

But why such haste 7 the sick Man whiney 
Who knows as yet what Heaven designs ? 
Perhaps I may recover still; 

That sum and more arc in my will. 

Fool! says the Vision, now ’tis plain. 

Your life, your soul, your heaven was gam. 
From ev'ry side, with all your might, 

You scrap’d, and scrap'd beyond your right; * 
And after death would fain atone. 

By giving what is not your own. 

While there is life, there's hope, he cried; 
Then why such haste 7 So groan’d, and died. 

$ 69. FABLE X. The Peraian, the Sun, and 
the Cloud. 

Is there a bard whom genius fires. 

Whose ev’ry thought the god inspires 7 


When envy reads the nervous lines, 

She frets, she rails, she raves, she piney; 

Her hissing snakes with venQ||aswell; 

She calls her venal train frofl|Pbll : 

The servile fiends her nod obey. 

And all Curl’s authors aredn pay. 

Fame calls up calumny and spite ; 

I'hua shadow owes its birth to light. 

As prostrate to the God of day, 

With heart devo^^^’erstan lay. 

His invocation tl^^Kgan :— 

Parent of light^IRseeing Sun ! 

Prolific beam whose rays dispense 
The various gifts of Providence ! 

Accept our praise, our daily pray’r, 

Smilo on our fields, and bless the year! 

A C'loud, who mock’d his grateful tongue. 
The day with sudden darkness hung ; 

Willi pride and envy sw'ell'd aloud, 

A voice thus thunder'd from the Cloud : 

Weak is this gaudy god of thine, 

Whom I at will forbid to shine. 

Shall I nor vows nor incense know! 

Where praise is due, the praise bestow. 

With fervent zeal the Persian mov’d. 

Thus the proud calumny reprov’d : 

It was that god, who claims my pray’r. 

Who gave thee birth and rais’d thee there; 
When o'er his beams the veil is thrown. 

Thy substance is but plainer shown. 

A passing gale, a puff of wind. 

Dispels tby thickest troops combin’d. 

The gale arose; the vapour, tost 
(The sport of winds) in air, was lost. 

The glorious orb the day refines ; 

Thus envy brealis, thus merit shines. 

§ 70. FABLE XI. The Fox at the Point of 
Deaih. 

A Fox in life’s extreme decay. 

Weak, sick, and faint, expiring lay; 

All appetite had left his maw, 

And age disarm'd his mumbling jaw. 

Ills nuin’rous race around him stand, 

To learn their c^ing sire’s command: 

He rais’d his head with whining moan. 

And thus was heard the feeble tone .— 

Ah, eons ! from evil ways depart; 

My crimes lie heavy on my heart. 

Sec, see, the murder’d geese appear! 

Why are those bleeding turke>s there 7 
Why all around this cackling tram, 

Who haunt my ears for chickens slain 7 
The hungry Foxes round them star'd, 

And fur the promis'd feast prepar'd. 

Where, sir, is all this dainty cheer 7 
Nor turkey, goose, nor hen is here*^ 

These are the phantoms of your brai.i, 

And your sons lick their lips in vain. 

O gluttons! says the drooping sire. 
Restrain inordinate desire; 

Your liquorish taste you shall deplore, 

When peace of conscience is no more. 

Does not the hound betray our pace. 

And gins and guns destftiy our race 7 
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Thierea dread the searching eye of pow’r, 
,Ai)djiever feel the quiet hour. 

Ola age (which few of ua shall know^ 

Now puts a piriod to my woe. 

Would you true happiness attain, 

. ’ Iiet honesty your passions rein j 
So live in credit and esteem, 

And the good name you lost redeem 
The counsel’s good, a Fox replies. 

Could we perfonn what you advise. 

Think what our ancestofp liave done; 

A line of thieves from son to son ; 

To us descends the long disgrace, 

And infamy hath mark’d our race. 

7'liough we, like harmless sheep, should feed, 
Honest in thought, in word, and deed. 
Whatever hen-roost is decreas’d. 

Wo sliall be thought to share the feast. 

'i'iie change shall never be believ’d; 

A lost good name is ne’er retriev’d. 

• Nay, then, replies the feeble Fox, 

(Hut, hark ! 1 hear a hen that clocks!) 

(I'l. but be moderate in your food; 

A chicken too might do me good. 

§71. vABLEXii. The Univenal Apparition. 

A RAKE, by cv’ry passion rul’d, 

M'lth ev’ry vice his youth had cool’d j 
Disease Ins tainted blood assails; 

His spirits droop, his vigor fails; 

^V'ith secret ills at home he pines, 

A ltd,* like infirm old age, declines. 

As twing'd with pain he pensive sits; 

And raves, and prays, and swears by fits; 

X ghastly phantom, lean and wan, 
llc-fere him rose, and thus began : 

^ My name perhaps hath reach’d your ear; 
Attend, and be advis’d by Care. 

Nor love nor honor, wealth nor pow’r. 

Can give the heart a cheerful hour 
When health is lost, lie timely wise : 

With health all taste of pleasure flies. 

Thus said, the phantom disappears; 

'fhe wary counsel wak’d his ^ars; 

He now from all excess abstains; 

With physic purifies his veins; 

And, to procure a sober life, 

Resolves to venture on a wife. 

But now again the Sprite ascends; 

Where’er he walks his ear attends; 

Insinuates that beauty’s frail, 

.Tliat perseverance mast prevail; 

With jealousies his brain inflames, 

A ndvivliispers all her lovers’ names. 

In other hours she represents 
Hia houselmld charge, his annual rents, 
Incrcasisg debts, peiplexing duns. 

And nothing for his younger sons. 

'"Straight all his thought to gain he turns, 

A Txl with the thirst of lucre burns. 

But, when possess’d of fortune’s store. 

The Spectre haunts him more and more; 

Sets want and misery in view. 

Bold thieves, and all the murd'ring crew. 


Alarms him with eternal frights, 

Infests his dream, or wakes his nights. 

How shall he chase this hideous guest 7 
Pow’r may perhaps protect his rest. 

To pow’r he rose; again the Sprite 
Besets him morning, noon, and night; 

Talks of ambition’s tott’ring seat, 

How envy persecutes the great; 

Of rival hate, of treach’rous friends, 

And what disgrace his fall attends. 

Tlie court be quits, to fly from Care, 

And seeks the peace of rural air; 

His groves, his fields, amus’d his hours; 
lie prun’d his trees, he rais’d his flow’rs. 

But Care again his steps pursues; 

Warns him of blasts, of blighting dews, 

Of plund’ring insects, snails and rains. 

And droughts that starv’d the labor’d plains. 
Abroad, at home, the Spectre’s there; 

In vain we seek to fly from Care. 

At length he thus the Ghost address’d; 

Since thou must be my constant guest, 

Be kind, and follow me no more; 

For Care by right should go before. 

§ 72. FABLE xiii. Pj/ihagoras and the 
Countryman. 

Pithag’kas rose at early dawn, 

By soaring meditation drawn; 

To breathe the fragrance of the day, 

Through flow’ry fields he took his way. 

In musing contemplation warm, 

His steps misled him to a farm, 

Where, on the ladder’s topmost round, 

A peasant stood: the hammer’s sound 
Shook the weak bam. Say, friend, what care 
Calls for thy honest labor there 7 
The Clown, with surly voice, replies : 
Vengeance aloud for Justice cries. 

This kite, by daily rapine fed, 

My hens' annoy, my turkeys’ dread, 

At length his forfeit life hath paid ; 

See on the wall his wings display’d; 

Here nail'd, a terror to his kind. 

My fowls shall future safety find; 

My yard the thriving poultry feed, 

And my barn’s refuse fat the breed. 

Friend, says the Sage, the doom is wise; 
For public good the murd’rer dies. 

But if these tyrants of the air 
Demand a sentence so severe ; 

Think how the glutton man devours; 

What bloody feasts regale his hours! 

O impudence of power and might. 

Thus to condemn a hawk or kite, 

When thou, perhaps, camiv’rous sinner, 

Hadst pullets yesterday for dinner! 

Hold Scried the Clown, with passion heated, 
Shall kites and men alike be treated 7 
When heaven the world with creatures stor’d, 
Man was ordain’d their sov’reign lord. 

Thus tyrants boast, the s«^ replied. 

Whose murders spring from power and pride. 
Own, then, t.iis manlike kite is slain 
Thy greater lux’ty to sustain; 
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For “ potty rogues submit to fate, 

That great ones may enjoy their state.” 

$ 73. FABLE Eiv. The Father and Jupiter. 
The Man to Jove his suit preferr’d 
He begg'd a wife; his pray’r was heard. 

Jove wonder'd at his bold addressing •, 

For how precariouB is the blessing ! 

A wife he takes. And now for heirs 
Again he worries Heaven witli prayers. 

Jove nods assent. Two hopeful boys 
And a fine girl reward his joys. 

Now more solicitous he grew, 

And set their future lives in view ; 

He saw that all respect and duty 

Were paid to wealth, to pow’r, and beauty. 

Once more he cries. Accept iny pray’r 5 
Make my lov’d progeny thy care. 

Let my first hope, my fav'rite boy, 

All fortune’s richest gifts enjoy. 

My next with strong ambition fire : 

May favor teach him to aspire. 

Till he the step of pow’r ascend, 

And courtiers to their idol bend ! 

With ev’ry grace, with ev’ry cliarm. 

My daughter’s perfect features arm. 

If Heaven approve, a Father's blest ■ 

Jove smiles, and grants his full request. 

The first, a miser at the heart. 

Studious of ev’ry griping art. 

Heaps hoards on hoards with anxious pain, 
And all his life devotes to gain. 

He feels no joy, liis cares increase, 

He neither wakes nor sleeps in peace; 

In fancied want (a wretch complete ') 

He starves, and yet he dares not eat. 

The next to sudden honors grew; 

The thriving art of courts he knew: 

He reach'd the height of pow’r and place, 
Then fell the victim of disgrace. 

Beauty with early bloom supplies 
His daughter's cheek, and {Hunts her eyes. 
The vain coquette each suit disdains. 

And glories in her lovers’ pains. 

With age she fades, each lover flies, 
Contemn’d, forlorn, she pines and dies. 

When Jove the Father’s grief survey'd, 

And heard him Heaven and fate upbraid. 

Thus spoke the god: By outward show 
Men judge of happiness and woe: 

Shall Ignorance of good and ill 

Dare to direct th’ Eternal Will ? I 

Seek virtue : and, of that possest. 

To providence resign the rest. 

$ 74. FABLE XV. The Jugglers. 

A JuGGi.ER long through all the town 
Had rais’d his fortune and renown : , 

Yoii’d think (so far his art transcends) 

The devil at his fingers’ ends. 

Vice heard his fame, she read his bill 3 
Convinc’d of his inferior skill, 

She sought his booth, and from the crow'd 
Defied the man of art aloud ■ 

Is this then he so fam'd for sleight ? 

Can this slow bungler cheat your sight 1 


I Dares he with me dispute the prize T 
I leave it to impartial eyes. w 

Provok’d, the Juggler cried, ’Tis done 3 
In science I submit to none. 

Thus said, the cups and balls he play’d. 

By turns this here, that there, convey’d 3 
The cards, obedient to his words. 

Are by a fillip turn’d to birds. 

His little boxes change the grain ; 

Trick after trick deludes the train. 

He shakes his bag, he shows all fair; 

His fingers spread, and nothing there 3 
Then bids it rain with show'rs of gold ■ 

And now his iv’ry eggs are told 5 

But when from thence the hen he draws. 

Amaz’d spectators hum applause. 

Vice now stepp’d forth, and took the place. 
With all the forms of Ins grimace. 

This magic looking-glass, she cries, 
(There, hand it round) will charm your eyM. 
Each eager eye the sight desir'd, w 

And ev’ry man himself admir'd. 

Next, to a senator addressing, 

See this bank-note 5 observe tbc blessing 
Breathe on the bill, llcigh, pass ! ’tis gone 3 
Itpon Ins bps a padlock shone. 

A second puff the magic broke; 

'J'hc padlock vanish’d, and he spoke. 

Twelve bottles rang’d upon the board. 

All full, with heady liquor stor’d, 

By clean conveyance disappear 5 
And now, two bloody swords are there. 

A purse she to a thief expos'd 5 
At once his ready fingers clos’d. 

He opes his fist, the treasure’s fled 5 
He sees a halter in its stead. 

She bids Ambition bold a wand 3 
He grasps a hatchet in hia hand. 

A box of charity she shows • 

Blow here ; and a churchwarden blows. 

’Tis vanish'd with conveyance neat. 

And on the table smokes a treat. 

She shakes the dice, the board she knocks. 
And from all pockets fills her box. 

She next a meagre rake .address’d : 

This picture see 5 her thayie, her breast! 
What youth, and what inviling eyes • 

Hold her, and have her. With surprise. 

His hand expos'd a box of pills, 

And a loud laugh proclaim’d his ills. 

A counter in a miser’s hand 
Grew twenty guineas at command. 

She bids his heir the sum retain, 

And 'tis a counter now again. 

A guinea with her touch you sec 
Take ev’ry shape, but Charity . 

And not one thing you saw, or drfew. 

But chang’d from what was first in view 
'J'he Juggler now, in grief of heart. 

With this Biibmission own'd her art: 

(,'aii 1 such matchless sleight withstand ? 

How practise hath improv’d your hand! 

But nowi and then 1 cheat the throng 3 
Ton ev’ry day, and all day long. 
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$ 75. FABLE XVI. The Council of Horses. $ 7G. fable xvii. The Poet and the Rose. 


time, a neighing Steed, 

Who graz’d among a jiiun'ruus breed, 

Witii mutiny had fir'd the train, * 

And spreiul dissension througli tlic plain. 

On mailers tiiat concern’d the state 
Tlie council met in grand debate. 

A <’olt, whose eye-balls flam’d with ire, 
I'^latc with strength and youthful fire, 

In haste stepp’d forth before the rest, 

And thus the list’ning throng address’d : 

Good gods! how abject is our race, 
roiidemn’d to slav’ry and disgrace! 

•Shall jvc our servitude retain, 

Dccause our sires have borne the chain ? 
Consider, friends, your strength and might; 
’Tis conquest to assert your right. 

How ciiinbrous is the gilded co.ich ! 

TJie pride of man is our reproach. 

Were we design’d I'or daily toil, 

To drag the plough-share through the soil, 
I'o sweat in harness through the road, 

'/’o groan beiieiilh the carrier’s load ! 

How feeble are the two-lcgg’d kind! 

What forte is in our nerves coiiibiu'd ! 

•Slwll then our nobler j.iws submit 
To foam and champ the gr'lhng bit'/ 

Shall li.iughty man my back bestride ^ 

Shall the sliarp spur provoke my side '/ 
Forbid it, Heavens ! Reject the rein; 

Your shaint', your infamy disd.iiii. 

I.ef Ifim the lioii first control, 

And still the tiger’s famish’d growl. 

Let us, like them, our freedom claim. 

And make huu tremble at our name. 

A'gen’ral nod approv’d the cause, 

And all the cirelo neigh’d applause. 

When lo! with grave and solemn pace, 

A Steed advanc'd liefore the, race; 

With age and long e.\pcricncc wise, 

Around he cast his thoughtful eyes ; 

And to the murmurs of the tram. 

Thus spoke tlic Nestor of tlie plain; 

When I had health and strength like you, 
The toils of servitude I knei^j; 

Now giateful mau rewards my pains, 
y'.nd <>i\<'s me all these wide domains. 

At will 1 crop the year’s increase; 

My latter life is rest and peace. 

I grant, to man we lend our pains, 

And aid him to correc.t the plains . 

Tiut doth not he divide 1 he care. 

Through all the labors of the year ? 

How many thousand structures rise, 

To Tcnce us from inclement skies! 

For us he bear; the sultry day, 

Afld stor^ up all our winter’s hay. 

He sowS, he re.ips the harvest's grain ; 

We share the toil, and share the gam. 

Since ev’ry creature was decreed 
I'o aid each other’s mutual need, 

Appease your discontented miud. 

And act the part by Heaven assign'd. 

The tumult ceas’d. The Colt submitted; 
And, like his ancestiJirs was bitted. 


I HATE the man who builds his name 
On ruins of another’s fiune. 

Thus prudes by characters o’ertbrown 
Imagine tliat they raise their own. 

Thus scribblers, covetous of praise. 

Think sLuider can transplant the bays. 
JJeaiitics and bards have eiiual pride : 
With both all rivals are decried. 

Who jiraiscs I.csbia’s eyes and feature. 
Must call her sister awkward creature; 
For the kind Flattery's sure to charm, 
When we some other nymph disarm. 

As in tlie cool of early day 
A Poet sought the sweets of May, 

The garden’s fragrant breath ascends, 

Ami ev'ry stalk with odour iiends. 

A Rniic he pluck'd, he gaz'd, admir'd, 
Thus binging, as the Rose inspired ; 

Go, RobC, my (^hloe’s bosom grace; 

How happy shoiildT prove, 
rdight 1 supply that envied place 
With nevcr-f:Mlirig love! 

'I'herp, I’h(rni#-likc. beneath her eye, 
Involv'd 111 fragrance, burn and die ! 
Ivnow, h.'iplti'is flower, that thou shall find 
More fragrant roses there; 


11 st e thy with’riiig head reclin’d 
With envy and desp.air! 

I One common i'ate Ave both must prove; 
You die with envy, I with love. 

Spire your comparisons, replied 
\'i angry Hose who grow beside . 

Of all iiiankiiid yon should not flout us 7 
I What can a Poet do witbout ns ? 

! Ill ev’ry lovc-soiig roses bloom ; 

I Wc lend you color and perfume. 

Doe.s it to Cliloc’s eharms conduce, 

I To found lier praise on our abuse ? 

Must we, to flatter her, be made 
To witlier, envy, pine, and fade 7 


77. FABLE xriii. The Man and t/ie Flea. 


WiiFTiii'ii in earth, in air, or main. 

Sure ev’ry thing alive is vain ! 

Does not the hawk all fowls survey 
As ilcstiii’d only for his prey 7 
\nd do not tyrants, prouder things. 

Think men were born for slaves to kings 7 
When the crab view's the pearly strands. 
Or 'I'ligiis, bright with golden sands; 

Or crawls beside the coral grove, 

And hears the ocean roll above; 

Nature is too profuse, says he, 

Who gave all tlicse to pleasure me! 

VV’hen bord’ring pinks and roses bloom. 
And ev^y garden breathes perfume ; 

When pc.achcs glow with sunny dyes, 

Like Laura’s clieek when blushes rise; 
When with huge figs the branches bend, 
When clusters from the vine depend; 

The snail looks round on flower and tree. 
And cries all these were made for me' 
What dignity's in human nature ! 

Says Man, the most conceited creatun^ 
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As from a clift he cast his eyes, 

And view’d the sea and arched skies : 

I'he sun was sunk beneath the main; 

The moon and all the starry train, 

Hung the vast vault of heaven. The Man 
His contemplation thus began: 

When 1 behold this glorious show, 

And this wide wat’ry world below, 

The scaly people of the main. 

The beasts that range the wood or plain. 
The wing’d ii^abitonts of air. 

The day, the night, the various year. 

And know all these by Heaven design’d 
As gifts to pleasure human kind; 

I cannot raise my worth too high; 

Of what vast consequence am 1! 

Not of th’ importance you suppose, 
Replies n Flea upon his nose : 

Be humble, learn thyself to scan; 

Know, pride was never made for man. 

’Tis vanity that swells ihy mind, 

Vi hat, heaven and earth for thee design’d! 
For thee, made only for our need. 

That more important Fleas might feed. 

$ 78. FABLE xiE. The Hare and many 
Friends. 

Friendship, like love, is but a name. 
Unless to one you stint the flame. 

The child, whom many fathers share, 

Hath seldom known a father’s care. 

’Tis thus in friendship; who depend 
On many, rarely find a friend. 

A Hare who in a cif il way 
Complied with ev’ry thing, like Gay, 

VVas known by ail the bestial train 
Who haunt the wood, or graze the plain. 
Her care was, never to offend j 
And ev’ry creature was her friend. 

As forth she went, at early dawn. 

To taste the dew-besprinkled lawn. 

Behind she hears the hunter’s cries. 

And from the deep-mouth’d thunder flies; 
She starts, she stops, she pants for breath 5 
She hears the near aidvance of death; 

She doubles to mislead the hound. 

And measures back her mazy round; 

Till, fainting in the public way. 

Half dead with fear, she gasping lay. ^ 
What transport in her bosom grew. 

When first the Horse appear’d in view! 

Let me, says she, your back ascend. 

And owe my safety to a friend. 

You know my feet betray my flight; 

To friendship ev’ry burthen ’41 light. 

The Horse replied. Poor honest Puss! 

It grieves my heart to see thee thus; ^ 

Be comfort^, relief is near j 
For all your friends are in the rear. 

She next the stately Bull implor’d, 

And thus replied the mighty lord; 

Since every beast alive can tell 
That I sincerely wish you well, 

1 may, without ofifence, pretend 
To take the fkeednn of a ftiend. 


Love calls me hence! a fav’rite cow 
Expects me near yon borley-mow; « ^ 

And when a lady’s in the case. 

You know all other things give place. 

To leave you thus might seem unkind ; 

But see, the Goat is just behind. ^ 

The Goat remark’d her pulse was high. 

Her languid head, her heavy eye; 

My back, says he, may do you harm j 
The Sheep’s at hand, and wool is warm. 

The Sheep was feeble, and complain’d 
His sides a load of wool sustain'd: 

Said he was slow, confess’d his fears; 

For hounds eat sheep as well as hares. 

She now the trotting Calf address’d. 

To save from death a friend distress'd. 

•Shall I, says he, of tender age, 

In this important care engage 1 
Older and abler pass’d you by : 

How strong are those 7 how weak am I! 

I Should I presume to bear you hence, ^ 

Those friends of mine may take offence. 
Excuse me, then. You know my heart, 

But dearest friends, alas ! must part. 

How shall we all lament '. Adieu ! 

For, see, the hounds are just in view. 

YOUNG’S NIGHT THOUGHTS. 

$ 79. NIGHT I. Sleep. 

Tir’d Nature's sweet restorer, balmy Sleep! 
He, like the world, his ready visit pays [sakes : 
Where Fortune smiles; the wretched he for- 
Swift on his downy pinion flies from woe. 

And lights on lids unsullied with a tear. 

From short (as usual) and disturb’d repose 
I wake ; How happy they who wake no mui. ' 
Yet that were vain, if dreamsinfest the grave. 
1 woke, emerging from a sea of dreams 
Tumultuous; where my wreck’d,desponding 
From wave to wave of fancy'd misery [thought. 
At random drove, her helm of reason lost: 
Though now restor’d, ’tis only change of pain, 
A bitter change; severer for severe : 

The day too short for my distress! and night. 
Ev’n in the zenith of her dark domain. 

Is sunshine, to the color of my fate. 

$ 80. Night. 

Night, sable goddess ! from her ebon throne, 
In rayless majesty, now stretches forth 
Her leaden sceptre o'er a slumb'ring world : 
Silence, how dead! and darkness, how pro¬ 
found ! 

Nor eye, nor list’ning ear an object finds; 
Creation sleeps. 'Tis as the general pulse 
Of life stood still, and Nature madg a pause ; 
An awful pause, prophetic of her end. 

And let her prophecy be soon fulfill'd* 

Fate! drop the curtain: I can lose no more. 

$ 81. Invocation to Silence and Darkness. 

Silence and Darkness! solemn suters! twins 
From ancient Night, who nurse the tender 
thought ( 
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To reason, and on reason build resolve, 
CTh^tjcolumn of true majesty in man) 

Assist me : I will thank you in the grave; 

The grave, your kingdom : There tliis frame 
shaUTall 

. A victim sacred to your dreary shrine. 

^Biit what are ye ? Thou who didst put to flight 
Primeval Silence, when the morning stars 
F.xultiiig, shouted o’er the rising ball; 

O I’kou! whose word from solid darkness 
struck [soul. 

That spirk, the sun ; strike wisdom from my 
My soul which flies to thee, her trust, her 
treasure, 

As misers to their gold, while others rest. 

Through this opaque of nature, and of soul. 
This double night, transmit one pitying ray, 
I'n lighten and to cheer; O lead my mind, 

(. 1 . mind tiiat fain would wander from its 
woe) [Death, 

'Lead It through various scenes of Life and 
.\iid from e.ich scene the noblest truths iii- 
spiri*. 

Nor less insjnre my conduct than ray song} 
TNorlel the vial of thy vengeance, pour'd 
<>ii this devoted head, be pour’d lu vain. 

§ 1 112. Time. 

'{'hk bell strikes one: We take no note of 
tune, 

Tlut from its loss. To give it then a tongue, 

Is wise in man. As if an angel spoke, 

I feef the solemn sound. If heard aright, 

{t is the knell of iny departed hours; 

\V'liere are they t With the years beyond 
. the Flood. 

ft is the signal that demands despatch ; 
i low much IS to be done ! my hopes and fears 
' Start up alarm’d, and o’er life’s narrow verge 
1 ,ook down—on what ? A fathomless abyss} 

A dread eternity ! how surely mine I 
And can eternity belong to me. 

I’oor pensioner on the bounties of an hour ? 

§ 83. Man. 

How poor! how rich! how \bjcct! how au¬ 
gust ! 

1 low complicate! how wonderful is Man ! 
How passing wonder 11k wbomaxle him such! 
Who centred in our make such strange e.\- 
U ernes 1 . 

From diil'ercnt natures marvellously mixt, 

, Cmne.vion exquisite of distant worlds! 
Distinguish’d link in being’s endless chain'. 
Midway from nothing to the Deity ! 

A beam ethereal sullied, and absorb’d! < 

'j'hough 8 *llied, and dishonor’d, still divine ! 
Dim miniature of greatness absolute ! 

A 11 heir of glory 1 a frail child of dust • 
DnlplesB immortal'. insect infinite ! 

A* worm! a god ! I tremble at myself; 

.And in myself am lost! At homo a stranger, 
'i’hought wanders up and down, surpris’d, 
aghast, 

•And wond'ring at h«r own : how reason reels! 


O what a miracle to man is man! 
Triumphantly distress’d, what joy, whatdiead'. 
Alternately transported and alarm’d! 

What can preserve my life, or what destroy ? 
An angel’s arm can’t snatch me from the 
grave; 

Legions of angels can't confine me there. 

$ 84. Dreams. 

'Tis past conjecture; all things rise in proof; 
While o’er my limbs Sleep’s soft dominion 
spread. 

What though my soul fantastic measures trod 
O’er fairy fields; or mourn’d along the gloom 
Of pathless vimods; or down the craggy bleep 
Hurl'd headlong, swam with pain the mantled 
pool; 

Or scal'd the cliff or danc’d on hollow winds, 
With antic shapes, wild natives ol‘ the br.iiii 7 
Her ceaseless flight, tho' devious, spcal^ her 
nature 

Of subtler essence than the trodden clod; 
Active, aerial, tow’ring, unconlin’d, 

Ihifetter’d wit[j her gross coiiipanioii’s fid' 
Ev’n silent iiiglit proclaims mv soul imtw ' 
Kv’n silent nigbt proclaims eternal dav 
For human we.al, heaven husbands alf eveiiki. 
Dull sleep instructs, nor sport vain dreams 
in vain. 

83. Vanity of Lamentation over the Dead. 
Why then their loss deplore, that are not lost? 
Why wanders wretched thought their tombs 
around. 

In infidel distress '> Are angels there ? 
Slumbers, rak'd up in dust, ethereal fire ? 
I'hey live ! they greatly live a life on earth 
Unkindled, unconeciv'd; and from an eye 
Of tenderness, let heavenly pity f.dl 
On me, more justly number'd with the dead. 
Tliis 18 the desert, this the solitude : 

How populous ! how vital is the grave! 

This is creation’s iiirlanclioly vault, 

I'he vale funereal, the sad cypress gloom j 
The land of apparitions, empty sli.ades ! 

All, all on earth is shadow, all beyond 
Is Bulistance ; the reverse is folly’s creed • 
How solid all, where change shall be no more 1 

$ 8G. Life and Eternity. 

This is the bud of being, the dim dawn; 
Life's tlieatre as yet is shut, and deatli, 

Strong death alone can heave the massy bur. 
This gross impediment of clay remove. 

And make us embryos of exibtcnce free. 

From real life, but little more remote 
Is he, not yet a candidate for light, 

'I'he fiitlire embryo, slumbering in his sire. 
Embryos we must be, till we burst the shell. 
Yon ambient azure shell, and spring to life, 
The life of gods—O transport! and of man. 
Yet man, fool man! here buries all Lis 
thoughts; 

Inters celestial hopes without one sigh : 
Prisoner of earth, and pent beneath the raooBy 
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Here pinions all Jiis wishes: wing’d heaven 
To fly at infinite, and reach it there, 

Where seraphs gather immortality, 

On lift’s fair tree, fast by the throne of God. 
What golden joys ambrosial clust’ring glow 
In His full beam, and ripen for the just, 
Where momentary ages an no more! 

Where time, and pain, and chance, and death 
expire I 

And is it in the flight of threescore years, 

To push eternity from human thought. 

And smother souls immortal in the dust! 

A soul immortal, spending all her fires, 
Wasting her strength in strenuous idleness, 
Thrown into tumult, raptur’d, or alarm’d, 

At aught this scene can threaten or indulge, 
Resembles ocean into tempest wrought. 

To waft a feather or to droWn a fly. 

Where falls this censure ? It o’erwhelms 
myself. 

How was my heart encrusted by the world! 

•O how self'fetter’d was my grovelling soul 1 
How, like a worm, was 1 wrapt round and 
round , 

In silken thought, which reptile Fancy spun, 
‘Till darken’d Reason lay quite clouded o’er 
With soft conceit of endless comfort here, 
Nor yet put forth her wings to reach the skies! 

Our waking dreams are fatal * how 1 dreamt 
Of things impossible! (could sleep do more ?) 
Of joys perpetoal in perpetual change! 

Of stable pleasures on the tossing wave! 
Eternal sunshine in the storms of life'. 

How richly were my noon-tide trances hung 
With gorgeous tapestries of pictur’d joys! 

Joy behind joy, in endless perspective! 

Till at Death’s toll, whose restless iron tongue 
Calls daily for his millions at a meal, 

Starting 1 woke, and found myself undone! 
Where now my phrensy’s pompous furniture ! 
The cobweb’d cottage with its ragged wall 
Of mouldering mud, is royalty to me ! 

The spider’s thread is cable to man’s tic 
Oil earthly bliss; it breaks at every breeze. 

$ 87. Time and Death. 

O YE blest scenes of permanent delight! 

Full above measure! lasting beyond bound! 
Could you, so rich in rapture, fear an end,.^ 
That ghastly thought would drink up all your 

py, 

And quite unparadise the realms of light. 

Safe are you lodg'd above these rolling spheres. 
The baleful influence of whose giddy dance 
Sheds sad vicissitude on all beneath. 

Here teems with revolutions every hour; 

And rarely for the better} or the best. 

More mortal than the common births*jf fate : 
Each moment has its sickle, emulous 
Of Time’s enormous scythe, whose ample 
sweep [plies 

Strikes empires from the root; each moment 
His little weapon in the narrower sphere 
Of sweet dmneetic comfort, and cuts down 
The ftisMt bloom of sublunary bliss. 


[book f. 

Bliss! sublunary bliss! proud words and 
Implicit treason to divine decree ! .,[yain ! 
A bold invasion of the rights of heaven 1 
I clasp’d the phantoms, and I found them air! 
O had I weigh’d it ere my fond embrace, 
What darts of agony had miss’d my heart! 

Death! great proprietor of all! ’tis thine 
To tread out empire, and to quench the stars: 
The sun himself by thy permission shines; 
And, one day, thou shalt pluck him from his 
sphere. 

Amid such mighty plunder, why exhaust 
Thy partial quiver on a mark so mean 1 
Why thy peculiar rancour wreak’d on me 7 
Insatiate archer ! could not one suffice 7 
Thy shaft flow thrice, and thrice my peace was 
slain; [horn. 

And thrice, ere thrice yon moon had fill'd her 
O Cynthia! why so pale 7 Dost thou lament 
Thy wretched neighbour 7 grieve, to sce^iy 
wheel w * 

Of ceaseless change outwhirl’d in human life? 

In ev’ry varied posture, place, and hour, 
How widow’d every thought of every joy! 
Thought, busy thought', too busy for niy 
peiice, 

Through the dark postern of time long elaps'd. 
Led softly, by the stillness of the night, 
Strays, w'rctched rover! o’er the pleasing past, 
In quest of wretchedness perversely strajs; 
And finds all desert now; and meets the ghosts 
Of my departed joys, a numerous train! 

I rue the riches of my former fate ; |sigh; 
Sweet comfort’s blasted clusters make me 
I tremble at the blessings once so dear; 

And ev’ry pleasure pains me to the heart 
Yet why complain? or why complain for one ' 
I mourn for millions; ’tis the common lot; 

In this shape, or in that, has fate entail'd 
The mother’s throes on all of woman born. 
Not more the children, than sure heirs of pain. 

^ 88. NIGHT II. Avarice of Time recom¬ 
mended. 

Hf, mourns the dead, who lives as they desire. 
Where is that tWrift, that avarice of 'I'lme, 
(Blest av’rice) which the thought of death in¬ 
spires. ' 

O time! than gold more sacred; more a load 
Than lead, to fools; and fools reputed wise. 
What moment granted man without ivecount? 
What years ore squander’d, wisdom’s debt un¬ 
paid? 

Haste, haste, he lies in wait, he’s at the door, 
Insidious death! should his strong hand arrest, 
:No composition sets the prisoner free, 
Eternity’s inexorable chain i [rear. 
Fast binds; and vengeance claims the full ar- 
How late I shudder’d on the brink! how late 
Life call’d for her last refuge in despair! " 

For what calls thy disease 7 For moral aid.< 
Thou think’st it folly to be wise too soon. 
Youth is not rich in time; it may be, poor: 
Part with it as with money, sparing; pay 
No moment, bat in purckaae of its worth; 
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, . ^«an tell. 

Part with it as with life, reluctant; big 
With holy hope of nobler time to come. 

Is this our duty, wisdom, glory, gain 7 
■And sport we like the natives of the bough, 


^And what its worth, ask death-beds; they' $89. tneormsltney qf Man. 

' An! how unjust to nature, and himself, 

Is thoughtless, thankless, inconsistent man 1 
Like childreiibabbling nonsense in their sports, 
We censure nature for a span too short; 

That span too short, we tax as tedious too} 
JVhen vernal suns inspire 7 Amusement reigns Torture invention, all expedients tire, 

Man's great demand: to trifle is to live: To lash the hng’ring moments into speed. 

And is it then a trifle, too, to die 7— And whirl us (happy riddance) from ourselves. 

Who wants amusement in the flame of battle7 Art, brainless art! our furious charioteer. 

Is it not treason to the soul immortal. Drives headlong towards the precipice of 

Her foes in arms, eternity the prize 7 death. [ful made. 

W ill toys amuse, when med'eines cannot cure7 Death, most our dread, death thus more dread- 
When ^spirits ebb, when life’s enchanting q what a riddle of absurdity! 

scenes Leisure is pain i takes off our chariot wheels: 

1 heir lustre lose, and lessen in our sight 7 How heavily we drag the load of life ! 

(As lands, and cities with their glitt’ring Blest leisure is our curse; like that of Cain, 
spire** It makes us wander; wander earth around 

To the poor shatter’d bark, by sudden storm 'J'q fly that tyrant. Thought. As Atlas groan’d 
Thrown oflT to aea, and soon to perish there. The world beneath, we groan beneath an hour. 
Will toys amuse 7—no : thrones will then be fQ|. tnercy to the next amusement; 

fey®! Yet when Death kindly tenders us relief, 

And earth and skies seem dust upon the scale. \Vo call him cruel; years to moments shrink. 
Redeem we time?—its loss wo de.arly buy ri’^nie, in advance, behind him hides his wings. 


What pleads Lorenzo for his high-priz’d sports? 


And seems to creep decrepit with his age; 


He ple.ida time’s numerous blanks; he loudly | Behold him, when past by ; what then is seen 
pleads ' Jtut his broad pinions swifter than the winds 7 

The straw-like trifles on life’s common stream. And .all mankind, in contradiction strong. 
From whom those blanks and trifles, but from Rueful, aghast! cry out at his career, 
thee ? 


§ 90. TVagte qf Time. 

Lk\ vv. to thy foes these errors, and these ills. 
I'o nature just, their cause and cure explore; 
No niggard, mature ; men are prodigals. 

We throw away our suns, ns made for sport; 
We waste, not use our time: we breathe, nut 
live; 

And barely breathing, man, to live ordain'd. 
Wrings, and oppresses with enormous wait. 
,\.iid why 7 Since time was giv’n for use, not 
waste, 

F.njoin'd to fly, with tempest, tide, and stars. 
To keep his speed, nor ever wait for man ; 
Time’s use was doom’d a pleasure; waste, a 
pain; 

That man might feel his error, if unseen; 
And, feeling, fly to labor for his cure. 

Life’s cares arc comforts; such by llcav’n de¬ 
sign'd; [wretched. 

Though much, and warm, the wise have ur^d; He that has none, must make them or be 
the man Cares are employments; and without employ 

Is yet unborn who duly weighs an hour. The soul is on a rack, the rack of rest; 

. “ I’ve lost a day”—^the prince who nobly cry’d. To souls moat adverse ; action all their joy. 
Htul been an emperor without his crown: Here, then, the riddle, mark'd above, uii- 

He Spoke, as if deputed by mankind. folds; [fool. 

So should all speak ; so reason speaks in all: ‘ Then time turns torment, when man turns a 


No blank, no trifle, nature made or meant: 
Virtue, or purpos’d virtue, still be thine ; 

This *cp«el.a thy complaint at once; this 
’'’leaves 

In act no trifle, and no blank in time. 
Thioigreatens, fills, immortalizes all! 

This, the ble.st art of turning ail to gold; 
'J'liis, the good heart'.s prerogative to raise 
A royal tribute, from the poorest hours • 
Iniiiiciise revenue ! every moment pays. 

If nothing more tlian purpose in thy power, 
Thy purpose firm, i** e(]u.al to the deed ■ 

Who does the best his circumstance allows. 
Does well,.acts nobly, angels could no more. 
Our outward act, indcpd, luliiiits restraint; 
’Tis not in tilings o’er though; to domineer: 
(hiard well thy thoughts; our thoughts arc 
heard iii heaven. 

On all important time, through every age. 

•aiirl WnriTl tVlA VlDVO 


From thetoft whispers of that God in man, 
Why fly to folly, why to phrensy fly. 

For rescue from the blessings we possess 7 
I'ime, the supreme!—^Time is eternity; 
Pregnant with all eternity can give. 
Pregnant with all that makes 
smile. 


Who murders time, he crushes in the birth 
A pow’r ethereal, oaiy not ador’d. 


We rave, we wrestle with great nature’s plan; 
We th#art the Deity; and ’tis decreed, 

Who thwart his will, shall contradict their 
own. 

Hence our unnatural quarrel with ourselves; 
archangels Our thoughts at enmity; our bosom broil. 

We push tine from us; and we wish him back; 


Life we think long, and short; death seek, 
and shun. 
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Oh the dark daya of vanity! while here, As crystal clear 3 and smiling, as they rise! 

How tasteless! and how terrible when gone! On earth how lost! Philander is no mpre. 

Gone 7 they ne’er go; when past, they haunt How blessings brighten as they take their 
us still; < flight! 

The spirit walks of ev’iy Day deceas’d, His flight Philander took. It were profane 

And smiles an angel, or a fury frowns. To quench a glory lighted at the skies, 

Nor death nor life delights us. If time past. And cast in shadows his illustrious close. 

And time possest, both pain us, what can Strange, the theme most afiecting, most sub- 
pleose 7 lime, [sung I 

That which the Deity to please ordain’d. Momentous most to man, should sleep un- 
I’ime us’d. I'he man who consecrates his Man's highest triumph! man’s prolbuiidcst 
hours'. fall! 


By vigorous eflbrt, and an honest aim, 

At once he draws the sting of life and death : 
He walks with nature} and her paths are 
peace. [next 

Our error’s cause, and cure, are seen ; see 
Time’s nature, origin, importance, speed, 

And thy great gain from urging his career.— 
He looks on time as nothing ; Nothing else 
Is truly man’s; what wonders can he do 7 
And will; to stand blank neuter he disdains. 
Not on those terms was time (heaven’s stran¬ 
ger !) sent 

On his important embassy to man. 

When the dread sire, on emanation bent, 

And big with nature, rising in his might, 
Call’d forth creation (for then time was torn), 
By Godhead streaming through a thousand 
worlds : [ven. 

Not on those terms, from the great days of liea- 
From old eternity’s mysterious orb, 

Was time cut off; and cast beneath the skies- 
The skies which watch him in his new abode, 
Measuring his motions by revolving spheres ■ 
Hours, days, and months, and years, his chil¬ 
dren, piny 

Like numerous wings, around him, as he flies . 
Or rather, as unequal plumes, they shape 
His ample pinions, swift as darteil flame. 

To gain his goal, to reach his ancient rest, 
And join anew eternity his sire; [unhing’d 
When worlds, that count his circles now, 
(Fate the loud signal sounding) headlong rush 
To timeless night, and chaos, whence they 
rose. 

Why spur the speedy 7 why with levities 
New-wing thy short, short day’s too rapid 
flight 7 [too s^n 

Man flies from time, and time from man ; 
In sad divorce this double flight must end; 
And then, where are we 7 where, Lorenzo ! 
then, 

Thy sports? thy pomp?—I grant thee, in a state 
Not unambitious 3 in the ruffled shroud. 

Thy Parian tomb’s triumphant arch beneath.« 
Has death his fopperies 7 Then well may life 
Put on her plume, and in her raintovMshine. 

$ 91. DeaUi qf the Good Man. 

So sung Philander, O! the cordial warmth. 
And elevating spirit, of a friend. 

For twenty summers ripening by my side 3 
All feculence of falsehood long thrown down 3 
All social virtues rising in the soul 3 


The death-bed of the just! is yet undrawn 
By mortal hand 3 it merits a divine : 

Angels should paint it, angels ever there 3 
There, on s post of honor, and of joy. 

The chamber where the good man meets 
his fate 

Is privileg’d beyond the common walk 
Of virtuous life, quite in the verge of hea^n. 
Fly, ye profane ! or else draw near with awe. 
For here resistless demonstration dwells y 
Here tir’d dissimulation drops her mask. 

Here real and apparent are the same. 

You see the man} you see his hold on hen ven- 
Heaven waits not the last moment, owns its 
friends [men ; 

On this side death 3 and points them out to 
A lecture, silent, but of sovereign pow’r. 

To vice, confusion 5 and to virtue, peace ! 

Whatever farce the boastful hero plays, 
Virtue alone has majesty in death 3 
And greater still, the more the tyant frowns. 
Philander! he severely frown’d on tlie« 

“ No warning given! unceremonious fate ! 

A sudden rush from life's meridian joys ! 

A restless bed of pain ! a plunge opaque ~ 
Beyond conjecture ! feeble nature's dread ! 
Strong reason shudders at the dark unknown f 
A sun extinguish’d ! a just-opening grave ! 
And oh ! the last, last: what 1 (can wor»ls ex¬ 
press? [friend!” 

Thought reach it?) the last—silence of a 
Through nature’s wreck, through vanquish’d 
agonies, [gloom. 

Like the stars struggling through this midnight 
What gleams of joy, what more tlian human 
peace! 

Where the frail mortal 7 the poor abject worm'' 
No, nut in death, the mortal to be found. 

His comforters he comforts 3 great in rum, 
With unreluctant grandeur, gives, not yields 
His soul sublime 3 and closes with his fate. 
How our hearts burnt within us at the 
scene! [^,an! 

Whence this brave bound o’er limits fixt to 
His God sustains him in his final ));^ur! 

His final hour brings glory to his Gto J 
Man’s glory heaven vouchsafes to call its own. 
Amazement strikes! devotion bursts to flame! 
Christians adore! and infidels believe. 

At that black hour, which general horror sheds 
On the low level of the inglorious throng, 
Sweet peace, and heavenly hope, and humble 
Divinely beam on his ezglted soul} [joy. 
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Destruction gild, and crown him for the skies. 

thy chance; but oh for such an end! 

$ 92. night III. Picture t\f NarcUaa, De¬ 
scription qf her Funeral, and a Reflection 
.upon Man. 

J WEKT harmonist! and beautiful as sweet! 
nd young as beautiful! and soft as young ! 

, And gay as soft! and innocent as gay! 

And happy (if aught happy here) as good! 

For fortune fond had built her nest on high, 
Like birds quite exquisite of note and plume. 
Transfix’d by fate (wlio loves a lofty mark) 
How from the summit of the grove she fell. 
And left it unharmonious! all its charms 
Extinguish’d in the wonders of her song! 

Her song still vibrates in my ravish’d ear, 

Still melting there, and with voluptuous pain 
(O to forget her!) thrilling through my heart! 

Song, Ileauty, Youth, Love, Virtue, Joy ! 
• this group 

Of bright ideas, flow’rs of Paradise, 

As yet unforfeit! in one blaze we bind. 

Kneel, and present it to the skies! as all 
We gness of heaven 3 and these were all her 
own. [blest! { 

And she was mine 3 and I was—was !—most | 
Gay title of the deepest misery ! 

As bodies grow more pond’rous robb’d of life. 
Good lost weighs more in grief than gain’d in 
joy. 

Like blossom’d trees o'erturn’dby vernal storm, 
Lovely in ^"Wth the beauteous ruin lay 3 

aeath still lovely, lovelier there 5 
Far lovelier ! pity swells the tide of love. 

And yyill not the severe excuse a sigh ? 

• i>eorn tnc proud man that is ashaiii'd to we('p 3 
Uur tears indulg'd indeed deserve our shame. 
Ve that e’er lust an angel, pity me. 

Soon as the lustre languish’d in her eye. 
Dawning a dimmer day on human siglit 3 
And on her cheek, the residence of spring. 
Pale omen sat, and scatter’d fears around 
On all that saw, (and who could cease to gaze 
I’hat once had seen 1) —with haste, parental 
haste, * 

I flew, I snatch’d her from the rigid north, 
Her native bed, on which black IJorcas blew, 
_^nd bore her nearer to the sun 3 the sun 
(As if the sun could envy) check’d his beam. 
Denied his wonted succour 3 nor with more 
Regret beheld her drooping, than the bells 
.Of lilies 3 fairest lilies, not so fair ! 

Queen iilies! and ye painted populace 
Whftdwell in fields, and lead ambrosial liYeB3 
In morn and ev’ning dew your beauties bathe. 
And drinlvthe sun 3 'cihich gives your cheeks 
to glow 3 

' And out-blush (mine excepted) every fair 3 
You gladlier grow, ambitious of her hand. 
Which often cropp’d your odors, incense meet 
To thought so pure! Ye lovely fugitives! 
Coeval race with man! for man you smile 3 
Why not smile at him too T You share indeed 
His sudden pass, buttfiot his constant pain. 


So man is made, nought ministers delight. 
But wliat his glowing passions can engage; 
And glowing passions, bent on aught Itelow, 
Must soon or late with anguish turn the scale} 
And anguish, after rapture, how severe! 
Rapture 7 Bold man! who tempts the wrath 
divine. 

By plucking fruit denied to mortal taste, 
While here, presuming on the rights of hea¬ 
ven. 

For transport dost thou call on every hour, 
Lorenzo 7 At thy friend’s expense be wise 3 
Lean not on earth, 'twill pierce thee to the 
heart: 

A broken reed at best, but oft a spear 3 
On its sharp point peace bleeds, and hope ex¬ 
pires. [thou{^t repell’d 

Turn, hopeless thought' turn from her 
Resenting rallies, and wakes every woe. 
Snatch'd ere thy prime, and in thy bridal 
hour! 

And when kind fortune, with thy lover smil'd ! 
And when high-flavor’d thy fresh op’ning joys! 
And when blii^ man pronounc’d thy bliss 
complete! 

And on a foreign shore, where strangers wept! 
Strangers to thee 3 and, more surprising still, 
Strange.rs to kindness wept: their eyes let fall 
Inhuman tears 3 strange tears 1 that trickled 
down 

From marble hearts! obdurate tenderness! 

A tenderness that call’d them more severe 3 
In spite of nature’s soft persuasion, steel’d 3 
While nature melted, superstition rav'd 3 
That mourn’d the dead, and this denied a 
grave. [will! 

Their sighs incens’d, sighs foreign to the 
Their will the tiger suck’d, outr^'d the storm. 
For, oh I the curs’d ungodluicss of zeal I 
While sinful flesh relented, spirit nurs’d 
111 blind infallibility’s embrace, 

The sainted spirit {letrified the breast} 

Denied the charity of dust, to spread 
O'er dust I a charity their dogs enjoy. 

What could 1 do 7 what succour 7 what re¬ 
source 7 

With pious sacrilege a grave I stole, 

With impious piety that grave I wrong’d 3 
Short in my duty, coward in my grief! 

More like her murderer than friend, 1 crept 
With soft suspended step, and muffled deep 
In midnight darkness, whisper’d my last sigh. 
1 whisper'd what should echo through their 
realms} [the skies. 

Nor writ her name whose tomb should pierce 
jC'resumptuous fear! how durst 1 dread her foes. 
While nature’s loudest dictates I obey’d 7 
Pardon ®ecessity, blest shade! Of grief 
And indignation rival bursts I pour'd 3 
Half execration mingled with my pray'r 
Kindled at man, while I his God ador’d 3 
Sore grudg’d the savage land her sacred dust 3 
Stamp’d the curs’d soil 3 and with humanity 
(Denied Narcissa) wish’d them all a grave. 
Glows my resentment into guilt 7 What guilt 
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Can equal Tiolations of the dead 1 
The dead how sacred! Sacred is the dust 
Of thu heaven-labor'd form, erect, divine; 
This heaven-assum’d majestic robe of eartli 
He deign’d to wear, who hung the vast expanse 
With azure bright, and cloth'd the sun in gold. 
When every passion sleeps that can olTend •, 
When strikes us ev’ry motive that can melt; 
When man can wreak his rancour uncon- 
troll’d. 

That stron^st curb on insult and ill-wifl; 
Then, spleen to dust ? the dust of innocence ? 
An angel’s dust ?—^This Lucifer transcends: 
When lie contended for the p.atriarch ’8 bones, 
’Twas not the strife of malice, but of pride j 
The strife of pontiff pride, not pontiff gall. 

Far less than this is shocking, m a race 
Most' wretched but from streams of mutual 
love. 

And uncreated but for love divine; 

And, but for love divine, this moment lost, 

By fate resorb’d, and sunk in endless night. 
Msn hard of heart to man ! of horrid things 
Most horrid! ’Mid stupendoug, highly strange! 
Yet oft his courtesies are smoother wrongs 3 
Pride brandishes the favors he confers. 

And contumelious his humanity : [stars! 

What then his vengeance ? hear it not, ye 
And thou, pale moon, turn paler at the sound! 
Man is to man the sorest, surest ill. 

A previous blast foretcls the rising storm ; 
O’erwhclming turrets threaten ere they fall 3 
Volcanoes bellow ere they disembogue 5 ' 
Earth trembles erC her yawning jaws devour 3 
And smoke betrays the wide-consuimng fire . 
Ruin from man is most conceal’d when near, 
And sends the dreadful tidings in the blow, 

Is this the flight of fancy ? Would it were ! 
Heaven’s Sovereign saves all beings tmt him¬ 
self. 

That hideous sight, a naked human heart! 

5 93. NIGHT IV. Address to the Deity. 

O THOU great arbiter of life and death ! 
Nature’s immortal, immaterial sun I 
Whose all-prolific beam late call’d me forth 
From darkness, teeming darkness, whore 1 lay 
The worm’s inferior, and, in rank, beneath 
The dust I tread on, high to bear my brow^ 
To drink the spirit of the golden day. 

And triumph in existence 3 and couldst know 
No motive but my bliss 3 with Abraham's joy, 
Thy call I follow to the land unknown 3 
I trust in thee, and know in whom I. trust 3 
Or life or death is equal 3 neither weighs 3 
All weight in this—O let me live to thee 1 * 

$ 94. Fean qf Death extinguished «>y Man’s 
Redemption. 

Though nature’s terrors, thus, may be represti 
Still frowns grim death 3 guilt points the ty¬ 
rant’s spear. 

Who can appease its anguish ? how it burns ! 
What hand the barb’d, envenom’d thought can 
draw? 


[aooK 1 . 

What healing hand can pour the balm of peace, 
And turn my sight undaunted on the j;omb ? ’ 
With joy,—with grief, that healing hand I 
see 3 

Ah ! too conspicuous! it is fix'd on high! 

On high 7—What means my plirensy 7 I blas¬ 
pheme. 

Alas I how low! how far beneath the skies ! 
The skies it form'd 3 and now it bleeds for 
me—• 

But bleeds the balm I want—yet still it bleeds: 
Draw the dire steel—ah no!—the dreadful 
blessing 

What heart or can sustain, or dares forego 7 
There hangs all human hope : that nail sup¬ 
ports 

Our falling universe ; that gone, we drop; 
Horror receives us, and the dismal wish 
Creation had been smother'd iii her birth. 
Darkness his curtain, and his bed the dusL 
When stars and sun are dust beueath%.Is 
throne! 

In heaven itself can such indulgence dwell 7 
O what a groan wns there ! A groan not his. 
He seiz'd our dreadful right, the load sustain'd, 
And heav’d the raountiun from a guilty world. 
A thousand worlds so bought, were bought too 
dc.ar. 

Sensations new in angels’ bosoms rise ! 
Suspend their song 3 and silence is in heaven. 

O for their song to reach my lolly therne I 
Inspire me. Night, with all thy tuneful spheres! 
Much rather. Thou ! who dost*s'lvosc cplieres 
inspire 5 

Lest I blaspheme my subject with my song. 
Thou most indulgent, most tremendous, 
power I 

Still more tremendous for thy wondrous love I 
That arms, with awe more awful, thy conf- 
mands, 

And foul transgression dips in sevenfold-nightj 
flow our hearts tremble at thy love immense! 
In love immense, inviolably just! 

O'er guilt (how mountainous !), with out¬ 
stretch’d arms 

Stern justice, 'and soft-smiling love, embrace, 
Supporting, in full majesty, thy throne, 

When seem'd its majesty to need support. 

Or that, or man, inevitably lost. 

What, but the fathomless of thought divine. 
Could labor such expedient from despair. 

And rescue both 7 Both rescue ! both exalt! 

O how arc both exalted by the deed! 

A wonder in omnipotence itself! 

A mystery, no less to gods than men ! • 

Not, thus our infidels th’ Eternal draw 3 
A God all o'er, consummate, absolute, 

Full-orb'd, in his whole round of rays^omplete 3 
They set at odds heaven’s jarring attributes 3 
And with one excellence another wound 3 
Maim heaven's perfection, break its equal 
beams, 

Bid mercy triumph over—God himself, 
Undeify’d by their opprobrious praise j 
A God all mercy is a God unjust. 
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Ye brainlesB wits, ye baptiz’d inSdels, Was then transrerr’d to death 3 and heaven’s 
Tbe rjii\^om was paid down; the fund of heaven duration 

' Amnzmg, and amaz'd, pour’d forth the price, Unalienably seal’d to this frail frame, 

All price beyond ; though curious to compute, This child of dust.—Man, all-immortal! hail; 
Archangels fail’d to cast the mighty sum: Hail, heaven! all lavish of strange gifts to 

Its value vast, ungrasp’d by minds create, man I 

For ever hides, and glows in the supreme. Thine all the glory! man’s the boundless bliss. 
* And was the ransom paid 1 It was: and Where am 1 rapt by this triumphant theme, 

, paid On Christian joy’s exulting wing, above 

(What can exalt the bounty more ?) for you. Th’ Aonian mount 7—Alas! small cause for 
The sun beheld it—^no, the shocking scene Wliat if to pain, immortal 7 if extent [joy! 
Drove back his chariot 3 midnight veil’d his Of being, to preclude a close of woe 7 
face Where,then, my boast of immortality 7 

Not such as this j not such as nature makes ; I boast it still, though cover’d o’er with guilt; 
A midnight, nature shudder’d to behold ; For guilt, not innocence, his life he pour’d. 

A midnight new, from her Creator's frown! ’Tis guilt alone can justify his death; 

Sun ! didst thou fly thy Maker’s pain 7 or start Nor that, unless his dca^h can justify 
At that enormous load of human guilt. Relenting guilt in heaven’s indulgent sight. 

Which bow’d Ins blessed head; o'erwhelm’d If sick of folly, I relent; he writes 

his cross; [womb. My name in heaven, with that inverted spear 

Made groan the centre; burst earth’s marble (A spear deep dipt in blood I) which pierc'd 
With pangs, strange pangs! deliver’d ol' her his side, 

dead 7 [tear; And open’d there a font for all mankind 

Hell howl'd; and heiv’n, that hour let fall Who strive, wlio combat crimes, to drink, 
Heav’n wept, that man might smile I heav'n' and hvc • 

Might never die— [bled, that man This, only this, subdues the fear of death. 

What heart of stone but glows at thoughts 

like these 7 [mount 1 V Inability qf aufficienily praising God. 

Sueli contemplations mount us; and should Down to the centre should I send my thought 
Tlie mind still higlier; nor ever glance 011 Through beds of glittering ore, and glowing 
man. gems, 

Unraptur’d, uninflam’d; where roll my thoughts | Their beggar’d blaze wants lustre for my lay; 
To rest frnjrwvcndcrs 7 How my soul is caught I Cues out in darkness: if, on tow'nng wing, 
f7^Ht’;fi^sov’reign blessingsclust’ring from the I send it through the boundless vault of stars; 

cross. The stars, though rich, what dross their gold 

Rushjon her In a throng, and close her round, to thee. 

The prisoner of amaze !—In his blest life, Great! good! wise I wonderful! eternal King 7 
rsee the path, and, in liis death, the price. If to those conscious stars thy throne around. 
And in his great ascent, the proof supreme I’raise ever-pouring, and imbibing bliss, 

Of immortality.—And did he rise 7 I ask their strain ; they want it, more they 

Hear^ O yc nations ' hear, it, O yc dead I Languid their energy, their ardor cold, [want; 
He rose * he rose! lie burst tiie bars of death ' Indebted still, their highest rapture burns ; 
Lift np your he:ids, ye cvcrl.isting gates, Short of its mark, defective, though divine. 
And give the king of glory to conic in ! Still more—This theme is man's, and man’s 

Who is the king of glory 7 he who left alone : 

Ills throne of glory, for the jijftig of death; Their vast appointments reach it not; they see 
l.ift up your heads, ye everlasting gates. On earth a bounty, not indulg’d on high ; 

And give the king of glory to come in ! And downward look for heaven's superior 

JVho is the king of glory 7 he wlio slew praise! 

The ravenous foe, that gorg’d all human race! First-born of ether! high in fields of light! 
The king of glory, he, whose glory fill’d View man, to see the glory of your God! 
Heav’n with amazement at his love to man; You sung creation (for in that you shar’d); 
.And with divine complacency beheld How rose in melody, the child of love ! 

Powers most illumin'd wilder’d in the theme. Creation’s great superior, man ! is thine; 

The theme, the joy, how then shall man sus- Thine is redemption; eternize the song! 
tain 7 [throne jiKcdemption ! 'twos creation more sublime; 

Oh the butpt gates ! crusli’d sting ! demolish’d Redemption! ’twas the labor of the skies; 
I.ast go^ of vanquish’d death. Shout, earth Far more than labor—It was death in heaven. 

and heaven, Here pause and ponder; was there death in 

'This sum of good to man ; whose nature, then, heaven 7 [blow 7 

Took wing, and mounted with him from the What then on earth 7 on earth which struck the 
tomb! Who struck it 7 Who 7—O how is man en- 

Then, then, I rose; then first humanity larg’d, [tow’rs! 

Triumphant pass’d the crystal ports of light, Seen through this medium I How the pigmy 
And seiz’d eternal yigitli. Mortality How counterpois’d his origin &om dost! 
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How counterpois'd to dust his sad return Holds out this world, and in her right, the 

How voided his vast distance from the skies! _ , 

How near he presses on the seraph’s wing! | Religion! the sole voucher man is man : 

How this demonstrates through the thickest, Supporter sole of man above himself. 

cloud Religion ! providence! an after state ! 

Of guilt, and clay condens’d, the son of heav’n! i Here is firm footing; here is solid rock; 

'I'he double son; the made, and the re-made ! This can support us; all is sea besides; 

A nd shall heav’n’s double property be lost 1 Sinks under us; bestonns, and then devours. 
Alan’s double madness only can destroy him. His hand the good man fastens on the skies. 
To man the bleeding cross has promis’d all} And bids earth roll, nor feels her idle whirl. 
7'he bleeding cross has sworn eternal grace' Religion ! thou the soul of happiness; 

Who gave His life, what grace shall lie deny ? And groaning Calvary of thee ! There shine 
O ye, who from this Rock of Ages leap 'fhe noble truths; there strongest motives 

Disdainful, plunging headlong in th’ abyss! sting! 

What cordial joy, what consolation strong. Can love allure us ? or can terror awfe ? 
Whatever winds arise, or billows roll, He weeps !—^the falling drop puts out the sun ; 

Our interest in the master of the storm ? He sighs—the sigh earth's deep foundation 

Cling there, and in wreck’d nature’s ruins shakes. 

smile; If, in his love, so terrible, v/hat then 

While vile apostates tremble in a calm. His wrath infiam'd ? his tenderness on Am ? 

, ,, Can prayer, can praise avert it ?—Thou, iHy 

5 Dfi. Man. all! 

Man! know thyself; all wisdom centres there. My theme! my inspiration ! and my crown! 

'Ftf none man seems ignoble, but to man ; My strength in age ! my rise in low estate! 

Angels that grandeur, men o'eriook, admire ; My soul’s ambition, pleasure, wealth 
How long shall human nature be their book, world ! 

Degenerate mortal! and unreatl by thee ? My light in darkness! and my life in death! 
The be.am dim reason sheds shows wonders My boast through time! bliss through eternity ■ 
there; Eternity too short to speak thy praise, 

What high contents! illustrious faculties! Or fathom thy profound of love to man ! 

But the grand comment which displays at full 

Our human height, scarce sever’d from divine, V mere Man qf the World. 

By heaven compos’d, was publish'd on thcl Ye sold to sense, yc citizens of %!''«’+h,*’ 

cross! , (For such alone the Christian bannerSj )••- 

Who looks on that, and secs not in himself Know ye how wise your choice, how great 
An awful stranger, a terrestrial pod 7 I your gam? 

A glorious partner with the Deity Behold the picture of earth’s happiest man ■ 

In that hipli attribute, immortal life ! “ He calls Ins wish, it conics ; he sends it back, 

I gaze, and as I gaze, my mounting soul And says, he call'd another; that arrives, 

Catches strange lire ' eternity ! at thee. i Meets the same weleomc; yet he still calls on, 
lie, the great father! kindled at one flame | 'Pill one calls him, who varies not his cull, 
The world of rationals; one spirit pour’d But liolds him fast, in chains of darkness 
I'^rom spirit’s awful fountain : pour’d himself bound, 

Through all their souls; but not in equal Till nature dies, and judgment sets him free :* 
stream A freedom far less welcome than his chain." 

Profuse, or frugal of th’inspiring God, But grant ihan happy; grant him happy 

As Ills wise plan demanded ; and when past long; 

Their various trials in their various spheres, Add to life’s highest prize her latest hour; 

If they continue rational as made, That hour, so late, comes on m full career > 

llcsorlis tliem all into himself again ; [crown.' How swift the shuttle flics that weaves thy 
His tiiroiic tlicir centre, and liis smile their shroud! 

Why doubt we then the glorious truth to Where is the fabhs of thy former years 7 
Angels are men of a superior kind; [sing 7 'Phrown down the gulph of time; as far from 
Allgels are men in lighter habit cl%d, , thee 

High o’er celestial mountains wing'd in flight;’ As they had ne’er been thine; tlieday in<hand. 
And men arc angels, loaded for an hour, *1 Like a bird struggling to get loose, is going; 
Who wade this miry vale, and climb with pain,; Scarce now possest, so suddenly ’Mki gone; 
And slippery step, the bottom of the <.teep; ' And each swift moment fled, isdeath'advanc'd 
Yet summon'd to the glorious standard soon. By strides as swift : Eternity is all; 

Which flames etern^ crimson through the And whose eternity ? Who triumphs there, 
skies. Bathing for ever in the font of bliss, 

» . . ever,baBking in the Deity 7 

5 97. Religion. Conscience, reply : O give it leave to speak ; 

Religion’s all. Descending ftom its siro For it will speak ere long. Oh hear it now ; 

To wretched man, the goddess in her left While useful its advice,«its accents mild. *- 
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Truth M deposited with man's lost hour; 

An honest hour, and faithful to her trust— 

' Tfutfi, ddest daughter of the Deity j 
Truth, of his council when he made the worlds, 
Nor less when he shall judge the worlds he 
made: 

Though silent long, and sleeping ne’er so sound. 
That Heavcu-commission'd hour no sooner 
calls, 

* Than from her cavern in the soul’s abyss. 

The goddess bursts in thunder and in flame: 

" Men may live fools, but fools they cannot 
die.” 

99. NIGHT V. ARdnight. 

This sacred shade, and solitude, what is it ? 
'Tis the felt presence of the Deity. 

Few are the faults we flatter when alone j 
Vice sinks in her allurements, is uiigilt. 

And looks, like other objects, black by night. 
Dgr night an atheist half believes a God. 

Night IS fair Virtue’s immemorial friend; 
The conscious moon, through every distant age. 
Has held a lamp to Wisdom, and let fall 
On contemplation’s eye her purging ray. 

Hail, precious moments! stol’n from the black 
waste 

Of murder’d time; auspicious midnight, hail! 
The world excluded, every passion hush’d. 
And open’d a calm intercourse w'ith heav’n; 
Here the soul aits in council, ponders past, 
Predestines future actions; secs, not feels, 
Tumultuous Jife; and reasons with the storm; 
AU.Jj ‘'Vlics answers, and thinks down her 
charms. 

$ 100. Refiections in a Church-yard. 
Sat, on what themes shall puzzled choice 
descend 7 ' 

" Th’ impoptance of contemplating the tomb; 
Why pacn decline it; Suicide’s foul birth; 
The various kinds of‘ grief; the faults of age 
A nd Death’s dread character—invite my song.” 
And first, th’ importance of our end sur¬ 
vey’d. 

Friends counsel quick di.smissi<ln of our grief; 
Mistaken kindness! our hearts heal too soon. 
Are they more kind than 11k who struck the 
blow 7 

Who bid it do his errand in our hearts, 

And banish peace till nobler guests arrive. 
And bring it back a true and endless peace 7 
Calamities are friends as glaring day 
Cf these unnumber'd lustres rolls our sight; 
Prosperity puts out uiinumher'd thoughts 
Of import high, and light divine to man. 

The mai^how blest, who, sick of gaudy 
scenes, 

. (Scenes apt to thrust between us and ourselves!) 
Is led by ehoicc to take liis favorite walk 
Beneath Death’s gloomy, silent cypress shades. 
Unpierc’d by Vanity’s fiintastic ray; 

To read his monuments, to weigh his dust, 
Visit bis vaults, and dwell among the tombs! 
Lqrenzd, read with m^ Narcissa's stone; 


Few orators so tenderly can toneli 
The feeling heart. What pathos in the date! 
Apt words can strike, and yet in them we see 
Faint images of what we here enjoy. 

What cause have we to build on length of life t 
Temptations seize when fear is laid asleep; 
And ill-foreboding is our strongest guard. 

See from her tomb, Truth sallies on my soul, 
And puts Delusion’s dusky train to flight; 
Dispels the mists our sultry passions raise. 
And shows the real estimate of things. 

Which no man, unafflicted, ever saw; 

Pulls off the veil from Virtue's rising charms; 
Detects Temptation in a thousand lies. 

Truth bids me look on men, as autumn’s 
leaves. 

And all they bleed for, as the summer's dust, 
Driven by the whirlwind: lighted by her 
beams, 

I widen my horizon, gain new powers. 

See things invisible, feel things remote. 

Am present with futurities; think nought 
To man so foreign as the joys possest, 

Nought so much his as those beyond the grave. 

No fblly keep^its color in her sight: 

Pale worldly wisdom loses all her charms. 
How differ worldly wisdom, and divine 7 
Just as the waning and the waxing moon; 
More empty worldly wisdom every day; 

And eveiy day more fair her rival shines. 

But soon our term for wisdom is expir’d, 

And everlasting fool is writ in fire. 

Or real wisdom wafts us to the skies. 

What grave prescribes the best 7—a friend's; 
and yet 

From a friend’s grave how soon we disengage, 
Even to the dearest, os his marble, cold ! 

Why are friends ravish’d from us 7 'tis to bind, 
By soft affection's tics, on human hearts, 

The thought of death, which reason, too supine, 
Or misemploy’d, so rarely fastens there. 

Nor reason, nor affection, no, nor both 
Combin'd can break the witchcrafts of the 
Behold th’ inexorable hour at hand! [world. 
Behold th’inexorable hour forgot ! 

And to forget it, the chief aim of life; 

Though well to ponder it is life’s chief end. 

$ 101. Life compared to a Stream. 

Is it, that life has sown her joysso thick, 

We can’t thrust in a single care between 7 
Is It, tliat life has such a swarm of cares. 

The thought of death can’t enter for the 
throng 7 

Is it that time steals on with downy feet, 

Qfor wakes indulgence from her golden dream ? 
'To-day is so like yes^erd.iy, it cheats; 

We take^hc lying sister for the some. 

Life glides away, Lorenzo, like a brook; 

For ever changing, unperceiv’d the change. 

Ill the same brook none ever bath’d him twice : 
To the same life none ever twice awoke. 

We call the brook the same; the same we 
think 

Our life, though still more rapid in its flow; 
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Nor mark tne much irrevocably laps’d, 

And mingled with the sea. Or shall we say 
{Retaining still the brook to bear us on) 

That life is like a vessel on the stream 7 
In life embark’d, we smoothly down the tide 
Of tune descend, but not on time intent. 
Amus’d, unconscious of the gliding wave; 

Till on a sudden we perceive a shock; 

We start, awake, look out; our bark is burst. 
Is this the cause dcatli iliea a|l human 
thought 7 

Or is it judgment by the will struck blind. 
That domineering mistress of the soul I 
Or is it fear turns startled reason liack. 

From looking dov/n a precipice so steep 7 
'Tis dreadful; and the dread is wisely plac’d. 
By nature conscious of the make of man. 

A dreadful friend it is, a terror kind, 

A flaming sword to guard the ticc of lift*. 

By that unaw’d, man on each pique of pride, 
Or gloom of humor, would give rage the rein. 
Bound o’er the barrier, rush into tlic dark, 

And mar the schemes of Providence below, 

$ 102. Tears^, 

Lobumzo ! hast thou ever weigh’d a sigh 7 
Or studied the philosophy of tears 7 
Host thou descended deep into the breast. 

And seen their source 7 If not, descend with 
me. 

And trace these briny riv’lcts to their springs. 

Our funeral tears from diff rcut causes rise ; 
Of various kinds they flow. From tender 
hearts, 

By soft contagion call'd, some burst at once, 
And stream obsequious to the leading c^c. 
Some ask more time, by riirious art distill’d. 
Some hearts, in secret hard, unapt to melt. 
Struck by the public eye, gush out amain. 
Somo weep to share the fame of the deceas’d, 
So high in merit, and to them so dear ; {share. 
7'licy dwell on pniises, which they think they j 
Some mourn in proof that something they! 
could love. 

They weep not to relieve their grief, but show. 
Some weep in jierfect justice to the dead. 

As conscious all their Jove is in arrear. 

Some mischievously weep, not unnppris’d, 
Tears, sometimes, aid the conquest of an e^. 
As seen through crystal, how their roses gl^, 
Wliile liquid tiearl runs trickling down their 
chock. 

By kind construction some are deem'd to weep. 
Because a decent veil conceals their joy. 

Some weep in earnest; and yet weep in vain; 
As deep in indiscretion, os in woe. , 

Passion, blind passion ! impotently pours 
Tears, that deserve more tears; whijp reason 
Or gazes, like an idiot, unconcern’d ; [sleeps. 
Nor comprehends the meaning of the storm. 
They weep impetuous, as the summer storm, 
And full as sliort! The cruel grief soon tam’d, 
TJtey make a pastime of the stingless tale .' 

Far as the deep-resounding knell, they spread 
The dreadful news, and luidly feel it more. 


[book 1‘. 

No gain of wisdom pays them for their woe. 
When the sick soul, her wonted stay with*- 
drawn, 

Jloclines on earth, and sorrows in the dust; 
Instead of learning there her true support. 

She crawls to the next shrub, or bramble vile 
The stranger weds, and blossoms, as before. 

In all the fruitless fopperies of life. 

^ 103. The Caprice and universal Power qf 
Death. . 

I.TKE other tyrants. Death delights to smite, 
What smitten most proclaims the pride of 
power, 

And arbitrary nod. His joy supreme, 

To bid the wretch survive the fortunate; 

I’he feeble wrap th’ athletic in his shroud; 
And weeping fathers build their children’s 
tomb; [date 7 

Me thine, Narcissa !—what though shortg^iy 
Virtue, not rolling suns, the mind matures^ 
That life is long, which answers life’s great end. 
The time that bears no fruit, deserves no 
name : 

The man of wisdom is the man of years. 

In hoary youth Mcthusalcms may die, 

O how misdated on their flattering tombs! 

All more than common menaces an end : 

A blaze betokens brevity of life. 

To plant the soul on her eternal guard. 

In awful expectation of our end, [but so 
Thus runs Death’s dread commission; “ Strike, 
As must alarms the living by thi^jtead.V 
Hence stratagem delights him, ana si^pn^. 
And cruel sport with man’s securities. 

Not simple conquest, triumph is his aim, 

And where least fear’d, there conquest tri 
uiuphs most. 

What are his arts to lay our fears asleep ! 
Tiberian arts his purposes wrap up 
In deep dissimulation’s darkest night. , 

Like princes unconfest in foreign courts, 

Who travel under cover, Death assumes 
The name and look of life, .and dwells among 
Behind the rosy bloom he loves to lurk, [us. 
Or ambush in a smile; or wanton dive 
In dimples deep; love’s eddies, which draw in 
Unwary hearts, and sink them in despair. 

Most happy they whom least his arts deceive. 
One eye on death, and one fullflx’d on lieavenT’ 
Becomes a mortal and immortal man. - 
Where is not death 7 sure as night follows 
day, [world. 

Death treads in pleasure’s footsteps round the 
When pleasure treads the paths which ipason 
shuns. 

When against reason riot shuts th^door, 

And gaiety supplies the place of sense. 

Then foremost at the banquet and the boll. 
Death leads the dance, or stamps the deadly 
die; 

Nor ever foils the midnight bowl to crown. 
Gaily carousing to his gay compeers. 

Inly he laughs, to see them lau^ at him, 

As absent far: and whe| the revel bums, . 
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When feu Mbuii 8 h’d,and triomphant thought 
Calling for all the joys beneath the moon, 
*Agaiiftt him turns the key; and bids him sup 
With their progenitors—^he drops his mask; 
Frowns out at full; they start, despair, expire! 
Scarce with more sudden terror and sur¬ 
prise, 

‘ From his black mask of nitre, touch'd by fire 
He bursts, expands, rous, blazes, and devours. 
And is not this triumphant treachery. 

And more than simple conquest in the iiend ? 

And now, gay tnfler, dost tliou wrap thy soul 
In soft security, because unknown 
Which moment is commission'd to destroy ? 
In death's uncertainty thy danger lies. 

Is death uncertain ? therefore thou be fix’d; 
Fix’d as a sentinel, all eye, all oar. 

All expectation of the coining foe. 

Rouse, stand in arms, nor lean against thy spear. 
Lest slumber steal one moment o’er thy soul, 
•And fate surprise thee nodding. Watch, be 
strong; 

Thus give each day the merit, and renown, 

Of dying well; though doom’d but once to 
die; 

Nor let life’s period bidden (as from most). 
Hide too from thee the precious use of life. 

Does wealth with youth and gaiety conspire 
To weave a triple wreath of happiness ? 

That shining mark invites the tyrant’s spear, 
As if to damp our elevated aims, 

And strongly preach humility to man. 

O hqjv portentous is prosperity ! 
How„vuihet-likc, it threatens while it shines! 
r ew years but yield us proof of Death’s am¬ 
bition 

To cull his victims from the fairest fold. 

And sheath his shails in all the pride of life. 
When flooded with abundance, purpled o’er 
With recent honors, bloom’d with every bliss 3 
Set jip in ostentation, made to gaze, 

The gaudy centre of the public eye ; 

When fortune, thus, has toss’d her child in air. 
Snatch’d from the covert of an humble stale, 
How often have 1 seen him dropp’d at once. 
Our morning’s envy, and ouricv iiing’s sigh ! 
As if her bounties were the signal giv’n, 

The flow’ry wreath, to mark the sacrifice. 

And call Death’s arrows on the destin’d }>rey. 

( 104. NIGHT VI. Reflections on Man and 
Immortalily. 

Thy nature. Immortality, who knows ? 

And yet who knows it not 1 It is but life 
In stronger thread of brighter color spun. 

An Jspun for ever 3 black and brittle here! ^ 

How ^orlour corresnondence with the sun! 
And while it lasts, inglorious! our best deeds, 
How wanting in their weight! our highest joys. 
Small cordials to support us in onr pain. 

And give us strength to suffer. But how great 
To mingle interests, converse, amities, 

With all the sons of Reason, scatter’d wide 
Through habitable space, wherever born, 
Howe’er endow’d'. to live freo citizens 
■•Vot. v.Nos. 69 ffi70. 


Of universal Nature! to lay hold 
By more than feeble faith on the Supreme! 

To call heaven's rich un&thomable ininee 
Our own ! to rise in science os in Uin, 
Initiate in the secrets of the skiM! 

To read creation 3 read its mighty plan 
In the bare bosom of the Deity ! 

The plan and execution to collate ! 

To see, before each glance of piercing thought, 
A 11 cloud, all shadow blown remote 3 and leave 
No mystery—‘but that of love divine, 

Which lifts us on the seraph’s flaming wing, 
From earth’s Aceldama, this field of blood, 

Of inward anguish, and of outward ill, 

From darkness, and from dust, to such a scene! 
Love's element! true joy’s illustrious home! 
From earth’s sad contrast (now deplor’d) more 
fair. [great. 

These are the thoughts that aggrandize the 
How great (while yet wc tread the kindred 
clod, 

And every moment fear to sink beneath 
The clod we tceod; soon trodden ly our Bons)-~ 
How great, m the wild whirl of time’s pur* 
suits, • 

To atop, and pause, involv’d in high presage; 
Through the long vista of a thousand years. 
To stand contemplating our distant selves, 

As in a magnifying mirror seen, 

Enlarg’d, ennobled, elevate, divine! 

To prophesy our own futurities ! [scends! 
I’o gaze in thought on what all thought tran* 
'I'u talk, with fellow-candidates, of joys, 

As far beyond conception as desert, 

Ourselves Ih’ astonish’d talkers and the tale! 
When mount w'c ? when these shackles cast 7 
when (juit 

This cell of the creation 7 this small nest, 
8 iuck in a corner of the universe, 

Wrapt up in fleecy cloud, and fine-spun air 7 
Fine-spun to sense, but gross and feculent 
To souls celestial 3 souls ordain’d to breathe 
Ambrosial gales, and drink a purer sky 3 
Greatly triumphant on time’s farther shore. 

In an eternity what scenes shall strike! 
What webs of wonder shall unravel there ! 
What full day pour on all the paths of heaven. 
And light th’ Almighty’s footsteps in the deep! 
How shall the blessed day of our discharge 
Unwind, at once, the labyrinths of fate. 

And straighten its inextricable maze! 

If inextinguishable thirst in man 
To know 3 how rich, how full our banquet here! 
Here, not the moral world alone unfolds 3 
The world material lately seen in shades, 

And in those shades, by fragments only seen, 
.And seen those fragments by the laboring eye, 
Unbrokfn, now, illustrious, and entire. 

Its ample sphere, its universal fhune, 

In full dimensions, swells to the survey 3 
And enters, at one glance, the ravish'd sight. 
How shall the stranger man’s illnmin’d eja. 

In the vast ocean of unbounded space. 

Behold an infinite of floating worlds 
Divide the cryttal waves of ether pure 
o 
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In mdleM voyage, without port! the least 
Of these disseminated orbs how great! 

Yet what are these to the stupendous whole ? 
As particles, u atoms ill-perceiv’d. 

If admiratior is a source of joy, [heaven. 
What transport hence! Yet this the least in 
What this to that illastrious robe He wears, 
Who toss’d this mass of wonders from his hand, 
A specimen, an earnest of his power! 

'Tis, to that glory, whence all glory flows. 

As Ae mead’s meanest flow’ret to the sun. 
Which gave it birth. But what, this Sun of 
heaven! 

This bliss supreme of the supremely blest! 
Death, only death, the question can resolve. 
By death cheap-bought th’ ideas of our joy! 
lire bare ideas! solid happiness 
So distant from its shadow chas'd below ! 

And chase we still the phantom through the 
fire, 

O’er bog, and brake, and precipice, till death 7 
And toU we still for sublunary pay 7 
Defy the dangers of the field, and flood. 

Or, spider-like, spin out our precious all, 

Our more than vitals spin in curious webs - 
Of subtle thought, and exquisite design; 

(Fine net-work of the brain !) to catch a fly 7 
The momentary buzz of vain renown ! 

A name, a mortal immortality. 

$ 105 . Immortality. 

Immortal ! ages past, yet nothing gone! 

Mom without eve! a race without a goal! 
Unshorten’d by progression infinite! 

Futurity for ever future! life 
Beginning still, where computation ends ! 

Tis the description of a Deity! 

Tis the description of the meanest slave. 
Immortal! what can strike the sense so 
strong, 

As this the soul 7 it thunders to the thought; 
Reason amazes; gratitude o’erwhelms 3 
No more we slumber on the brink of fate 3 
Rous'd at the sound, th’ exulting soul ascends, 
And breathes her native air 3 an air that feeds 
Ambition high, and fans ethereal fires 3 
Quick-kindles all that is divine within us 3 
Nor leaves one loitering thought beneath the 
stars. 

Immortal! was but one immortal, how 
Would others envy! how would thrones adore'. 
Because ’tis common, is the blessing lost 7 ^ 
How this ties up the bounteous hand of 
Heaven! 

O vain, vain, vain! all else: eternity ! 

A glorious, and a needfiil refuge that, ^ 

From vile imprisonment in abject views. 

’Tis immortality, ’tis that alone, ^ 

Amidst Ufe's pains, abammenta, emptiness, 
The soul can comfort, elevate, and fill. 
Eternity depending covers all 3 
Seta earth at distance, costs her into shades 3 
Blends herdistinctions 3 abrogates her pow’rsj 
The low, the lofty, joyous, and severe, 


Fortune’s dread frowns, and fascinating smilei^ 
Make one promiscuous and neglected heap. 
The man beneath 3 if I may call him mtm 
Whom immortality's full force inspires. 
Nothing terrestrial touches his high thought 3 
Suns shine unseen, and thunders roll unheard, 
Ry minds quite conscious of their high descent. 
Their present province, and their future prize, 
Divinely darting upward every wish. 

Warm on the wing, in glorious absence lost. 
Doubt you this truth 7 why labors your be¬ 
lief? 

If earth’s whole orb by some due distanc’d eye 
Was seen at once, her tow’ring Alps would 
sink. 

And levcll’d Atlas leave an even sphere. 

Thus earth, and all that earthly minds admire. 
Is swallow’d in eternity’s vast round. 

To that stupendous view when souls awake. 
So large of late, so mountainous to man, 
Time’s toys subside 3 and equal all below. 

§ 106 . Man’s Immortality proved by Natulk. 

Nature, thy daughter, ever-changing birth 
Of thee the great Inmiutablc, to man 
Speaks wisdom 3 is his oracle supreme 3 
And he who most consults her, is most wise. 
Look nature through, 'tis revolution all. 

All change, no death. Day follows night 3 
and night 

The dying day 3 stars rise, and set, and rise 3 
Earth takes th’ example. See the summer 

Ray, ^ 

With her green chaplet, and ambrosial dlow ’-s . 
Droops into pallid autumn 3 winter grey, “ 
Horrid with frost, and turbulent Avith storm, 
Blows autumn, and his golden fruits away, 
I'heii melts into the spring 3 soil sprmg with 
breath 

Favonian, from warm chambers of the south. 
Recalls the first. All, to re-flourish, fades : 

As in a wheel, all sinks, to re-nscend : 
Emblems of man, who passes, not expires. 

With this minute distinction, emblems just. 
Nature revolves, but man advances 3 both 
Eternal 3 that a,circle, this a line. 

That gravitates, this soars. Th’ aspiring soul 
Ardent, and tremulous, like flame ascends 3 
Zeal, and humility, her wings to heaven. 

The world of matter, with its various forms, 
All dies into new life. Life born from death 
Rolls the vast mass, and shall for ever roll. 

No single atom, once in being lost, [High. 
With change of counsel charges the Most 
Matter, immortal 7 and shall spirit die 7 
Above the nobler, shall less noble rise 7 
Shall man alone, from whom all else revives, 
No resurrection know ? shall man Idone, 
Imperial man! be sown in barren ground, 

Less privileg'd than grain, on which he feeds? 
Is man, in whom alone is power to prize 
The bliss of being, or with previous pain 
Deplore its period, by the spleen of fate, 
Severely doom’d death’s single unredeem’d 7 
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$ 107. RIGHT Tii. The Madness of In- 
^ fidelity. 

^INCK virtue’a recompense is doubtful, here, 

If man dies wholly, well may we demand, 
Why is man sufibr'd to be good in vain ? 

.Why to be good in vain, is man enjoin’d 1 
Why to be good in vain, is man betray’d ? 

* Betray’d by traitors lodg’d in his own breast. 
By sweet complacencies from virtue felt ? 
Why whispers nature lies on virtue’s part ? 

Or if blind instinct (which assumes the name 
Of sacred conscience) plays the fool in man, 
Why reason made accomplice in the cheat ? 
Why are the wisest, loudest in her praise ? 
Can man by reason’s beam bo laid astray ? 

Or, at his peril, imitate his God ? 

Since virtue sometimes ruins us on earth, 

Or, both arc true, or man survives the grave. 
Or man survives the grave, or own, Lo¬ 
renzo, 

<rhy boast supreme, a wild absurdity. 
Dauntless thy spirit; cowards are thy scorn. 
Grant man immortal, and thy scorn is just. 
The man immortal, rationally brave, 

Dares rush on death,—because he cannot die. 
But if man loses all, when life is lost j 
He lives a coward, or a fool expires. 

A daring infidel (and such there are. 

From pride, example, lucre, rage, revenge. 

Or pure heroical defect of thought), 

Of all earth’s madmen, most deserves a chain. 

When to the grave we follow the renown'd 
For wilor, ’. irtuc, science, all we love, 

And ail we praise; for wolth, whose noon¬ 
tide beam 

Memb bUrlSeas of ethereal pow’rs; 

Dream we, that lustre of the moral worl’ 
Goes out in stench, and rottenness the close 7 
Why WHS he wise to know, and warm to 
praise, 

And«treniious to transcribe, in human life, 
The mind almighty 1 could it be, that fate. 
Just when the lineaments began to slime. 
Should snatch the draught, and blot it out for 
ever 7 

Shall we, this moment, gaze ^n God in man 7 
The next, lose man for ever in the dust ? 
From dust w'e disengage, or man mistakes; 

• And there, where least his judgment fears a 
flaw! ' 

Wisdom, and worth, how boldly he commends! 
Wisdom and worth are sacred names; rever’d. 
Where not embrac’d; applaudeddeified! 
Why not compassion’d too 7 If spirits die, 
Both«are calamities, inflicted both 
To make us but more wretched; wisdom’s eye. 
Acute, for what 7 To spy more miseries; 

And woisth, so recompens’d, new points their 
stings. 

Or man the grave surmounts, or gain is loss. 
And worth exalted humbles us the more. 
Were then capacities divine conferr’d. 

As a mock di^em, in savage sport. 

Bank insult of our pompous poverty, [fair 7 
Vl^icH reaps but pains seeming claims so 


In future age lies no redress 7 and shuts 
Eternity the door on our complaint ! [made 7 
If so, for what strange ends were mortalB 
The worst to wallow, and the best to weep. 
Can we conceive a disregard in Heaven, 

What the worst perpetrate, or best endure 7 
This cannot te. To love, and know, in 
man 

Is boundless appetite, and boundless pow’r; 
And these demonstrate boundless objects too. 
Objects, pow’rs, appetites, heav’n suits in all; 
Nor, nature through, e’er violates this sweet, 
Eternal concord, on her tuneful string. 

Is man the sole exception from her laws 7 
Eternity struck off from human hope, 

Alan is a monster, the reproach of heaven, 

A stain, a dark impenetrable cloud 
On nature’s beauteous aspect; and deforms, 
(Amazing blot!) deforms her with her lord. 

Or own the soul immortal, or invert 
All order. Go, mock-majesty! go, man. 

And bow to thy superiors of the stall; 
Through every scene of sense superior far ; 
They graze tl^ turf untill’d; they drink the 
stream 

Unbrew’d, and ever full, and unimbittcr’d 
With doubts, fears, fruitless hopes, regrets, de¬ 
spairs, 

Afankind’s peculiar! reason’s precious dow’r! 
No foreign clime they ransack for their robes. 
Nor brothers cite to the litigious bar ; 

Their good is good entire, unmix’d, unmarr’d; 
They find a paradise in ev’ry field. 

On Imughs forbidden, where no curses hang; 
Their ill no more than strikes the s6nse, un- 
streteh’d 

By previous dread, or murmur in the rear; 
\^en the worst comes, it comes unfear’d; one 
stroke 

Begins and ends their woe : they die but once; 
Blest, incommunicable privilege ! [stars. 
For which who rules the globe, and reads the 
Philosopher, or hero, sighs in vain. 

Account for this prerogative in brutes: 

No day, no glimpse of day to solve the knot, 
But what beams on it from eternity. 

O sole and sweet solution ! that unties 
The difficult, and softens the severe; 

The cloud on nature’s beauteous face dispels; 
Restores bright order; casts the brute beneath; 
.And re-inthrones us in supremacy 
Of joy, ev’n here ; admit immortal life. 

And virtue is knight-errantry no more: 

Each virtue brings in hand a golden dow’r. 
Far richer in reversion : hope exults; 

•And, though much bitter in our cup is thrown. 
Predominates, and gives the taste of heav’n. 

O wher^ore is the Deity so kind 7 
Heav’n our reward—for heav’n enjoy’d below. 
Still unaubdu’d thy stubborn heart 7 For 
there 

The traitor lurks, who doubts the truth 1 sing: 
Reason is guiltless; will alone rebels. 

What, in that stubtern heart, if I should find 
New, unexpected witnesses i^inst thee 7 

o2 
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Ambition, tnd the lUteleem love of gain! [aoul And cry,—“ Behold the wonders of my 
Canst thou suspect that these, which make the might!” 

The slave of earth, should own her heir of And why ? because immortal as their ioid:' 

heav’n 1 And souls immortal must for ever heave 

Canst thou suspect, what makes us disbelieve At somethikg great; the glitter, or the gold ; 

Our immortality, should prove it sure ? The praise of mortals, or the praise of heav’n. 

$ 108. Ambition and Fame. 109. Avarice. 

First, then, ambition summon to the bar; Thus far ambition. What says avarice7 
Ambition’s shame, extravagance, disgust. This her chief maxim, which has long been 
And inextinguishable nature, speak: thine: [it. 

Each much deposes: hear them in their turn. “ The wise and wealthy are the same.” I grant 
Thy soul how passionately fond of fame ! To store up treasure, with incessant toil, 

How anxious that fond passion to conceal! This is man’s province, this his highest 
We blush detected in designs on praise, praise ; 

Though for best deeds, and from the best of To this great end keen instinct stings him on; 

men ; To guide that instinct, reason ! is thy charge; 

And why 7 because immortal. Art divine 'I'is thine to tell us where true treasure lies: 

Has made the body tutor to the soul: But reason failing to discharge her trust, 

Heav’n kindly gives our blood a moral flow; .4 blunder follows, and blind industry 

Bids it ascend the glowing cheek, and there O’erloading, with the cares of distant age, - 
Upbraid that little heart’s inglorious aim, The jaded spirits of the present hour, 

Whidi stoops to court a character from man; Provides for an eternity below. 

While o’er us, in tremendous judgment sit Whence inextinguishable thirst of gain 7 
Far-more than man, with enmess praise, and From inextinguishable life in man : 

blame. Man, if not meant by worth to reach the sKies, 

Ambition’s boundless appetite out-speaks Had wanted wing to fly so far in guilt. 

The verdict of its shame. When souls take Sour grapes I grant ambition, avarice; 

lire Yet still their root is immortality. 

At high presumptions of their own desert, 'i'hese its wild growths religion can reclaim. 

One age is poor applause; the mighty shout. Reline, exalt, throw down their pois’nous lee. 
The thunder by the living few begun. And make them sparkle in the bowl of bliss. 

Late time must echo; worlds unborn resound: z. ir i. ^ * 

We wish our names eternally to live: 9 "0- Misery qf Unbelttf. 

Wild dream ! which ne'er had haunted bn- Couldst thou persuade me, the next life would* 

man thought, fail .. 

Had not our natures been eternal too. Our ardent wishes; how should I pour but 

Instinct points out an int’rest in hereafter; My bleeding heart in anguish, new, as deep! 

But our blind reason sees not where it lies; Oh! with what thoughts, thy hope, and my 
Or, seeing, gives the substance for the shade. despair, 

Fame is the shade of immortality, Abhorr'd Annihilation! blasts the soul. 

And in itself a shadow; soon as caught, And wide extends the bounds of human woe. 
Contemn’d; it shrinks to nothing in the grasp. Could 1 believe Lorenzo’s doctrine true! 

Consult the ambitious; ’tis ambition's cure. In this black channel would my ravings run : 

“ And is this all 7” cry’d C»sar at his height, “ Grief from the future borrow’d peace, cre- 
Disgusted. This third proof ambition brings while. 

Of immortality. The first in fame. The future vanish’d, and the present pain’d! ^ 

Observe him near, your envy will abate: Fall, how profound ! hurl’d headlong, hurl'd at 

Sham’d at the disproportion vast between once 

The passion, and the purchase, he will sigh To night! to nothing ! darker still than night. 

At such success, and blush at his renown: ® If'twas a dream, why wake me, my worst foe 7 
And why 7 because far richer prize invites O for delusion! O for error still! [plant 

His heart j ikr more illustrious glory calls. Could vengeance strike much stronger than to 

And can ambition a fourth proof supply 7 A thinking being in a world like this. 

It can, and stronger than the former three. Not over-rich liefore, now beggar’d quite; 

Though disappointments in ambition pain, More curst than at the fall ? The sun goes out! 
And though success di^usts, yet still we strive The thorns shoot up! what thoRis in ev’ry 
In vain to pluck it from us: man mukt soar : thought! 

An obstinate activity within, Why sense of better 7 it imbitters worse : 

An insi^jurassive spring will toss him up. Why sense 7 why life 7 if but to sigh, then 

In spite of fortune's load. Not kings alone, sink 

Eaoh villager has his ambition too ; To what 1 was 7 twice nothing! and much woe! 

No Sultan prouder than his fetter’d slave; Woe, from heaven’s bounties! woe, from what 

Slaves build their little Babylons of straw, was wont 

Echo the proud Assyrian in their hearts. To flatter most, high intellectual powers. . 
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“ Thought, virtue, knowledge! bleaaings^ by His, all the pow’r, and all the eauae to mourn, 
(by Bcheme, Shall human eyes a]onc dissolve in tears 7 

All poison’d into pains: First knowledge, once And bleed, in anguish, none but human hearts 7 
My soul’s ambition, now her greatest dread. The wide-stretch’d realm of intellectual woe, 
To know myself, true wisdom 7—no, to shun Surpassing sensual far, is all our own. 

. 3'hat shocking science, parent of despair! In life so fatally distinguish’d, why 
^ Avert thy mirror; if I see, 1 die. Cast in one lot, confounded, lump'd in death 7 

“ Know my Creator! Climb his blest-'abode “ And why then have wo thought 7 To toil 
By painful speculation, pierce the veil, nnd eat, [thought. 

Dive in his nature, read his attributes, Then make our lied in darkness, needs no 

And gaze in admiration—on a foe What superfluities are reas'ning souls! 

Obtruding life, withholding happiness 7 Oh give eternity ! or thought destroy,— 

From the full rivers that surround his throne, But without thought our curse were half un- 
Not letting fall one drop of joy on man; felt! [heart: 

Man gksping for one drop, that he might cease Its blunted edge would spare the throbbing 
To curse his birth, nor envy reptiles more ! And therefore 'tis bestow'd. 1 thank thee, 
Ye sable clouds ! ye darkest shades of night; reason, 

Hide him, for ever hide him, from my thought. For aiding life’s too small calamities, 

Once all my comfort; source and soul of joy! And giving being to the dread of‘death. 

“Know his achievements! study his re- Such are thy bounties!—Was it then too much 
* nown ! For me, to trespass on the brutal rights 7 

Contemplate this amazing universe. Too much for heav'n to make one emmet 

Dropt from his hand with miracles replete ! more 7 

For what 7 'Mid miracles of nobler name. Too much for chaos to permit my mass 
To find one miracle of misery I A longer stay ^'ith essences unwrought, 

To find the being, which alone can know, Unfashion’d, untonnented into man 7 
And praise his works, a blemish on liis praise ! i Wretched preferment to this round of pains 1 
Through nature’s ample range, in thought tol Wretched capacity of phrensy, thought! 

stray Wretched capacity of dying, life ! 

And start at man, the single mourner there. Life, thought, worth, wisdom, all (oh foul 
Breathing high hope I chain'd down to pangs, revolt !) 

and death! [share Once friends to peace, gone over to the foe. 

“Knowing is suff’ring . and shall virtue “ Death then has cliang'd its nature, too 5 O 
The sigh of knowledge 7 virtue sliares the sigh death. 

By straining up the steep of ezcelieiit. Come to my bosom, thou best gift of heav’n! 

By biittiSs ibught, and from temptation won, Best friend of man ! since man is man no more 
What gains she, but the paiig of seeing worth, VVhy in this thorny wildemesf so long, 
Angelic worth, soon shuffled, in the dark Since there's no promis’d land’s ambrosial 
With cv’ry vice, and swept to brutal dust 7 bow’r 7 

“ Duty! Religion 1 these, our duty done, But why this sumptuous insult o’er our heads 7 
Imply reward. Religion is mistake : Why this illustrious canopy display’d 7 

Duty I there’s none, but to repel the cheat. Why so magnificently lodg’d despair 7 
Yc cheats! aw.ay ; ye daughters of my pride! At stated periods sure returning, roll, 

Who feign yourselves tlic fav’ntes of the skies These glorious orbs, that mortals may compute 
Yc tow'ring hopes ! abortive energies! Tlieir length of labors, and of pains; nor Jose 

That toss and tumble in my i^ing breast, Their misery’s full measure 7—smiles with 

To scale the skies, and build presumption there, flow’rs. 

As 1 were heir of an eternity : And fruits promiscuous, ever-teeming earth. 

Vain, vain ambitions! trouble me no more. That man may languish in luxurious scenes, 

As bounded us my being, be my wish. And in an Eden mourn his with’ring joys 7 

All is inverted, wisdom is a fool; Claim earth and skies man’s admiration, due 

Sense ! take the rein; blind pasbioii! drive us For such delights 7 blest animals! too wise 
And, ignorance! befriend us on our w.ay; [on 5 To wonder; and too happy to complain ! 

Yes; give the pulse full empire; live the brute, “Our doom decreed demands a mournful 
Sin«e, as tiie brute, we die: the sum of man, scene; 

Of godlike man ! to revel, and to rot. • Why not a dungeon dark for the condemn’d 7 

“ But Mbt on equal terms with other brutes: Why not the dragon’s subterranean den, 

Their levels a more poignant relish yield, For niAi to howl in 7 why not his abode 

And safer too; they never poisons choose. Of the same dismal color with his fate7 

Instinct, than reason, makes more wliolesome A Thebes, a Babylon, at vast expense [ders, 
meals. Of time, toil, treasure, art, for owls and ad- 

And sends ail-marring murmur far away. As congruous, os, for man, this lofty dome, 
For sensual life they best philosophise; Which prompts proud thought, and kindles 

Theirs, that serene, the sages sought in vain: high desire; 

jTis man alone expestuiates with heaven; If from her humble chamber in the dust. 



36 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS. 


1boox,i 


While proud thought bwcUb, and high desire 
indames, 

The poor worm colls us for her inmates there ; 
And round ns death's inexorable hand [more. 
Draws the dark curtain close; undrawn no 
“ Undrawn no more 7 behind the cloud of 
death, 

Once I beheld a sun; a sun which gik 
That sable cloud, and turn’d it all to gold : 
Dow the grave’s alter’d ! fathomless as hell! 
Annihilation! how it yawns before me! 

Next moment 1 may drop from thought, from 
sense, 

The privilege of angels, and of worms, 

An outcast from existence ! and this spirit. 
This alUpervading, this all-conscious soul. 
This particle of energy divine. 

Which travels nature, flies from star to star. 
And visits gods, and emulates their pow’rs. 
For ever is extinguish’d. Horror! death ! 
Death of that death I fearless once survey’d. 
When horror universal shall descend. 

And heaven’s dark concave urn all human race. 
On that enormous unrefundin^ tomb, 
llow^ust this verse ! this monumental sigh ! 
Beneath the lumber qf demolish’d worlds 
Of matter, never digntfy'd with life, 

Here lie proud rationale •, the sons qf heav'n! 
The lord* of earth! the property qf worms ! 
Beings qf yesterday, and no to-morrow! 
Who Uv’d in terror, and in pangs expir’d." 
And art thou then a shadow 7 less than sha¬ 
dow 7 

A nothing 7 less than nothing 7 To have been. 
And not to be, is lower than unborn. 

Art thou ambitious 7 why then make the worm 
Thine equal 7 runs thy taste of pleasure high 7 
Why patronise sure death of every joy 7 
Charm riches 7 why choose bcgg’ry in the 
grave. 

Of cv’ry hope a bankrupt! and for ever! 
Dar'st thou persist 7 And is there nought on 
But a long train of transitory forms, [earth 
Jlising, and breaking, millions in an hour 7 
Hubbles of a fantastic lord, blown up 
Jn sport, and then in cruelty destroy’d 7 
Oh'. for what crime, unmerciful Lorenzo, 
Destroys thy scheme the whole of human 
Kind is fell Lucifer compar’d to thee; [race 7 
Oh ! spare this waste of being half divine} 
And vindicate th’ economy of lieav’n. 


More firm; who most examine, most believe. 
Farts, like half sentences, confound;, tke 
whole 

Conveys the sense, and God is understood, 
Who not in fragments writes to human race : 
Head his whole volume, sceptic ! then reply. 
This, this is thinking free, a thought that 
grasps 

Beyond a grain, and looks beyond an hour. 
Turn up thine eyes, survey this midnight 
scene j [orbs. 

What are earth’s kingdoms to yon boundless 
Of human souls, one day, the destin’d range 7 
And what yon boundless orbs to godlike man t 
Those numerous worlds that throng the firma¬ 
ment, ' 

And ask more space in heaven, can roll at large 
In man's capacious thought, and still have room 
For ampler orbs, for new creations, there. 

Can such a soul contract itself, to gripe 
A point of no dimension, or no weight 7 ^ 

It can } it does : the world is such a point j • 
And of that point how small a part enslaves! 

How small a part—of nothing, shall I say 7 
Why not ?—friends, our chief treasure, how 
they drop! 

How the world falls to pieces round about us. 
And leaves us in a ruin of our joy ! 

What says this transportation of my friends 7 
It bids me love the place where now they 
dwell, [poor. 

And scorn this wretched spot, they leave so 
F.ternity’s vast ocean lays before thee; 

Give thy mind sea-room; keep it wide of earth. 
That rock of souls immortal; cut tjiv^cord; 
Weigh anchor; spread thy sails;* call ev’ry 
wind; 

Eye thy great Pole-star; make the land of life. 

§ 112 . 


^ 111. Free-thinking. 

This is free-thinking, unconfin’d to parts. 

To send the soul, on curious travel bent, 
■Through all the provinces of human thought; I* 
To dt^rt her flight through the whole sphere of j 
man; * 

To look on truth, unbroken, and entire; 

Truth in the system, the full orb; where truths 
By truths enlighten’d, and sustain’d, afibrd 
An arch-like, strong foundation, to support 
Th’ incumbent weight of absolute, complete 
Conviction; here, the more we press, we 
Btand 


NIGHT viu. Human Life compared 
to the Ocean. 

OoEAN! thou dreadful and tumultuous home 
Of dangers, at eternal war with man ! 

Death’s capital! where most he domineers, 
W’ith all his chosen terrors frowning round, 
(Though lately [easted, high at Albion’s cost,) 
WmIo op’ning, and loud roaring still for mors! 
Too faithful mirror! how dost thou reflect 
The melancholy face of human life! 

[The strong resemblance tempts me farther still: 
And, haply, Britain may be deeper struck 
By mord truth, in such a mirror seen. 

Which nature holds for ever at her eye. 

Self-flatter’d, unexperienced, high in hope. 
When young, with sanguine cheer and strea¬ 
mers gay. 

We cut our cable, launch into the ■dbrld. 

And fondly dream each wind and star our 
friend; 

All in some ^rling enterprise embark’d: 

But where is he can fathom its event 7 
Amid a multitude of artless hands, 

Ruin’s sure perquisite! her lawfUl prise! 
Some steer aright: but the black blast blows 
hard, * 
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, And puSs them wide of hope : with hearts of j 
proof [way 3 

Full agiiiisi wind and tide, some win their 
And when strong effort has deserv’d the port, 
And tugg’d It into view, ’tis won! 'tis lost! 
•They strike; and, while they triumph, they 
expire. 

In stress of weather, most; some sink outright; 
O’er them and o'er their names the billows 
close; 

To-morrow knows not they were ever born : 
Others a short memorial leave behind. 

Like a flag floating, when the bark's ingulph’d; 
It floaljp a moment, and is seen no more : 

One Oaisar lives, a thousand are forgot. 

How few, beneath auspicious planets born. 
With swelling sails make go^ the promis’d 
port. 

With all their wishes freighted! Yet ev'n these, 
^Ycighted with all their wishes, soon com¬ 
plain ; 

They still are men; and when is man secure ? 
As fatal time, as storm I the rush of years 
Beats down tlieir strength : their numberless 
esc.apes 

In ruin end ; and now their proud success 
But plants new terrors on the victor's brow : 
What pain to quit the world just made their 
own! [high! 

Their nest so deeply down’d, and built so 
Too low they build, who build beneath the 

$ 113. Pleasure. 

Thoug h somewhat disconcerted, steady still 
To the world’s cause, with half a face of joy, 
Jiorenzo cries, “ Be, then, ambition cast, 
Ambition’s dearer far stands unimpeach'd. 

Clay pleasure ! proud ambition is her slave; 
Who can resist her charms ?”—Or, should 1 
Lorenxo I 

What mortal shall resist, where angels yield ? 

I Icasurc’s tlie mistress of ethereal pow’rs; 


Pleasure is nought but virtue’s gayer name— 
1 wrong her still, I rate her worth too low: 
Virtue the root, and pleasure is the flow’r. 

The love of pleasure is man’s eldest born, 
Born in his cradle, living to his tomb: 
Wisdom, her younger sister, though more 
grave. 

Was meant to minister, and not to mar 
Inyierial pleasure, queen of human hearts. 

$ 114. Rise qf Pleasure. 

First, pleasure's birth, rise, strength, and 
grandeur see: 

Brought forth by wisdom, nurs’d by discipline. 
By patience taught, by perseverance crown’d, 
She rears her head majestic ; round her throne. 
Erected in the bosom of the just, 

Each virtue, listed, form her manly guard. 

For what are virtues ? (formidable name I) 
What, but the fountain, or defbnee of joy ? 
Great legislator! scarce so great as kind! 

If men ate rational, and love delight. 

Thy gracious law but flatters human choice: 
In the transgrqpsion lies the penalty; 

And they the most indulge, who most obey. 

$ 115. The End of Pleasure. 

Of pleasure, next, the final cause explore; 

Its mighty purpose, its important end : 

Not to turn human brutal, but to build 
Divine on human, pleasure came from heav’n i 
In aid to reason was the goddess sent. 

To call up ail its strength by such a charm. 
Pleasure first succours virtue; in return, 
Virtue gives pleasure an eternal reign. 

What, but the pleasure of food, friendship, 
■faith. 

Supports life natural, civil, and divine 7 
It serves ourselves, our species, and our God. 
Glide then for ever, pleasure’s sacred stream! 
Through Eden as Euphrates ran, it runs, 

And fosters every growth of happy life; 
Makes a new Eden where it flows.— 


pleasure's the mistress of the world liolow; 
How would ail stagnate, but fpr pleasure’s ray! 
What is the pulse of this so busy world 7 
«IT»e love of pleasure • that, through ev’ry vein. 
Throws motion, warmth; and shuts out death 
from life. 

Though various are the tempers of mankind. 
Pleasure's gay family holds all in chains. 
Some most affect the black ; and some the fair; 
Whate’er the motive, pleasure is the mark ; 
For her, the black assassin draws his sword; 
For ber, dark, statesmen trim their midnight- 
lamp. 

To which* o single sacrifice may fall; 

'Phe Stdic proud, for pleasure, plcasu rc scorn’d; 
For her, affliction’s daughters grief indulge. 
And find, or hope, a luxury in tears : 

For her, guilt, shame, toil, danger, we defy; 
And, with an aim voluptuous, rush 011 death : 
Thus universal her despotic power. 

Patron of pleasure! I thy rival am; 
jl^easure, the purposi of my gloomy song ; 


$ 116. Pleasure consists in Goodness. 
Pleasure, we both agree, is man’s chief 
good; 

Our only contest, what deserves the name. 
Give pleasure’s name to nought, but what has 
pass’d 

Th’ authentic seal of reason, which defies 
I’he tooth of time; when past, a pleasure still; 
Dearer on trial, lovelier for its age. 

And doubly to be priz’d, as it promotes 
Our future, while it forms our present joy. 
Some joys the future overcast; and some 
Throw |11 their beams that way, and gild the 
tomb; 

Some joys endear eternity ; some give 
Abhorr’d annihilation dreadful charms. 

Are rival joys contending for thy choice 7 
Consult thy whole existence, and be safe; 
That oracle will put all doubt to flight: 

Be good,—and let heav’n answer for the rest. 
Vet, with a sigh o’er all mankind, I grant, 
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In ibis our day of proof, our land of hope, 
The good man has his clouds that intervene; 
Clouds that obscure his sublunary day, 

But never conquer, Ev’n the best must own. 
Patience and resignation are the pillars 
Of human peace on earth; remote from thee. 
Till this heroic lesson thou hast loom’d; 

To frown at pleasure, and to smile in pain. 
Fir’d at the prospect of unclouded bliss. 
Ileav’n in reversion, like the sun as yet 
Beneath th’ horizon, cheers us in tliis world •, 
It sheds, on souls susceptible of light, 

Tho glorious tdawn of our eternal day. 

Now see the man immortal; him, 1 mean. 
Who lives as such; whose heart, full bent on 
heav’n, 

I.cans all that way his bins to the stars. 

The world's dark sh-odcs, in coutnist set, shall 
raise 

His lustre more; though bright, without a soil. 
Observe his awful portrait, and admire j 
Nor stop at wonder 3 imitate and live. 

117. Picture qf a Good Man, 

Wi'i,a aspect mild, and elevated cj'e, 

Behold him seated on a mount serene. 

Above the fogs of sense, and passion’s storm; 
All the black cares and tumults of this life, 
Like liarmless thunders, breaking nt his feet. 
Eartli’s genuine sons, the sceptred and the 
slave, 

A mingled mob! a wand’ring herd ! be sees 
Bewilder’d in the vale 3 in all unlike! 

His full reverse in all 3 wliat higher praise ? 
What stronger demonstration of the right ! 

The present all their care 3 the future his ; 
When public welfare c.alls, or private want, 
They give to fame ; his liounty he conceals : 
Their virtues varnish nature 3 ins exalt: 
Theirs, the wild chase of false felicities 3 
His, the compos'd possession of the true ; 
Alike throughout is ins consistent peace, 

All of one color, and an even’thread 3 
While party-color’d shreds of happiness. 

With IddeouB gaps lietween, patcli up for them 
A madman’s robe 3 each putf of fortune blows 
'I'he tatters by, and shows their nakedness. 

lie sees with other eyes than theirs 3 wlicre 
Behold a sun, he spies a Deity 3 [they 

Wliat makes them only smile, makes him 
adore 3 * 

Where they see mountains, he but atoms Becs 3 
An' empire, iii his balance, weighs a grain : 
They things terrestrial worship, as divine 3 
His hopes immortal blow them by, as dust, 
That dims his sight, and shortens his survey. 
Which longs, in infinite, to lose all bound : 
Titles and honors (if they prove his faie) 

He lays aside to find his dignity : 

They triumph in externals (which conceal 
Man's real glory) proud of an eclipse 3 
He nothing thinks so great in man, os man; 
Too dear Im holda his interest, to neglect 
Another’s welfare, or his right invade 3 
Their mt’reBt, like a lion’s, lives on prey 3 


They kindle at the shadow of a wrong; 
Wrong he sustains with temper, Idokj m 
heav’n, 

Nor stoops to think his injurer his foe 3 
Nought, but what wounds his virtue, wounds 
his peace: 

A cover’d heart their character defends 5 
A cover’d heart denies him half his praise : 
With nakedness his innocence agrees ; 

While their broad foliage testifies their fall; 
Their no-joys end, where his full-lbast be¬ 
gins 5 

His joys create, theirs murder, future bliss ; 
To triumph in existence, his alone 3 
And his alone, triumphantly to think 
His true existence is not yet begun : 

His glorious course was, yesterday, complete; 
Death, then, was welcome, yet life still is sweet. 

$ IIS. ThefaU of the Good Man. 

But nothing charms, Lorenzo, like the firi^ 
Undaunted breast ’—And whose is that hif^ 
praise? fbraie, 

They yield to pleasure, though they danger 
And show no fortitude, but in the field 3 
If there tliey show it, ’tis for glory shown 3 
Nor will that cordial always man their hearts •. 
A cordial his sustains, that cannot fail: 

By pleasure unsulxlu'd, unbroke by pain, 

He shares in that omnipotence he tru.sts : 
All-bearing, all-attempting, till he falls. 

And, when he falls, writes VICl on his shield 3 
From iiiagnaniniity, all fear above : 

From nobler recompense, above applause. 

§ 119. MIGHT IX. The WorlSl^hrave. 
WiiAT is the world itself? tby world?—a 
grave! 

Where is the dust th.at has not been alive 
'I’hc spade, the plough, disturb our ancestors; 
From liuman mould vve reap our daily bread ; 
The globe around earth's hollow surface 
shakes, 

And is the ceiling of her sleeping sons : 

O’er devastation, we blind revel.', keep 3 
Whole buried towns support the dancer’s heel. 
The moist of human frame the sun exhales f 
Winds scatter, through the mighty void, tlic 
‘Iry 5 

Earth re-possesses part of what she gave, 

And the freed spirit mounts on wings of fire; 
Each element partakes our scatter’d spoils 3 
As nature wide, our ruins spread: man's 
death 

Inhabits all things, but the thought of mah. 

I 

$ 120. The Triumpht of DemUt. 

Nor man alone 3 his breathing bust ei^ires * 
Ills tomb is mortal 3 empires die 3 Where now 
The Homan ? Greek ? "rhey stalk, an empty 
name! 

Yet few regard them in this useful light 3 
Though half our learning is their epitaph. 
When down thy vale, unlock d by mi&ight 
thought, ‘ 
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(That loves to wander in thy sunless realms^ 

■ O Death! 1 stretch my view; what visions 
rise! 

What triumphs ! toils imperial! arts divine ! 
In wither’d laurels, glide before my sight! 
-What lengths of far-fam’d ages, biUow’d high 
•■With human agitation, roll along 
In unsubstantial images of air! 

The melancholy ghosts of dead renown, 
Whisp'ring faint echoes of the world’s ap¬ 
plause ; 

With penitential aspect, as they pass. 

All point at earth, and hiss at human pride. 

$*121. Deluge and Conflagration. 

But, O Lorenzo! far the rest above. 

Of ghastly nature, and enormous size. 

One form assaults my sight, and chills my 
blood, 

And shakes my frame; of one departed world 
r see the mighty shadow ; oozy wreath 
And dismal sea-weed crown her; o’er her um 
Reclin’d, she weeps her desolated realms. 

And bloated sons ; nnd, weeping, prophesies 
Another's dissolution, soon, in Hamcs. 

Deluge and Conflagration, dreadful pow'rs ! 
Prime ministers of vengeance! chain’d lu caves 
Distinct, ap.irt the giant-furies roar; 

Apirt, or, such their horrid rage for ruin, 
ill mutual conflict would they rise, and wage 
Eternal war, till one was quite devour'd ; 

But not for this ordain’d their boundless rage; 
When*heaven’s inferior instruments of wrath. 
War, famine, pestilence, are found too weak 
T o sejourge a world for her enormous crimes ; 
"T’heso are let loose, alternate; down they rush. 
Swift and tempestuous, from th’ eternal throne, 
W’itli irre.sistibl<‘ commission arm'd, 

'I’he world, in vain corrected, to destroy, 

And ease creation of the shocking scene. 

$ 122. The Laet Day. 

Skvst thoii, Lorenzo ! what depends on in.an ? 
The fate of nature; as, for man, her birth ; 
Earth’s actors change earth’s tjanaitory scenes. 
And m-ike creation groan with human guilt: 
vt«Bw must it groan, in a new deluge whelm'd; 
Hut not of waters ! At the destin'd hour, 

* By the loud trumpet summon'd to the chaigc, 
8 ee, all the formidable sons of fire, [play 
Eruptions, earthquakes, comets, lightnings. 
Their various engines; all at once disgorge 
Their blazing magazines; and take by storm 
This poor terrestrial citadel of man. [height 
Aftiazing j^nod; when each mountoin- 
Out-burns Vesuvius; rocks eternal pour ' 
Their mcHed mass, as rivers once they pour’d; 
Stars rdsh; and final Ruin fiercely drives 
Her ploughshare o’er creation !—^while aloft 
More than astonishment! if more can be ! 

Far other firmament than e’er was seen. 

Than e’er was thought by man! far other stars! 
Stars animate, that govern these of fire : 
Far.other sun!—A sun, O how unlike 
The babe of BclhleMt! How unlike the man 


That groan’d on Calvary!—Yet, he it is { 

That man of sorrows! O how chang’d! What 
pomp! 

In grandeur terrible, all heaven descends! 

A swift archangel, with his golden wing, 

As blots and clouds, that darken and disgrace 
The scene divine, sweeps stars and suns aside: 
And now, all dross remov’d, heav’n’s own pure 
day, 

Full on the confines of our ether, flames. 
While (dreadful contrast!) far, how far be¬ 
neath ! 

Hell bursting, belches forth her blazing seas. 
And storms sulphureous: her voracious jaws 
Expanding wide, and roaring for her prey. 

At midnight, when mankind is wrapp’d in 
peace. 

And worldly fancy feeds on golden dreams, 
Man, starting from his couch, shall sleep no 
more. 

Above, around, beneath, amazement all I 
Terror and glory join’d in their extremes! 

Our God in grandeur, and our world on fire ! 
A 11 nature struggling in the pangs of death! 
Dost thou not hear her 7 dost thou not deplore 
Her strong convulsions, and her final groan 7 
Where are we now 7 Ah me! the ground is 
gone [mayst. 

On which wc stood!—Lorenzo ! while thou 
Provide more firm support, or sink for ever! 
Where 7 how 7 from whence 7 Vain hope' it 
is too late ! « 

Where, where, for shelter, shall the guilty fly. 
When consternation turns the good man pale 7 
Great day ! for which all other days were 
made; [earth; 

For which earth rose from chaos; man from 
.A.nd an Eternity, the date of Gods, 

Descended on poor earth-created man! 

Great day of dread, decision, and despair! 

At thought of tlicc, each sublunary wish 
T.ets go its nngcr grasp, and drops the world; 
And catches at each reed of hope in heav’n. 
Already is begun the grand assize, 

In us, fn all: deputed conscience scales 
'J'hc dread tribunal, and forestalls our doom; 
Forestalls; and by forestalling, proves it sure 
Why on himself should man void judgment 
Is idle nature laughing at her sons 7 [pass 7 
Who conscience sent, her sentence will sup¬ 
port. 

And God above assert that God in man. 

$ 123. ThoughUesmeBS of the laet Day. 
Thrice happy they, that enter now the court 
Hcav’n opens in their bosoms; but, how rare! 
All me! that m.agnanimity, how rare i 
What htro, like the man who stands himself; 
Who dares to meet his naked heart alone 7 
Wlio hears intrepid the full charge it brings. 
Resolv'd to silence future murmurs there 7 
The coward flies; and flying, is undone. 

Shall all, but man, look out with ardenteye. 
For that great day, which was ordain’d for 
man 7 
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O day of eonaummation! mark supreme 
(If men are wise) of human thought! nor 
least, 

Or in the sight of angels, or their King ! 
Angels, whose radiant circles, height o’er 
height. 

As in a theatre, surround this scene. 

Intent on man and anxious for his fate, 

Angels look out for thee; for thee, their Lord, 
To vindicate his glory j and for thee, 

Creation universiU calls aloud. 

To disinvolve the moral world, and give 
To nature’s renovation brighter charms. 

Shall man alone, whose fate, whose final 
fate, [thought ? 

Hangs on that hour, exclude it from his 
1 think of nothing else} I see ! 1 feel it! 

All nature, like an earthquake, trembling 
round 

I see the Judge enthron’d I the flaming guard! 
The volume open’d! open’d ev’ry heart! 

A sun-beam pointing out each secret thought! 
No patron! intercessor none! now past 
T he sweet, the clement, mediatorial hour! 

For guilt no plea! to pain no pause ! no bound ! 
Inexorable, all! and all, extreme ! 

Nor man alone; the foe of God and man. 
From his dark den, blaspheming, drags his 
chain, [scarr’d j 

And rears his brazen front, with thunder 
Like meteors in a stormy sky, how roll 
His baleful eyes! he curses whom he dreads, 
And deems it the first moment of his fall. 

$ 134. Etemily and IHme. 

’Tis present to my thought!—And, yet, where 
is it ? [fears! 

Say, Thou great close of human hopes and 
Great key of hearts f great finisher of fates ! 
Great end, and great beginning! say, where 
art Thou ? 

Art thou in time, or in eternity 1 
Nor in eternity, nor time, 1 find thee ! 

These, as two monarchs, on their borders meet, 
(Monarebs of all elaps’d, or un-arriv’d !) 

As in debate, how best their pow’rs ally’d 
May swell the grandeur, or discharge the wrath. 
Of him, whom both their monarchies obey. 
Time, this vast fabric for him built (and 
doom’d 

With him to fall) now bursting o’er his head?*? 
His lamp, the sun, extinguish’d, calls his sons 
From their long siumhet, from earth’s heaving 
womb. 

To second birth; upstarting from one bed. 

He turns them o’er, eternity ! to thee ; 

Then (as a king depos’d disdains to live) 

He falls on his own scythe; nor falls* alone; 
His greatest foe foils with himj time, and he 
Who murder’d all time’s ofispring, death, ex¬ 
pire. 

Time was! eternity now reigns alone ! 

And lo! her twice ten thousand gates thrown 
wide. 

With banners, streaming as the comet’s blaze, 


And clarions, londer than the deep in storms. 
Pour forth their myriads, potentates, < and 
pow'rs, 

Of light, of darkness: in a middle field. 

Wide as creation ! there to mark th’ event 
Of that great drama, whose preceding scenes 
Detain’d them close spectators, through a. 
Of ages, rip’ning to this grand result} [length 
Ages, as yet uniiumber’d but by God j 
Who, now, pronouncing sentence, vindicates 
The rights of virtue, and his own renown. 

Eternity, the various sentence past. 

Assigns the sever’d throng distinct alxideB, 
Sulphureous or ambrosial: What ensues ? 

The goddess, with determin’d aspect, turns 
Her ^amantine key’s enormous size 
Through destiny’s inextricable wards. 
Deep-driving ev’ry bolt, on both their fates : 
Then from the crystal battlements of heav’n, 
Down, down, she hurls it through the dark 
profound, ^ 

Ten thousand thousand fathom j there to rm. 
And ne’er unlock her resolution mere. 

I’he deep resounds, and hell, through all her 
glooms, 

Returns, in groans, the melancholy roar. 

$ 125. The Power cf God infinite. 

Can man conceive beyond what God can do ? 
Nothing, but quite-impossible, is hard 3 
He summons into being, with like ease, 

A whole creation, and a single grain, [born!— 
Speaks he the word 1 a thousand worlds are 
A thousand worlds 7 there’s space for millions 
more 5 

And in what space can his great fiat fail 'I 
Still seems my thought enormous 7 Think 
again 5 — 

Experience self shall aid thy lame belief: 
Glasses (that revelation to the sight!) 

Have they not led us deep in the disclose 
Of fine-spun nature, exquisitely small; 

And, though demonstrated, still ill-conceiv’d 7 
If, then, on the reverse, the mind would mount 
In magnitude, what mind can mount too fiir 
To keep the ^Wce, and creation poise 7 
Stupendous Architect! Thou, Thou art all' • 
My soul flies up and down in thoughts of Thee, 
And finds herself but at the centre still.! 

I Am, thy name ! existence all thine own ! 
Creation’s nothing; Batter’d much, if styl’d 
“ The thin, the fleeting atmosphere of God.” 

§ 12G. The World sufficient for Man. Con¬ 
templation qf the Heavens. 

Yet why drown fancy in such depths as 
these 7 • 

Return, presumptuous rover! and coriJesB 
The bounds of man : nor blame them, as too 
■ small: 

Enjoy we not full scope in what is seen 7 
Full ample the dominions of the sun! 

Full glorious to behold! how far, how wide, 
The matchless monarch from his flqining 
throne, • • 
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Lavish of lustre, throws his beams about him, 

. *Rarthei»ancl faster, than a thought can fly, 

And feeds his planets, with eternal fires 1 
Beyond this city, why strays human thought ? 
One wonderful, enough for man to know ! 

•One firmament, enough for man to read! 
iks.Nor is instruction, here, our only gain; 

There dwells a nobler pathos in the skies, 

, Which warms our piasions, proselytes our 
hearts. 

How eloquently shines the glowing pole ! 

With what authority it gives its charge, 
Remonstrating great truths in style sublime. 
Though silent, loud! heard earth around, 
above 

The planets heard ; and not unheard in hell; 
Hell has its wonder, though too proud to praise. 

Divine instructor! thy first volume, this. 
For man’s perusal; all in capitals! 

In moon and stars (heaven's gulden alphabet!) 
Emblaz'd to seize the sight: who runs, may 
read; 

Who reads, can understand : 'tis unconfin’d 
To Christian land, or Jewry ; fairly writ 
In langUiige universal, to mankind : 

A language, lofty to the learn'd; yet plain. 

To those that feed the flock, or guide the 
plough. 

Or from its husk strike out the bounding grain ! 
A language, worthy the great mind that 
speaks ! 

Preface, and comment, to the sacred page! 
StupehdouB book of wisdom, to the wise ! 
Stupendous book ! and open’d, Night' by thee. 

thee much open'd, 1 confess, O Night! 
Vel more 1 wish} say, gentle Night! whose 
beams 

Cive us a new creation, and present 
The world’s great picture, soften’d to the sight; 
Say, thou, whose mild dominion's silver key 
Unlotks our hemisphere, and sets to view 
Worlds without number, worlds conceal'd by 
day 

Behind the proud, and envious star of noun ! 
Const thou not draw a deeper scene 1 —and 
show 

iE 2 » mighty potentate, to whom belong 
These rich regalia, pompously display'd 1 
*0 for a glimpse of him my soul adores! 

As the chas’d hart, amid the desert waste, 
Pants for the living stream ; for him who 
made her, 

So pants the thirsty soul, amid the blank 
Of sublunary joys ; say. goddess ! where ? 
Where blazq^his bright court 1 where burns 
his throne ? (thee, round 

Thou knol^’st: for thou art near him; by 
His grand pavilion, saced fame reports. 

The sable curtain drawn, if not, can none 
Of thy fair daughter-train, so swift of wing. 
Who travel for, discover where he dwells '/ 

A star his dwelling pointed out below : 

Say, ye, who guide the wilder'd in the waves, 
On ivhich hand must I bend my course to find 
• him? « 


These courtiers keep the secret of their king) 

1 wake whole nights, in vain, to steal it from 
them. 

In ardent contemplation’s rapid car, 

From earth, os from my barrier, I set out: 
How swift 1 mount; diminish’d earth recedes } 
I piss the moon; and, from her farther side. 
Fierce heaven’s blue curtain j pause at every 
planet. 

And ask for him, who gives their orbs to roll. 
From Saturn’s ring, I take my bolder flight. 
Amid those sovereign glories of the skies. 

Of independent, native lustre, proud. 

The souls of system!—What behold I now ? 

A wilderness of wonders burning round; 
Where larger suns inherit higher spheres; 

Nor halt I here; my ^oil is but begun } 

’Tis but the threshold of the Deity; 

Or, far beneath it, I am grovelling still. 

§ 127. Death. 

Br silence, death’s peculiar attribute ! 

By darkness, guilt’s inevitable doom : 

By darkness, ai^ by silence, sisters dread! 
That draw the curtain round night’s ebon 
throne, ^ 

And raise ideas, solemn as the scene ; 

By night, and all of awful, night presents 
To thought, or sense, by these her trembling 
fires. 

By these bright orators, that prove and praise, 
And press thee to revere, the Deity : 

Perhaps, too, aid thee, when rever’d a while. 
To reach his throne} as stages of the soul; 
Through which, at different periods, she shall 
Refining gradual, for her final height; [pass, 
And purging oAT some dross at every sphere : 
By this dark pall thrown o'er the silent world : 
By the world’s kings, and kingdoms, most re- 
nown’d. 

From short ambition’s zenith set for ever; 

By the long list of swift mortality, 

From Adam downward to this evening’s knell, 
Winch midnight waves in fincy’s startled eye; 
And shocks her with a hundred centuries 
Round death's black banner throng’d, in human 
thought: 

By thousands, now, resigning their last breath, 
And calling thee—^wert thou so wise to hear: 
By tombs o’er tombs arising, human earth ; 
Ejected, to make room for—^human earth; 

By pompous obsequies, that shun the day, 

The torch funereal, and the nodding plume, 
Boast of our ruin! triumph of our dual! ’ 

By the damp vault that weeps o’er royal 
* bones; 

And the pale lamp that shows the ghastly dead. 
More glmstly through the thick-incumbent 
gloom I 

By visits (if there are) from darker scenes. 
The gliding spectre I and the groaning grove! 
By groans and graves, and miseries that groan 
For the grave's shelter: by desponding men. 
Senseless to pains of death, from panga of 
guilt: 
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By gailt’B lait audit: yon moon in blood, 
The rocking firmament, the falling atani, 

And thunder’s last discharge, great nature’s 
knell ! 

By second chaos; and eternal night— 

Be wise—nor let Philander blame my charm 3 
But own not ill-discharged my double debt, 
Love to the living, duty to the dead. 

$ 128. RefleetioM on Sleep. 

But oh!—^my spirits fail!—sleep’s dewy wand 
Has strok’d iny drooping lids to soil repose: 
Haste, haste, sweet stranger! from the pea¬ 
sant’s cot, 

The ship-boy’s hammock, or the soldier’s straw, 
Whence sorrow never chas’d theewith thee 
bring 

Not hideous visions, as of late 3 but draughts 
Delicious of well-tasted, cordial, rest 3 
Man’s rich restorative 3 his balmy bath. 

That supples, lubricates, and keeps in play. 
The various movements of this nice machine. 
Sleep winds us up for the succeeding dawn 3 
FresJi we spin on, till sickness clogs our 
wheels, [ends. 

Or death quite breaks tUb spring, and motion 
When will it end with me! 

—Thou only know’st, 

Thou, whose broad eye the future and the past 
Joins to the present 3 thou, and thou alone. 
All-knowing!—all unknown! and yet well 
known! 

Thee, though invisible, for ever seen! 

And seen in all the great and the minute ; 
Each globe above, with its gigantic race, 

Each flower, each leaf, with its small people 
swarm’d, [declare 

To the first thought, that asks, from whence ^ 
Their common source, thou fountain running 
In rivers of communicated joy ! [o’er 

Who gav’st us speech for far, far humbler 
themes! 

Say, by what name shall I presume to call 
Him I see burning in these countless nuns, 

As Moses in the ^sh 1 Illustrious mind I 
How shall I name Thee ?—how my laboring 
soul [birth! 

Heaves underneath the thought, too big for 

$ 129. Address to the Trinity. * 

Great system of perfections! mighty cause 
Of nature, that luxuriant growth of God, 
Father of this immeasurable mass 
Of matter multiform 3 mov’d, or at rest: 
Father of these bright millions of the night!' 
Ofwhich the least, full Godhead had proclaim’d. 
Father of matter’s temporary lords! 

Father of spirits I nobler oflspring I sparks 
Of high,‘paternal glory; rich-endow’d 
With various measures, and with various modes 
Of instinct, reason, intuition; beams 
More pale, or bright from day divine, that raise 
Each awfi other in superior light, 

Till the last ripens into lustre strong 


Of neat approach to Godhead: Father fond 
Of intellectual beings; beings blest « . • 

With powers to please thee : not of passive ply 
To laws they know not; beings lodg’d in seats 
Of well-adapted joys 3 in diflbrent domes 
Of this imperial palace for thy sons. 

Or, oh! indulge, immortal King! indulge 
A title, less august indeed, but more 
Endearing 3 ah! how sweet in human ears 3 
Father of immortality to man ! 

And thou the next! yet equal I thou, by whom 
That blessing was convey’d 3 far more ! was 
bought; 

Ineffable the price! by whom all worlds 
Were made, and one redeem’d! illustrious light 
From light illustrious! Thou, whose regal 
power. 

On more than adamantine basis fix’d. 

O’er more, far more, than diadems and thrones. 
Inviolably reigns; beneath whose foot. 

And by the man^te of whose awful nod, ^ 
All regions, revolutions, fortunes, fates, * 

Of high, of low, of mind, and matter roll 
Through the short channels of expiring time. 
Or shoreless ocean of eternity. 

In absolute subjection !—and, O Thou, 

The glorious third I distinct, not separate. 
Beaming from both ! incorporate with dust 
By condescension, as thy glory, great; 

Inshrin’d in man ! of human hearts, if pure, 
Divine inhabitant I the tie divine [pow’r ! 
Of heaven with distant earth !—mysterious 
Reveal’d,—^yct unreveal’d I darkness id' light! 
Number in unity! our joy ! our dread! 

Tri-une, unutterable, unconceiv’d, 

Absconding, yet demonstrable, great GocTT 
Greater than greatest! with soft pity’s eye, 
From thy bright home, from that high firma¬ 
ment. 

Where thou, from all eternity, hast dwelt; 
Beyond archangels’ unassisted ken; 

Through radiant ranks of essences unknown ; 
Through hierarchies from hierarchies detach'd, 
Round various banners of omnipotence, 

With endless qhange of rapturous duties fir’d; 
Through wondrous beings interposing swarms, 
All clust’ring at the call, to dwell in thee ) » 

Through this wide waste of worlds—look down 
—down—down, 

On a poor breathing particle in dust. 

Or, lower, an immortal in his crimes: 

His crimes forgive I forgive his virtues too! 
Those smaller faults; half-converts to the 
right. 

Nor let me close these eyes, wl;ichnevef more 
May see the sun (though night’s descending 
scale 

Now weighs up morn) nnpity’d and lAiblest! 

In thy displeasure dwells eternal pain 3 
And, since all pain is terrible to man. 

Gently, ah, gently, lay me in my bed. 

My clay-cold bed ! nature, now, so near! 
And when (the shelter of thy wing implor’d) 
My senses, sooth’d, shall sink in s^ rep 4 se 3 
O sink this truth still dueper in my soul; 
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Man's sickly soul, though turn’d, and toes’d for 
. • . . eyer, 

From side to side, can rest on nought but thee; 

* Here, in full trust; hereafter, in ^11 joy. 

Thou God and mortal! thence more God to 

man! [praise, 

^Thou const not 'scape uninjur'd from our 
f/ninjur’d from our praise can he escape, 
Who, disembosom’d from the Father, bows 

* The heaven of heavens, to kiss the distant 
Breathes out in agonies a sinless soul! [earth! 
Against the cross, death's iron sceptre breaks! 
Throws wide the gates celestial to his foes! 
Their gratitude, for such a boundless debt, 
Deputed their sufTering brothers to receive ! 
liijoins it as our duty, to rejoice! 

And (to close all) omnipotently kind, 

Takes his delights among the sons of men. 
What words are these ?—And did they come 
from lieav'n ? 

And were they spoke to man ? to guilty man ? 
What are all mysteries to love like this 7 
Rich prelibation of consummate joy! 

$ 130. Conclusion. 

Then, farewell night! of darkness, now no 
more: 

Joy breaks, shines, triumphs j 'tis eternal day ! 
Shall that which rises out of nought complain, 
Of a lew evils, paid with endless joys 7 
My soul! henceforth, in sweetest union join 
The two supports of human happiness. 

Which some, erroneous, think can never meet; 
True taste of life, and constant thought of 
death; 

Thy patron, he, whose diadem has dropp’d 
Yon gems of heav’n; eternity thy prize. 

How must a spirit, late escap'd from earth. 
The truth of things new-blazing in its eye. 
Look back, astonished, on the ways of men. 
Whose life’s whole drift is to forget their 
graves! 

And when our present privilege is past. 

The same astonishment will seize us all. 

What then must pain us, would preserve us 
now! * 

^eijte wisdom, ere ’tis torment to be wise ; 
That is, seize wisdom, ere she seizes thee : 

* • For, what is hell 7 full knowledge of the truth, 

When truth, resisted long, is sworu our foe; 

' And calls eternity to do her right. 

Thus, darkness aiding intellectual light, 
And sacred silence whispering truths divine, 
And truths divine converting pain to peace. 
My song the midnight raven has outwing’d, 
And shot, ailfRtious of unbounded scenes,’ 
Beyond th^ flaming limits of the world. 

Her glo 9 my flight. But what avails the flight 
Of fancy, when our hearts remain below 7 
Virtue abounds in flatterers and foes; 

Lorenzo! rise, at this auspicious hour; 

Xn hour, when heaven’s most intimate with 
man; 

When, like a falling star, the ray divine 
Glidhs swift into the ^som of the just; 


And just are all, determin'd to seclaim} 
Which sets that title high within thy reach. 
Awake, then : thy Philander calls: awake! 
Thou, who shalt wake, when the creation 
sleeps: 

When, like a taper, all these suns expire: 
When time, like him of Gaza, in his wrath 
Plucking the pillars that support the world. 

In nature's ample ruins lies entomb’d; 

And midnight, universal midnight! reigns. 

FABLES FOR THE FEMALE SEX, 
BY MOORE. 

$ 131. FABLE I. The Poet and kis Patron. 

Why, Celia, is your spreading waist 
So loose, BO negligently lac’d 7 
Why must the wrapping bed-gown bide 
Your snowy bosom’s swelling pride 7 
How ill that dress adorns your head, 

Distain’d and rumpled from the bed! 

Those clouds that shade your blooming face 
A little water might displace. 

As nature ev'ry mom bestows 
The crystal dev^to cleanse the rose. 

Those tiesses, as the raven black. 

That wav'd in ringldCk down your back. 
Uncomb’d, and injur’d by neglect. 

Destroy the face which once they deck’d. 

Whence this forgetfulness of dress 7 
Pray, madam, are you married 7—Yes. 

Nay, then indeed ^e wonder ceases; 

No matter now how loose your dress is; 

The end is won, your fortune's made; 

Your sister now may take the trade. 

Alas ! what pity 'tis to find 
This fault in half the female kind ! 

From hence proceed aversion, strife. 

And all that sours the wedded life. 

Beauty can only point the dart, 

'Tis neatness guides it to the heart; 

Let neatness then and beauty strive 
To keep a wav’ring flame alive. 

’Tis harder far (you’ll find it true) 

To keep the conquest, than subdue } 

Admit us once behind the screen. 

What is there farther to be seen 7 
A newer face may raise the flame. 

But ev’ry woman is the some. 

Then study chiefly to improve 
The charm that fix'd your husband’s love. 
Weigh well his humor. Was it dress 
That gave your beauty pow’r to bless 7 
Pursue it still; be neater seen; 

'Tis always frugal to be clean; 

1^0 shall you keep alive desire, 

And time's swift wing shall fan the fire. 

In gar et high (as stories say) 

A poet sung his tuneful lay: 

So soft, so smooth, his verse you’d swear 
Apollo and the Muses there: 

Through all the town his praises rung ,; 

His sonnets at the playhouse sung; 

High waving o’er his lab’ring head. 

The goddess Want her pinions spread, 
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And with poetic Airy fir'd, 

What Phffibus faintly had inapir’d. 

A ooble youth, of taste and wit. 

Approv'd the sprightly things he writ. 

And sought him in his cobweb dome. 
Discharg’d his rent, and brought him home. 

Behold him at the stately board! 

Who but the Poet and my Lord! 

Each day deliciously he dines. 

And greedy quafis the geu’rous wines: 

His sides were plump, his skin was sleek, 
And plenty wanton'd on his cheek} 
Astonish'd at‘the change so new. 

Away th' inspiring goddess flew. 

Now, dropt for politics and news. 

Neglected lay the drooping Muse, 

Unmindful whence his fortune came. 

He stified the poetic Aame 3 
Nor tale, nor sonnet, for iny lady. 

Lampoon, nor epigram, was ready. 

With just contempt his Patron saw 
(Resolv’d his bounty to withdraw) 3 
And thus, with anger 111 his look, 

The late-repenting fool bespoke: 

Blind to the go^ that courts thee grown. 
Whence has the sun of favor shone ? 
Delighted with thy tun<tfbl art. 

Esteem was growing in my heart 3 
But idly thou reject'st the charm 
That gave it birth, and kept it warm. 

Unthinking fools alone despise 
The arts that taught them first to rise. 

$ 132. FABLE 11 . The Farmer, the Spaniel, 
and the Cat. 

Why knits my dear her angry brow ? 

What rude offence alarms you now ? 

I said that Delia’s fair, 'tis true, 

But did 1 say she equall'd you ? 

Can’t I another's face commend. 

Or to her virtues be a friend. 

But instantly your foreliead low’rs, 

As if her merit lessen’d yours ? 

From female envy never free. 

All must be blind, because you see. 

Survey the garden, fields, and bow'rs. 

The buds, the blossoms, and the flow’rs 3 
Then tell me where the woodbine grows 
That vies 111 sweetness with the rose 3 
Or where the lily’s snowy white. 

That throws such beauties on the sight 7 
Yet folly is it to declare. 

That these are neither sweet nor fair. 

The crystal shines with fainter rays 
Before the diamond's brighter blaze 3 
And fops will say the diamond dies 
Before the lustre of your eyes; 

But 1, who deal in truth, deny 
That neither shine when you are by. 

When zephyrs o’er the blossom stray. 

And sweets along the air convey, 

Sha’n't I the fragrant breeze inhale. 

Because you breathe a sweeter gale 7 
Sweet are the flow’rs that deck the field 3 
64reet is the smell the blossoms vield 3 


Lboox I. 

Sweet is the summer gam tnat nlows; 

And sweet, though sweeteryou, the rpse. ^ ' 

Shall envy then torment your breast, ' 

If you are lovelier than the rest 7 
For while I give to each her due. 

By praising them 1 flatter you 3 
And praising most, 1 still declare 
You fairest, where the rest are fair. 

As at hiB board a farmer sate. 

Replenish’d by his homely treat. 

His fav’rite Spaniel near him stood. 

And with his master shar'd the food 3 
The crackling bones his jaws devour’d. 

His lapping tongue the trenchers scour'd 
I'lll, sated now, supine ho lay. 

And snor’d the rising fumes away. 

The hungry Cat, in turn, drew near. 

And humbly crav'd a servant’s share 3 
Her modest worth the master knew. 

And straight the fatt'ning morsel threw ; 
Enrag’d, the snarling Cur awoke. 

And thus with spiteful envy spoke : *% 

They only claim a right to eat, 

'Who earn by services their meat 5 
Me, zeal and industry inflame 
I'o scour the fields and spnng the game 3 
Or, plunging in the wint’ry wave. 

For man the wounded bird to save. 

With watchful diligence 1 keep 
From prowling wolves his fleecy sheep i 
At home his midnight hours secure, 

And drive the robber from the door : 

For this his breast with kindness glows. 

For this hiB hand the food bestows 3 
And shall thy indolence impart 
A warmer friendship to his heart. 

That thus he rubs me of my due. 

To pamper such vile things as you ! 

1 own (with meekness Puss replied) 

Superior merit on your side 3 
Nor does my breast with envy swell. 

To find it recompens’d so well 3 
Yet I, in what my nature can, 

Contribute to the good of man. 

I Whose claws destroy the pilfring mouse ? 
Who drives the vermin from the house 7 
Or, watchful for the lab’riiig swain, ^ ^ 

From lurking rats secures the grain 7 
From hence, if he rewards liestow. 

Why should your heart with gall o’erflow 7 
Why pine my happiness to see. 

Since there’s enough for you and me 7 

The words are just, the farmer cried, 

And spurn’d the snarler from his side. 

$ 138. FABLE 111 . The Sporv^ao and the 
* Dove. 

It was, as leam’d traditions say. 

Upon an April’s blithsome day. 

When pleasure, ever on the wing. 

Return'd, companion of the qiring, 

And cheer'd the birds with arn’rous heat, 
Instructing little hearts to beat 3 
A Sparrow, frolic, gay, and young, 

Of Md address and flippant tongue, / 
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Juirt left hit lody of a night. 

Like him to follow new delight. 

• Thh youth, of many a conquest Tain, 

* Flew off to seek the chirping train; 

The chirping train he quickly found, 

And with a saucy ease bow’d round. 

For ev’ry she his bosom burns, 

^And this and that he woos by turns; 

And here a sigh, and there a bill; 
r And here—^those eyes, so form’d to kill! 

^ And now, with ready tongue, he strings 
Unmeaning, soft, resistless things; 

With vows and dem-me’s skill’d to woo 
As other pretty fellows do. 

Not thaUhe thought this short essay 
A prolc^ue needful to his play; 

No, trust me, says our learned letter, 
lie knew the virtuous sex much better i 
But these he held os specious arts. 

To show his own superior parts; 

’I'he form of decency to shield, 

And give a just pretence to yield. 

Thus finishing his courtly play. 

He mark’d the fhv’rite of a day; 

With careless impudence drew near, 

And whisper’d Hebrew in her ear; 

A hint, which, like the mason’s sign, 

The conscious can alone divine. 

The flutt’ring nymph, expert at feigning, 
Cried, Sir 7—pray, Sir, explain your meaning- 
Go prate to those that may endure ye !— 

To me this rudeness !—I’ll assure ye! 

Then off she glided like a swallow, 

As saying—^you guess where to follow. 

To such as know the party set, 

. 'Tie needless to declare they met; 

The parson’s barn, os authors mention. 
Confess'd the fair had apprehension. 

Her honor there secure from stain, 

She held all farther trifling vain; 

No mqre affected to be coy. 

But rush’d, licentious, on the joy. 

Hist, love! the male companion cried ; 
Retire a while, 1 fear we're spied; 

Nor was the caution vain ; he saw 
A Turtle rustling in the straw y 
While o'er her callow brood she hung, 
Andifondly thus' address'd her young : 

« Ye tender objects of my care! 

Peace, ^acc, ye little helpless pair; 

• Anon he comes, your gentle sire. 

And brings you all your hearts require. 

For us, his infants, and his bride, 

• For us, with only love to guide, 

Our logd assumes an eagle’s speed. 

And like a lioimares to bleed. 

Nor yet by lyjntry skies confin’d. 

He moun^ upon the rudest wind. 

From danger tears the vital spoil, 

And with affection sweetens toil. 

Ah c ease, too vent’rous, cease to dare; 
-'Tirthine, our dearer safety spare! 

From him, ye cruel falcons, stray; 

And tura,ye fowlers, far away 1 

• '^1 


Should I survive to we the day 
That tears me from mywlf away; 

That cancels all that Heaven could give. 
The liffe by which alone I live, 

Alas, how more than lost were I, 

Who in the thought already die. 

Ye powers whom men and biris obey. 
Great rulers of your creatures, say. 

Why mourning comes, by bliss conveyld. 
And e’en the sweets of love allay’d 7 
Where grows enjoyment, tall and fair. 
Around it twines entangling care; 

While iban for what our souls possess 
Enervates ev'ry pow’r to bless; 

Yet friendship forms the bliss above; 

And, life, what art thou without love! 

Our hero, who had heard apart. 

Felt something moving in his heart; 

But quickly, with disdain, suppress’d 
The virtue rising in bis breast; 

And first he feign’d to laugh aloud; 

And next, approaching, smil’d and bow’d: 

Madam, you must not think me rude; 
Good manners never can intrude; 

11 vow I come thi%ugh pure good-nature— 
(Upon my soul a charming creature!) 

Are these the comforINif a wife 7 
This careful, cloister’d, moping life 7 
No doubt that odious thing, call’d Duty, 

Is a sweet province fbr a beauty. 

Thou pretty ignorance I thy will 
Is measur’d to thy want of skill; 

That good old-fashion’d dame, thy mother, 
Has taught thy infant years no other: 

The greatest ill in the creation 
Is sure tho want of education. 

But think ye—-tell me without feigning— 
Have all these charms no farther meaning! 
Dame nature, if you don’t forget her. 
Might teach your ladyship much better. 

For shame! reject this mean employment. 
Enter the world and taste enjoyment, 
Where time by circling bliss we measure; 
Beauty was form'd alone for pleasure: 
Come, prove the blessing, follow me. 

Be wise, be happy, and be free. 

Kind sir, repli^ our matron chaste, 
Your zeal seems pretty much in haste; 

1 own, the fondness to be blest, 

Is a deep thirst in ev'ry breast; 

Of blessings too 1 have my store, 

Yet quarrel not should Heaven give more; 
Then prove the change to be expedient. 
And think me, sir, your most oliedient. 

Here turning, os to one inferior, 

Qur gallant spoke, and smil’d superior 
Methinks, to quit your boasted station 
Requires • world of hesitation ; 

Where brats and bonds ore held a blessing. 
The case, I doubt, is past redressing. 

Why, child, suppose the joys 1 mention 
Were the mere iVuits of my invention, 
You’ve cause sufficient for your carriage. 

In flying from the curse of marriage; 
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That dy decBy , with varied anareB, 

That tahea your widgeoM ra by pain } 

Alike to faudnjMl and to wilh, 

The cure of love, and bane of hfe, 

The only method of foreqeetuig. 

To make miafoitune firm aed larting ; 

The un, by Heaven’e peciduur natence, 
Unpordon’d through a ItCb'a repentance. 

It IB the double ai^e that weda 
A common tail to didTrent heads, 

That lead the oarcaae atiU astray, | 

By dragging each « djdhieni vniy. 

Of all the illa»that may attend *49^ j 

From marriage, mighty gods, def«nu <1* * | 

Give me i»iik natore'e wild draieane, I 
And boundless tract of air serene, ' 

Where fancy, ever wing'd for change, ‘ 
Delights to sport, delights tQ rapge { 

There, Liberty» to thM is oMlw 
Whate’er of bliss is worth bestowing. 
Delights still varied, and divine, 

Sweet goddess of the hills * are thine. ] 

What say you now, you pretty pinh, yee f 
Rave I for onoe spoke reason, think you 1 
You take mo now for no rompnoer— 

Come, never study for an answer' 

Away, cast ev’iy care kvAund ye, 

And fly where joy alone shall find yo 
Soft yet, returned our female fencer} 

A question more, or so—and then, sir. 

You’ve rallied me with sense exceeBing, 

With much fine wit, and better bree^ng, 

But pray, air, how do you contrive it 7 
Do those of your world never wive it 7 
" No, no ” How then 7 “ Why, dare I tell 7 
What does the bus'ness full as well ’ 

Do you ne er love ? “ An hour at leisure ” 
Have you no friendships ^ “ Yes, for pleasure ” 
No care for little ones 7 " We get 'em, 

The rest the mothers mind—and lot ’em ” 
Thou wretch, rejoin’d the kindlmg Dove, 
Q.uite lost to lifb, aa lost to love' 

Whene’er misfortune comes, how just' 

And come misfortunes surely must 
In the dread season of dismay, 

In that your hour of trial, say. 

Who then ah ill prop your sinking heart 7 
Who bear affliction’s weightier part 7 
Say, when the black bow'd welkin bends, 
And winter’s gloomy form unpends. 

To mourning turns all transient cheer, » 
And blasts the melancholy year. 

For times at no persuasion stay, 

Nor vice can find perpetual May, 

Then where’s that tongue by folly fed. 

That soul of peztness whither fled 7 

All shrunk withm thy lonely nest, * 

Forlorn, abandon’d, and unblest ^ 

No friends, by cordial bonds allied, 

Shall seek thy cold unsocial aide, 

No chirping prattlers to delight, 

Shall turn the long-enduring mght, 

No bride her words of balm impart, 

And worm time at her constant heart 


Freedom, restrain’d by raaaon’s foaee, 
is as the sun’s unvarying courw } 

Benignly active, sweetly bright, 

Afibiding warmth, afioi^ng light, 

But, tom from virtue’s sacred rules. 
Becomes a comet, gaz’d by fools. 
Foreboding cares, and stoims, and strifb. 
And fraught with all the plagues of life 
Thou fixil! by uniou ev ry creature 
Scbaists, thrqugh universal nature, 
to beinga void of mind, 
MWSmock of a meaner kind 
wiPb'promb’d in apace, pnmeval clay 
A yiib uiifaahion’d embryo lay, 

Thafc urce of endlesB good above 
Shot down his spark of kindling love, 
^^uch d by the all-enliveniiig flame, 
motion first exulting came, 
ijpkch atom sought its aep rate closa 
Through many a fair enamour d mass, 
Love east the centr.il charm around, 

And with eternal nuptials bound 
Then form and order o’er the aky 
First tiaih’d their bridal pomp on high , 
The sun display’d lus orb to sight. 

And burnt with hymeneal light 
Hence nature’s viigin-womb concoiv J, 
And with the genial burden heav d, 

Forth came the oak, her first-born heir, 
scal’d the breathing steep of *iir, 
3%en infant stems of various use, 

Imbib’d her soft maternal juice, 

The flow’rs, in early bloom d sclos d. 

Upon her fragrant breast repos d, 

Within her warm embnees grow 
A raco of endless form and hue 
Then pour d her lee‘>er uffspniig round 
And fondly cloth’d the parent ground 
Nor here alone the virtue reign d, 

By matter’s cumb’ring form detnii d, 

But thence, subliming, and refin’d 
Aspir’d, and roach d its kindred mind 
Caught in the fond celestial fire, 

The mind percciv d unknown desire, 

And now with kind effusion flow d. 

And now with^ordial ardors glow d, 
Beheld the sympathetic fm, 

And lov d its own rosemblanco there, « 

On all with circling radiance shone, 

But rent’nng fix d on one done, 

There clasp d the heav n-aj^intcd wife. 
And doubl^ every joy of hie 
Here ever blessing, ever blest. 

Resides this beauty of the breast, 

As from his palace, here the god 
Still beams effulgent bliss abn«^, * 
Here gems his own eternal round, 

The ring by which the world is bAund , 
Here bids his seat of empire grow, 

And builds his little heav’u tmlow 
The bridal partners thus allied, 

And thus in sweet accordance ti^ 

One body, heart, and spirit hve, 

Enrich’d by ev’ry joy they gne. 
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BOOK I.] 

Like eeho, from her jneal hold, 

Retj^Vl in mnaio'lWMify’ftild,' 

Their udion, firm Bhd ondcni^M/' - ■ 

Nor time'can shake, iror pfr^'IniK^;' ' * , 
But, as the stem and seliM iftliafl''. ' .1^.'% 

Ingrafted by-a hand," 

They check 
And bloom ui^ 

A tbouaaTid ox^IliSlW 
Aiulpow’rs 

Kndcaring lopk»Wif-e1taBW|l 
Fan and support thd lmi|tUa3^ 

Whose'flame, pctpeta^ltiflik 
Is fed by an immortal 
Nor yet the nuptial amj^loit" 
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Like Nile it i^ns, 
M'iiuih, by appa»9t4^ 
Wc trace to 
Thu fire^ 'finil' 





When he with graceful action woos. 
And awdd^ bills, and fbndly coos, 

Ah! dm^ me, to Ins eyes alone, 
With'Shaitna attractive ab his own } 
xAsd^'tlaMy ehreSng wingsharesa’d, 

■ ^ *® *“y Iweaat. 

hiahiSail, 

close, 
repose; 
I Ml twtne, 

' mine. 

"^^tocS claim, 

I aaAe. 


vf/.'!* 


i Incomes tlie source 
And gives hU'fl^hcjr'^Jfcjl^J 
Ik foiidikesa down^'toM 
'I’hiis, roil'd in. 

'I'o time’s extrt 

\\ hilc kindred st/tol^ Ml _ . 

Bniuch forth in 

7'Iicr, wretch ! lid ^tspii'ng Inibe idii^wBne,' 
Nil lutc-rcturiiiiig brother claim,' 

No kiiisiuaii on thy siglit rejoice,; 

No sister greet Ihy cnt'ring voice j ' 4 

\\ itli partial eyes no parent see. 





yrirtiier of thy scorn^ ( 
i^liall play the. wanton in.tky face; . 
l''..ie li spark iinpliime thy little pride,' * ■ 

All liieiidship lly thy faithless side. 

‘riw name shall like thy camass rut,' 

111 siekiiess spurn'd, in death forgot. 

• All-iiiviiig I’ow'p! groat Source of life! 

< III lie ir the. parent, hear the wife ! 

’rii.it life thou Icndost from above, 

'riioiigli little, m.ikd it large in love; 

<) hill my li-eliug licart exmnd 
To ev’rv claim, on ev’ry ftaiKl; 

, To those from whom iny,i|ays 1 drew, 

7'o these iu wbpm those ^ys renew, 

Tju all my kin, liowevCT wjde, 

Jn cordial warmth as blood allied, 

'I'o irieuils with steely fetters twin’d, 

And to the cruel, not unkind! 

lJut chief, the lord of my desire, 
lily life, myself, my soul, my sire, 
Pricnds^jjjildrcii, all that wish can claim, 
f'haste passion clasp, and rapture name—• 
O s]iai« him, spare him, gracious I'ow’r! 
f> give liim to my latest hour! 
l.ct me my length of life employ 
To give my soul’s enjoyment joy. 

Ili.-j love let mutual love excite, 

'I'urii all niy cares to Ins deliglit; 

And ev’rv needless blessing spire, 

""'herein my d.arliiig vvants a shire. 
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ditppV!' 
forth mr 
j^wvirUt heVi 



tid anstain; 
^ 9 ^'accfahgn.Te contain, 
^ellibg iil^h the darling theme, 

” ijftiar'ii jibkitdlSM stream, 

? aound ingnut, 
ai^ Cach'd her heart; 
Bwsic -Uf her tongue, 
jet' jtiy she eprung. 

’ring consort flew, 

:an’d,,i^ kindled ot the view; 

' souls', embracing meet, 
dnOWenagvne.i 8 ure hunt; 
iiilthsiiivnrts/uul blcm'il 
felLltift'f^ier express'd. 

■' " ■*' fVoof die led 
bed; 

„ _ ^ , 1 ^, arise, 

f''4j^einitjipijtt'kSlji| M> <he.ir eyes; 
llrBpj^t^^ tiodiNf'shKi'they bouiul, 

And h,;i^ t@^’tip«ihchb>ii^ action round ; 

Th pleasune wrapt thd^rents stand, 
Asd-ecdlb^T little winga-totpand, 

The B)tfi hit fiih'Bostaitiing pruo 
To each expecting bill applet. 

There fondly pours the vvheate.n spoil, 

With transport giv'n, though won witii toil; 
Wliilc oll-eoUocted at the sight, 

And silent through saprpme delight, 

The fair high heaven of'bliss beguiles, 

And on her hjrd and in^nta emiles. 

The Spar!^',"whoto attention hung 
Upon the Xtove^s oncl^ting tongue, 

Of all his slights disarm’d. 

And from hiinsblf by virtue channVl. 

When now he saw what only seem’d 
A fact, so late n fable deem’d. 

Ills soul to envy he resign'd, 

Ui^ioiirs of folly to the wind; 

In secret vv'jsh a Turtle toi>. 

And, sighing to himself, withdrew. 

§ 131'. Fsnr.E IV. Tie FemuU Hrdvcrrf. 
'"I’is said of widow, muUI. ami \i ife, 

That honor is a vv Oman's life; ^ 

It 
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Unhappy bm ! who only claim 
A being in tlin breath of fkmi; 
Which, taintiMl. not'tbe'^ 
That Hworp tiulMea'i aiiicy. 
Nor all the healiaf ^weet£ 
That brcatbfe lU 
'I’he trav«l]«r 
May turn no' 

J'ollutod 8tR 
And deqiiBill^ 

Itut wpBurn.'i 
Tlie wfoonik.: 

* 'iWt 


iQr lAbnlft iiwade 

shade. 
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jc^ to earth 
[^l^lcpSolUiis infiiat wore 

Idn samo ^Iwe. 


a^vla ^tatimi grew 
“‘^'toiwriiew) 

,._. ilaWda she stray’d. 

isttlldciiih play 'i{ ; 
')j4|.fWe^s h('<|u<-nili’il. 
-Mafer as she breath'd ; 


iilusli nsfiiiiril. 


fragrance bluoiii'il 
^Mit^yec^'^ovk delight, 

djK^B the world in w liite. 
'£^'jS*!|S|m,'her risiug form wu seen 
Tohdit^^.c^^ of ftiVcc-a, 

op t£e mountain’s head 
SPtth wicientt step tbgir darling h d; 

Ify thn^ they snatch'd her to thcir Ure.isi 
Ajtd £hiuthd feffirs of age citprest-'d . 

,..0 jo^ul caoae of many a cure ! 
(Maughtesr too di'vinely fliir! 

Yon world, on this imitortaiit day. 
'Demands thee to a daiig'tuus u ay , 

A painihl journey all must go, 

Wlioae iiloulrted period none can know ; 


Whose due direction who can liiul^-. 


Where reason's nuile. and sense us blind! 


Ah. what unequal leaders these, 


I hroiigh such a wide, perplexing inazo 


Then mark the wnrningb ot tlie wise. 


And learn what love and \ears advist 















































BOOK l.T 

With toil o'er lesa'iiing eatlh they ite, 

Aiu^ gain, and gain u^n the ektes..; ^ 
Narrow’s the way her cfaildr^ti^d^'V 
No walk for pleasure 
I tut rough, and difficult', "' 
r.iinrul to clinffi, and ^ 

J''niitR iinmatum UkW 
A fdorl iDclfilicate~fe aet^jf' 
f>r taste unpleSMAtt'y^ ' 

I’ure health, 

A lid strength, 

Throughout tl 
liooce, aa 

P/irh liinh is lightesVl el!j 
I 'riini earth rdinlngst^' 

Anil leave the mortal;' 

Then spreads tb^ 

\ nd hiiiuoth th^" 

I'lir custom tUThS- 
tinl. tauglA by ifir; 

At length tii^^i 
A ml ii«mr the bid; 

A gulf, biaek, 

\p)>par«, of eitb&' 

'riiroiigb darkhoitt' 

X'liRC backw'iird si 
l■'(lr there the traindb^. 

(tf liuie, and Ajrm, attd't 
And maltor's gross kiciiidKj 
Man's late associates,.caiMi^i 
itiit, sinking, quit th’ 

And leave llio wond’idhg sOt^j^ 
i.^ghtly sho wingk her 
\iiil iiiiiiglen withjhter^/" 

Thither, oh thiihi^ ’ ' 

TJiiiiigh pleasure eh;;^Wj-.4 
To xueli th'ull-liou: 

piir pTSfiit earth, a ,"i 

I'or Invi.il loss. 

\mi eiiiliebs lili»s for traiudMll^^^:;'^^^*''-,^- 
• Then fc.ir, ait 1 fear to 
W here 3 ’ondcr flow'iy fields 
\\ itie lilt the left the pathway hoBida^'y 
\ml with perniclouh cuset descends 1'!]!' ' . 
Tliere, sweet to sense, and fair toshbv^'^> 
Ni'w-plaiitein^ons Bccnfto idow^ - ' ' ■ , 
.'ri*<‘e.-, lh.it (h'licioBfl poisoo'beai j 
l-'or death is vegetable there,- 
. I ItMiee iM the franic of health unbnte’d, 
ll.ieli smew, sliiek'ning at the taste, 

Till* soul to passion yinld.s hertbrono, 

Anil M-es Willi organs not her own; 

Wilde, like the hliimb’rer 'it the bight, 
I’leas’d with the shadowy dream of light, 
Kefore Ijgj^iilieiiiiled eyes 
'J’he scenes of fairy-land arise; » 

The peppet wnrld'.s amusing show, 

Dipji'd in the gaily-eolor’d how, 

Sceptres and wreaths, andglitt’nng things, 
The toys of infants ami of kings, 

^ Th.at tempt along the haiieful plain. 

The idly wise and lighllv vain. 

Till, verging on the gniphy shore, 
dden they sink—and rise no more. 
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what tliy fates deelare; 
3'hotHkt&ra>vtwotMta, frail as fair, 
i^ttg {bot-ahpuld stray, 
way, 

iiid,fi(rtl^»loae, 

Imad) a^’hMinbtoue; 
;;.dv’ry eye;, . 

.'fly*' 

K-IMSt 

■ 

r*»^.pns«'df • 

' > 

;Btj^Hi)iee''weat, 
" ■ Bgn'd 

LS* 

crdird 

Swrts* ' 

r-wjtse a|tM sigbr;. . 




ided dame; 


em^iali^'iato miod, 
of -the dny, 
.native-irii^.' 

ipp9«HWVitlunl«ands bond, 
e she-taoves attend; 
eye«,oenfess, 

Raises Ideas; 

'^Mafd 
i;»ro paid, 
i^omc day, 

dfi^'May, 

wartith, btf^nore siipprest, 
frowt iu-tsv’iy breast, 
secret ihtabing dre«, 

.|£btd things from chastest ei e-i; 
’S^?S|j;t.isiMf'mth.beaI]t}dcr visage glows, 
J^.i^ottded kerchief throws, 
.' Aw -jhfacoa apty etherPa'l plain, 

"fi^lpte he uaM to climb with [Klin, 
lle natum, aa-from hoods set fre«, 
Springs out, knd gices a loo^r to glee. 

■ And now, for niomcatary rest, 

The nympli her Iravoird steps repress'd, 

I Jnst turn’d to view the stage attain’d, 

And gloried in the height slie gain'd. 

Outstretdj^'d before her wide surve y 
The realms of awttet perdition la v. 

And pity tcAich’d her sonl with woo, 

To see a world so lust lielow; 
Wheu'atraight the brccac began to L<ie,athe 
Airs, gently wafted from beneath, 

That born coiiiiiiipsion’d witchcraft them e, 
An* reach’d her .sympathy of serine ;— 

No sounds of discord, that discloMs 
,A people sunk and lost in woes, 

But as of present good pnssesi, 

The very Iriiuuph of the blest. 

The maid in r^pt altcnlion hung, 

While thus approaching siren, sung: v 


It : 
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EL£Cf»jNl:< BXULACm [book v 

Hitlipr, fairest, hither b^to, iStill dwWit9*4-down, the winning pair 



luNtc wiiateewtanhv 
Dying raatoroa 
In thy^ 

Natnrowp^i^' 

Soft-dwixea, 

Fierce 
Fairest, 

Biighteirt'' 

, List not. 

Sons of ^ 

Snaiiets^ to w] 

April’s suntdk^ js' 

Ago and 
E’en against 
Oome, in 
SJakfi the thinjUil 
Till thy raploi*4^ ^ 

With enjoyment _ 

Fai^st, dost . .*• 

ItngijtcstMl^; 

hn snug the Stiooe; as.oftMjlfcras.--S?;'■ r 
lipen the false Awo^oa 
And O! for that ‘ 

That bound Uiyssea «o.tho .BBiha* 

That so our Fair Oneimisht Kgblitota|d^'-^‘) ‘ 
The covert rum, now at Sand,.-'' ‘ j 

Tlie song her chusE^^^ 





When now the tempters 8to9d‘& iTie^ } 
Curiosiry, with prying eyes, ■. ' 

And Iiands of busy bold emprise | ]*. --4- 

Like Herntes, feather'd wero.lM>r-jb*^ 3 ;,l,^y ‘ 
And, like forc-ranniiig Faiicy;[.ile<d!i/. 
lly search untaught, by toU.nnti^di- 
I’o novelty slie stiil ai|Hr’d, ',>'^ 1 ;'. .,■= ■' 
Tasteless of every good posseiK,, ■ •.! 

And Imt ill expectation luestv . -C- '' 

Willi licr, assfxsiatc, Pleasure CShait^ 
flay I’leasurc, frolic-loving dame, , ,,, , 

Her mien all swimming in delight, 

Her beauties half reveal'd to Bight 
Loose* flow'd her gomienta IWun the ground, 
And i;aiiglit the kissing winds annmd i 
Ah erst ftledusa's looks were known 
To turn beholders into sfonc, 

A dire reveriiiiin Jiere they felt. 

And III the etc of Pleasure ladt. 

Her glaiire. with sweet persuasion charm’d, 
I'linerv'd the strimg, the steel disarm'd; 

No safety e'en llie, flying find, 

Who, veut’rous, look but once behind. 

Thus was the much-admiring Maid, 

WhUe distant, more than half betray'd. 
With siniics, and tuluiation blaud, 

Tl«-y join’d her side, and seiz'd her hand ^ 
'I'beir touch envenom’d sweets instill'd. 

Her frame with new pulsations tlirill’d. 
While half consenting, half denying, 
lieluctaiit now, and now complying, 
vXmidst a war of hojies and fears. 

Of trohibling wishes, smiling tears. 


lin^ipounei, ha^ li^ta 
ni!F-lSr*4bBa invites, 

treaeh'rouB land 
| ibLiq(.^U8 sand ; 

^ hM oar 
''jdmre, 
rjrtKmg, 

„ .ialiMig, 
i'vesigns Ib'&te, 

’d, with sdl her freight, 
bat toain, 

'd within, 
cut, 

tfei^ wont, 
to aabdue, 
drow, 

lada c^f!ey*d 

jfaid. 

, %Qd beware, 
there; 
deplor'd, 
ki restor'd: 

:ofior wait, 

. _fatej 

the sbm, ' 

l^dinaid 90 W no more j 
wo^ ujihr^ 

"' I iti'A wretch beti^y'd j 
cast a veil, 

^ frail. 

.^iW^uiabig light, 
reoiWfiifWaAhadoB cl' night; 
itimlt'itfHHt repose, 
arose. 

. opprest, 

sinks to rest, 

ij'Wini^ fiik|)ih eye the glut'ring prey, 
h^d of joys awa^ 

£fo,‘^blrih)9 where gohlcB litd(lii|u^ani.s-. 

Of poflcrf and quatry'd diamond d^cam^; 

Lika Midas; turn the glebe to ore. 

Aitd stiOKb all mpt amidst his store ; 

But wakens, nskied and defil'd, 

Of tluCt ibi which.his years hud toil'd 
So far’d the Nymph, her treasure How n 
And turn’d, like Niobc, to stone; 

Within, without, obscure and void. 

She flUtsB ravag’d, all destroy'd 
And, O thou carat, insidious coast! 

Are these the blessings thou canst boast 7 
Tliese, Virtue ! these the joys tlieiti^'pid, 
Who leave tliy hcav’ii-topt hills iM'hiiid ? 
Shade me. ye pines, ye caverne. huh*,' 

Ye mountains, cover me, she cried. ‘ 
Her trumi>et Slander rais’d on high. 

And told the tidings to the sky ; 
t'onteinpt discharg’d a living dart, 

A side-long viper to her heart; 

Reproach brcatli’d poisons o'er her face, 

And soil'd and blasted ev'ry grace j ' 
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Officious Shame, her faaadtnaid ' '*' 

> StillHurn’d the mirror to 
While those in crimes the 
Approach’d to whiteo «t her .' 

And ev'ty lewd umlting doom^ ' 

Upon her folly rose to &ne. ' 

What should ia3 At ijaa ft; 

To gain the late deserfed ajbtVM' 

So trusting, back the 
Aa fast the tidh £enda, 

Again the farfh«|i>atMtie*i.. . 

Again the land of nTtius.^aul'^|''i 
But echo gathers in tlie «iskd,/^ 

And.sliow 8 her instant foM 
Amaz'd, with headlong ■specS.jthh 
Where late cdie left n.fuint foie 
Alas! those Bhrinki%’fodlBiids:decdii 
Nor longer own lliat 
With fear they .mtfrk the^*’^ '■"* ' 

, And from the lonS 
( )t backwaid drive I 
Where peace was 
From earth thus 
' 1 \» Heaven not _ . . 

No truce bjr hostile elun^; 

And from the fe.ee oT 


JaA mljimeiuie'itow decide 
’Ts^f.'thh good Bed «Hi tried ; 

Ibi foe ^opt^eniduiittedjpxmnd, 
;,|^y^BaiUd'^!|:rnrtsareB ibte^.' 

' iidt^hyiohjfi^dr^ 

'" .Hfie ftittiag istwams; 
obtlttsir: ' 
ehaages there. 

diaqitinglie, 

■ ^Wgh, 

Kfst, 

P*“*l ' 

Bad gay, 



reniJirun u wuiiiii u ciFCdiiig 

I’pon a mount o’er moantahwhiji^’'^ ; 

All rtiflinnf ofat.akK in ft aKi^nAjL .> 'f » - 


' ‘.‘i - . 


I ckusd-wnipi^V^ 

•Siijicrior goddess, essenoe 
Ifa-iiuty of uncreated l%ht, 

Whom bliould mortality 
As doom'd upon a certain 
Tho brcatli of frailty must eB^tre,' 

TIjc world dissolve in living fire; 'V."' 
'I'hr gems of heaven and solar Samei 
Bo quench’d by her eternal beam,'' '''' 
And nalure, quid^ing in herey% • 

'I'll rise a new-l>om phmnix, 

lliiiicc, nnrcvcal’d to mogtal view, 

A veil around her furm she-throw, ■ 

(\ Inch three sad suiters of theeh^e> - 
i’.iiii. ('are, and Sfelanchely madel 
Tirroiigh this her olNincjuiring eye. 
Mifiitive from her station high, 
ttolii-ld, iibnndoii'rl to despair, 

The ruins of her fav’rite fair; 

And with a voice, whose awful sound 
Aj^pall'd the guilty world around, 

Bid the iwAiltuous winds be still, 

To nundiers bow’d each list’iiing hill, 
Uncurl’fl the surging of the main, 

Ami smooth’d tin, thorny bed of jwin; 
The golden harp of heaven she strung, 
.And thus the tuneful goddess sung 

Ljjyely Penitent arise, 
rop^c, and elniiii thy kindred skies; 

Cffcie, thy Bister angels say, 

hast wept t^ btains away. 


«• 

It 

V ‘.v*' ! 

.r:! l! 




f 


nwt, 

iiest 1 

__ . hinstotre 

biaddess diorc 1 
l»t^ to stray, 
foeim Jvisdoin’a way; 
"'tlbroigitlaiid, 
ilonghs the sand. 

mass, 

'ring w<H>l(i dial! pass. 

fpexkif and life entire. 
yeUpsafod woriw of men, 

. ^ _i yo«rasylum then 1 

|d^ure, aoiis care, 
'-mortals, tell roc where 1 

,w ^ ^ 

Hko traces On the deep, 
grasp'd in sleep, 

2>«iisd-B%iil'd morttiog glades, 
l[eitiBg.MMWi,.ukd gliding sliades. 

' fast tho; woiddj'BBd what’s behind 1 
Virtoo’e goU, by fore refin’d; 

-A iihiverse deprnv’d, 

PVqm the wreck of nature sav’d ; 

tike the Uife-supporting grain, 

Frnit of patience and of pain, 

<^the swains’ autumnal day, 
Winnow'd from the chaff away 

Little tromUer, fear no more, 

Thou hast plenteous cri^ in htrnc; 
.Seed, by genial sorrows sown, 

More Unn nil'tfay.ecorners own. 

What thoi^-hostile earth despise. 
Heaven beholds with gentler eyes ; 
Heaven thy friendless stejis shall guide. 
Oliecr thy hours, and guard thy side. 

Wlien the fatal trump shall sound, 
When th’ immortals pour around, 
Heaven shall thy return attest, 

Hail'd liy myri.ails of the blest. 

Little native of the skies, 

I Lovely penitent, arise; 

! (’aim thy hnsoni, clear thy brow, 
i Virtue is thy sister now. 




[book I 



mA 




On my wars rf 
Crowns of endlfltSN^' 
On my carea i p»^ 
On niy 


: -^for ev^iy 4ot(tw 
Mr wDtM juid wane. 
i^VRPle wjt 
,¥i»Qr'»4r}.. 




^■■ -4v-^' ' ?■' ■'' 

*'i- ' .-,’ V-'. • '. f: Tm 






■•'. .- •' ■ ■ 

. ■'..'•'■rny ‘ *;■,■■ ■ 

,-,..-v,.,.-.. 


,•..%■<•-' ('T- ‘r.;,.’. 

■■''‘U'-* y '■■•'■• r .... 




I*'—~S.fc#::.. 

.... ,. 



sw stoim'd 




Tj-’j^^-M'iV,-':" , 1 ^ irV^' 


^> 1 -/.K ■.,. , , , , 


..^ .. . . ... ,> T 


ESr-S'';’" ■•-•■>>'*«^ 



:;.-ftr.riK 


nnlts to inniid, 
oQbiul. 

^ tike ‘^armit. Wi i a 11. 


,.,rM 


%r*r'. 








Reined 

, Aud bemir’d 
.t dncBtilib ciaime 
9. ,^he£.flaim's; 

S^iCiiill^lwd liquor eoinetliinsr stall 
'VE^MH^wod.t^wako up a rnt'iil 
At wliidi onr itniv'ller, as he sat 
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Wi 


Whiclb«'|^.|A^ 
Pule 
If thBB» 


Ti'^r^S 




<JL^- 

p*W*® 


K-' 

s-'/'-'-vU 
'•’ ' ' "i 


dvells, 




:-(r'*v- 








<y;\i 




All tpiva^ 
Lika 'other 


.■ •■ - • ^n. 'li ■ j' - 




«?< 


And re 


1'iiwa 


TlKMse 


Which 


11 ne’er 
Wliiehiiijgeir 
It hold* ell 
And thellirdKD 
Sui'^eet^itg^hat' 
To titke thiqgs 


Our wiseb-t eourra 
'J'ho Suit of spileeii 
Sir, quoth 

Tliat Ueaeon StSjl oaf/ ' 


And will adihi 


Or«wh%t is tt 


Itut lleoaoB kuriii' 








y.r^, 






' X ' 




linpifity's the child' 
Kcason with tnrasur’^ 


To things above frdiai t 
Ascr.-iids, and guides US 
Witli caution, vigilance, 

J-'aitli in the titin^ frontier 
And Uciisont.pmf’tM in her’fiaafiiif^ 

Itiit not tin l^;jS8BimiS8ion;iiT*«Sf' 

Is found antheiiiSCf Iroaiii 
"I'l!. stmnge that mahj-a WM'n* 

Siiould Hiias a Qod, bi 
^Vliiisc high.pedeotiousiiWr.a* 

In 1*1 >3 tiling his bauAs'faiM paad^ . * 
i; on when we think theit traces biltt, 
Wtinn found again, we sec theol-sdoett < 
’I’hf night itaeic, which you wfeuW k4af» 
As sonictliing wrong in nati're'sfome, 

Is hnl a curtain to invest 
Her wciirv cliildrcn when at rest; 

Like thiff^icli mollwrs draw to Kticp 
The. liaJit oif from a child iuslcep. 

Besides, the fears which darknofS broods 
(.At least augments) in vulgar heads, 

Arc far from useless ■ when the mind 
Is narrow, and to earl I* confin’d, 

'I'hey make the worldling think with p.aiii 
/.ijaj'rauds, ami oaths, aurl ill-got gain i 
Force from thn riitfian's hand the Uiiifc 
Ji*fil rais'd against Ins neighbor .s life; 


^■■■. r,-': 

v'VW-'A '■ 

^ X-jr 

' ■; V ■: ‘ ■■ v. ■ . ' : -L'ai 

■f 

. iX.:'.'x-i;, 

'T,.*>■ 




y'.t.jrK- 


fcwtaay 


fotn stn>ti^. 


tflg'R VIIoii;^ 


where. 


f’Ai/twO|>Aer. 

%V. \Viut>:hkad* 

* ’v J '* I 

A-Ci««piiLir.^tJi of talents rare, 

Whom y(^«in|^|glflBophlc care 
Ilod fotad^ilW,tWSw'» nobler view. 

By prec^;(^e«dBpl« t(»o> 

WouldoMi|i )Sc^t hia amtcblcsN skill 
To car^the^'stvdd, and guide the wlua-i; 

And as lie paus'd the gasmg throng 
With graceful eascr and.amack'd the thong, 
The^idiot wonder they oapress d 
Was praise and transport to his briast. 

At lengili. quite vain, be needs would show 
His master what his art could doi 
\nd b.idoliis slaves the chariot Iciid 
To Acailcmus’ s.icred shade. 

The trciiiWiiig grove oonfe.ss'd its fright, 

I The wooi'-nviiiphs btarted at the sight j * 
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7'hc Mttacs drop the Icuned lyre. 
And to thrir ihadsi retire. 
Howe'er the yoBth, wkb air. 


■fc.' 



»r i-kiWff'tr-. 






And gathering cro; 

And Hhuuta, punue 
Triuniphaat io the'j 
With nobler tbiM ' ‘ 

And now along W' 

'I'hf! wilf-aame 
J'lirtiues with can'' 
iNor r.TCT deviates ftoiriEiy'i 
Aiiiuzcinent aebUti 
'J'lii; youths with Mbi 
I'l «'ii Ijcardod si _ 

And all hut I'lato gSs'd 
i'ot he, tlttep-jedgisg 
With |Nun the triumpdiS!^ 

An<i when the charioteer 
And, flnsli’d with hope/ 

Mum ! unhappy yoath, he' 

K\|>«cl no i>rai<9e from in» 

M iili indignation 1 aurvc! 

Surli skill and judgmont ti 
'f'lii* time pnitusely aqna^i^ 

(>11 \ iilgar arts, b^fseth thy, 
ir well «‘iii{>Ioy'd, leas , 

il.iil tiiiight thoe bonos', ’riitaCy.ijb'a 
And rat- d tiiuefiwii bCotUshsim’SiBiiO' 

'I'o goi rrii men, and guide thcMkate. ‘ ■■■ 








: " W’_ 


.,> 1 ; 










^ i:iU. The JSee, the Ant, <mt( 

' i)* 


Aiiiln>4-1| 


lu Fiia‘be and _ 
SchuOli 



^ roae purauea, 

I fhiprant dews } “ 

i^ningldooin 
^'^periiane. 

' !^6-ki'‘«v*^'way 

t'«F^bdSir, 

' WMnear, 

1 i>W by care j 

jiheSee; . 

Idl tau^ 
ai^Hiepk' araat ^^ht^ht ^ 
surth atteibdif'' 
|^t3iti'&aa«f friends } 

^ day the A^t is Ibhnd 
ioDs steps Ipfroaiiltite gp«»uiid ^ 
bits searish tdtijMn’lthe grain, 

I hawyk^willlt pain. 

MBeg with'pleasure saw 
law. 


fuiblitaoknow 
'^'dlspiBi'labbr flow, 
''/the greet, 
s' i# ^!do and state 
, , > rory sweet 7 

|{flMmi>eibre we eat. 
t^wtota BO very few ? 
Kwe'BatturoV ealls pursue. 
^oui^Atipplaccney of Blind ? 
onr parts nss^u'd. 
at tasks to do t 

shSBT'tOO? ,*> 

l sun^ with constant ji.ic-c. 

rttn. his gnnuid race 1 

(dune so briglii, 

.^JtiHiiTiVfi^QCMpi^v’ry night ! 
s^tl^.-flslwitiient bow 


Mv di .ii>.. ‘hs said, in days of ififlis?''’ , __ 

rii.it lii’iist.s could talk, and budsleohldl! 9 }id;j.^lsititteltt'.n(lek, and draw the plough ? 
I >111 now. It scoiiis, th« human race 
\ lone engrus's (he ispcBkor'B place, 
t«'! lalciv. if report be true, 

< \ lid jiiucli the talc relates to yo^ 

’t'lii-ro iiict a Sparrow, Ant, a^ Bee, 

\\ liii.h Ti'iiMin'd and convers'd os we. 

\\ lio iv.uls Tiiy page will doubtless grant, 

Tliiit I Mil-'.'I lie wiso industrious Ant; 
tint .ill with hiiir an eye may see 
Thai Kill) i.-s the busy Bee. 

Here then are two—but where's the third 1 
tio search the school, you'll find the bird. 

A'ouf school! 1 ask your pardon, fair} 

J'lri sure you ‘11 find no Sparrow there. 

Now' to my tale—One summer's morn 
A^lee rang'd o’er the verdant lawn ; 
iStudious to husband ev’ry hour, 

And m.ake the most of ev'ry tlow’r. 

IS'imbU' from stalk to stalk she flies. 

And loads with yellow' wax her thighs; 

With which the artist builds her I'oinh, 

.And kec{is all tight and warm at home; 
t )r from the cowslip’s golden bells 
lyurks hoiicv, to <•11111*11 her cells . 


'Or 'd^'n'er the pun’rous steed 

Wifblia^d^^iBbor or his speed t 
If yon aB ware’s system scui) 

The ttoly i£i(i^ESiing is man. 

A 'waBtoh'$garr<Bw long’d to lu'iir 
Their sage lUkbbww, and straight tlic.w ii<*ar 
The w«B ti||^ve and loud. 

And v-wy pert a^'w^ty^iroud j 
.As worthless and ns vain a thing.. 

Perhaps, as ever wore a wing. 

She foiimd, as on a spray she sat, 

The Uttlefticnds were dei'p in <‘lial; 

That'virtue was their fiiv’rito llieiue, 

.And toil and probity their scheme 
Such talk was hateful to her breast^f' 

She thought them arrant prudi's at be-;'. 

When to display her naughty iiimd, 
Hunger with cruelty combin'd, 

She view’d the Ant with sin ago <•)<'.. 

And liopp'd and hopp'il to snatih llu* )>ti/c 
'J’ lic llcc, wlio watch li her op’uing bill, 

.■And guess’d licr fell design to till. 

; -Ask’d her from wh.it h< r anger rose. ^ 

'And why she IriMicd Anti, aa foes ? 1 
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The Sparrow her lepl; bogan^ 
/rnd^hus the converH^ion na.; ^ 




Whenever rsidispoa’d i 

1 think the whede create 
That I'm a bird of higfadt^g^f ^ ■; 
.\nd ev’iy insect 


{Repentant coon, ofiknding raee 
Entdect the injur’d pomr’r 
{TcrgiTO them ba^ the homo ftce, 
dmd reason^ Cid rectoKi. 

lJ««B>noMh*idntlMgth, hit ear {adin’d. 



Fur truth it is, witboet 
That I love iiuEchief at 
Oh ! fie! the Ifonest Boe rep*'’^ 

I fear joti make base man y^V ^ 

Of ev’ry creature sum the worlt, 
'J'liough in creation's s^ij^.the^ratl 
UnRratcAil man! ’lu,s>iBiiigd-lw this* 
Wild burns the Bees to.rob th<ih' 

I iiato his vile luUmiuHtratiqihf 
ml MO do ail tlie emmet 
W iiat fatal fbes to hfadr, 

Ouiifi to the eagle 
< >li! do not men’s mni 
\Mio misebiei' doi^.i, 

I’lit spare the Ant~hei:(^ 




t'irtuc ! rejoin'd tlie nieerii^ .biid,'<2i 
M'iinn’ did you learn that Gotfain wi' 

Si m e 1 was hatch’d, t noer liesi^ 

'I'li^t \irtue was at dl rever’d, ^.. 
Hut siiy it was the ancients’ 

\ t'l uiuderns disavow the tuemid ' '■* 

I iil(-,s. my dear, you read rcftDanieec^V\:T ^ 

I c.imiol r«<‘oiicileyoOffiMniee, 






\ irtiir III fairy tiilos is si 
To play iho gmliloss or the-^ 

Hu) ulial's ii tpicon without thb 
Oy lnMiity, child, without a dow'r? 

I'ft Ihir, IS all that virtue brags, " 

'\l In's) ’tis only wortii in rags. , 

Suvli wliiiiis my very licart deridn: ' 
liidord you make me burst my sides. . ’ ' 
Tru-( ine, Miss Hoc—to speak the trutli, 

I \e copied men from earliest youth; 

Tlie same our taste, the samp our s^ool, 
rassiori and appetite our rule; 

And call me binl, or call me sinner, 

I’ll ne’er forego my sport or dinner-. 

A prowling cat tlio ininereant spies, 

\uil widi' evpaiuh her iinihor eyes : • 

ISear ami inoro near Grimalkin dmWs; 

SJje wags licr tail, protends her paws ; 

'I'hcu. s(1W$iug on her thoiiglitlcss prey ^ 
Slie bor^; llic vicious binl away. 

Thus iu her cruelty and pride, 

'I’he wic-ked, wanton Sparrow died. 

^ 'J’lie Mmiki’ya A Tale. Miikuu k. 

Whoi 'i It. uilli riiriiiiis eye, has rang’d 
'Ubroiigli Ovid's tale.s. has .sorii 
IJti'v .love, iiu-ens'd. Ut Monkeys diiUig'd 
“ tribe of wurllilc:.h men. 


the nod 
Ckicc, 

CTflotures ctrodc, 
sixe. 

'lOiiinBnt how 
qirecd; 
diung below, 
head. 

tiipifitang’d wUhin, 
fium; 

pk aoR'iettdacjtii i^vb grm, 

and half the same, 

>ke tlieir place 
ancient claim) 
hg'tfa«|jp^ face. 

the tvute survey'd. 
ll^.weald aiAi^^'beBtaw; 
pgBjkiteaii motley- breed, 

the Uiiag a ^u. 

7%pa8|f. AitBvni.voT. 
IW^TrUm If haw produc'd ? and fur what 

it!it)jH9ieB;drevr I being 9 to what peruK) tend ’’ 
4:^ljlih’ ebsadoBVt orphan of blint] elinnee, 

. in disorder’d d.inee ' 

'OrwpdMoreiidteiiB chain of causes » nuight. 
;ABi3. substiuice, born with 

jpoUon width began withnnt a cause, 
lely wise, without design or l.iw.« 7 
what 1 seem, mere fie<.|i and bhusl'' 
A bnuictting channel, with a iiiary IIihhI ' 

The purple wtreoin that through iriy vessels 
gli^, 11 ides; 

Dull' and mmonscions fiows, like e«)niui«ii 
The pipes through which the circling jiii< es 
stray, 

\re not thatthlbking I, no more than tliey 
This frame, compacted wrHb transcendent skill 
Of moving johtts obedient to iny will, 

Nurs’d from thd fruitful glebe, like yomier !n-e, 
Waxes-and wastes; 1 call it mine, not me. 
New matter still the mould’riiig nuifts siistiiins 
The mansion chang’d, the tenant still re- 
• mains; 

And from the fleeting stream repair’d >iy f<io.t. 
Distinct, as is the swimmer from (he flood 
What am I then ? sure of a noble birtli; 

Hy ii-irrut.«’ right, I own, ns niotluT. hiarth , 
Hu) cluirii s)i]KTior liiiciige by in' f-ire, 

I Who warm'd th' uiilbinking clod w illi hca w-U' 

1 lyin-i ^ 



JOG 


KHBCDca divinp, witli liJplcs9 clay tdlajr’di^' ' 
By double nature,■doubla inatini4 twky'd'jf 
With look creot, f dart my loqgi^'^e, 

Kecm wing'll to paid) and 

I RtriTr to mount,thit ntm«,i^ktoi in.vaia^. v- 

Tied to this imuay globe 

Now with Bwift thnug^J^cwii^'Vfliin'a^ 

pole, -. ^ ■' • 

A'lew worl^ aroandth^/ini^.; 

What steady pow^ 

guide ■•‘j'ak* 

Through the sni&e 
] trace the blazing .bltete@* 

And vreigh the uAii^l^.r*' 

'riioflc gi^ike tbwi^^tii; 

Soini: glitt'riog trifle 
A gnat, an iuaect of tbe 
l'>!i 8 P the neW'boee^ 

^'orllc beaatly want, i 
A lie as the griuBtug 
<liil]>« off f^n 
ing uie, 

A lid tells me I'm a'i 
II'. oil anblimcr wings W 
My boiil alimc the atany i 
l.iir'd l>v Kiniic vaiacotmil 
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ftdod lay the sacred text, 

,IUglit, the guide of souk'pef- 


that strays 




eagjoys the moruing 


ltd';' ■; 


I flag, i drop, and flotugr'ilB 
The low'riug 
Sloo))v to an ornuM!^ bn a 

ISv ailMTHC gusts 




The i^^mh|*lig|ley^)ijiid:^^ dew, 

Paith;^bn||lnd»^ 4 KldB.Bad vaulted blue. 

" thy ray, 

1 ^ my w&y i 

of my'high descent, 
thtMft' Biystic tokens 

r>' ' '■ .' 

iy birth^'^hiah 1 had worn lit vain, 

' to explain. 
SpimitBi* schemes, 
itesM lUei^^ttK^W were tlinr 


iS^Umn^ffoexsan. 



As 'innugst the hiadtp'J^ISld^^,. 

I'mils Ins high podi|piw%y 
SiMinan. ninongethiaftifa^'lb^ig 
Ill's u king, bitf *tis'»' ' 

J'M> him, liensts! yoHlgriiB. 

A Mil liun'd from devbnsjpidlgi’ 

\\ liilst man, through op’tth^ ^ 

ways, -, 

< 'iiiil'oijiidi'il. liy the aid of ^Q^JedgiC 
'f'liii wi-.-ik to clioose,, yetc 
liastr, 

Olio iiiiiiiieiii gives the. 
KilU'illii past iiiinutiis, whde,fihibprQSetft>4loy, 
Till' il.it I 'ring future BtiH mukt give the joy : ■ 
l\itl liap|n. lint amus'd upon tijc rojJd, 

Anil (likr Mill) IhoughUess of Iris last abode, 

\i hcrln-r iii-\i niin his being tdudl restrain 
*i (I l■.•llll('^h nut lung, bappiiieas, or pain, 
Aroiiiiil mo. ill! tin: thinking thoughtless crew 
(I’h-vn iIiUt'iI rai'li) tlieirdiirreut paths pursue ; 
t>r lliciii J .mk tin* MMy ; the first replica, 
'f'hoii art a gml ; and scuds me to the skies : 
Down outlie turf, the next, thou two-lcgg’d 
iK'asI, , * 

There fix thy lot, thy bliss and endless rest. 
Hi’tween these, wide extremes the length is 
i tiiul i know too little or too much. (such. 
“ Mmighty I'ow’r, by wliose most wise com¬ 
ma ml, 

lli'tplesii. t'orloni, uncerl lin here I stand. 

’J'.ikf' tins t'.iint gliiiiin'rifig of thyself away. 

Oi b'eak into my soul with perfect d.iy !’’ 




r^iire Co divide, 

aqd one nurs'd my 

(sh Inmiari art lieguile, 
Teeoncile.” 
tfllgr^pedigree. |be 
; tfdw, and still in.iy 
. bwe decree ; 

his inierri iig sk 11 f. 
'WHaia, siiiee fr<*e of will 
'thy guilt his bouiiteuns 

■ 's'.' ' 

) bu to walk' has pow'r to rm i- 
*^ijS^cc imped’d ban nought ilc 

Infinite may swerve, 
wings, thou toiiK.'. • 

iSm! nutlms of liglil ; 
^'|irecupt to fulfil, 

^&^etsvf a god by doing ill 

guilt thy heavenly tin in ile- 
^ r< lias'll, 

tn ^rinilTn chang'd, from happy inanMnii- 
lUmt^s^'VVtBiu'st some sparks of lie.av'iiiv 

Tonlftrat.to mounb yet rr.st1ess to a-pire; 
Angd ctKiagh t« seek thy bliss again. 

And'brute enough to make thy sc an li in i.>iii 
Thu creatures now witlnlniw their kimllv lei- 
j^bme fly thee, some torment, and Mime m' 
diloe 3 

Reptul iU-suited tosiieb dilT'ieni gm v|s. 

For whot thy peme desires, tliy siml ib't-i -ti - 
Thy lust, thy curiosity, thy pinle. 
t'urVil or indulg'd, or lull, d in gr.ililieil. 

Ra^e on, and make thee equally ifiiiii s.s'cl 
111 what thou waut’st, and what thou l^ast piis- 
ses.ii’d; * 

In vain thou hop’at tor bli'i.'i on tins imnr elod , 
Return and sock tby Father and tli\ (Jod; 

AVt think not to regain thy n.iluc' sky, 

Rome oil Ihe wings of \ain iilnlosophy ! ' 

Alystenotis jsisnage ' hiil from hiuii.in eyc's. 
.'''oanngyou II sink, and •niikiiig yon will i'i.-e . 
f.et Ininible tIioiii>lil'! t liy weary footstep. gni 
iRejiair by met'.mss wlial yi ti loat bv I’l'iw 
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, $ 111. AessofU of fftsdom. AiEwax^iMra. Aad4f you pant f(« glory, build your fame 

• I Vo wlo live happiest j how avoid 'the' jf^Rt^. Oa ^ui fi)iindation, whiidi the aecret shock 
‘J'lie disappnintmeats, and di3gasftf.'6F thoQ^. Defies tif Envy and tdl-sopping Time. 

Who would in pleasure all theirbohia enqiii^ The gaudy gloss d* Fortune only strikes 
precepts here et a divine old man, .'#iv Ttfinr eye : the pulfiage «f U»e wise, 

■ 1 could recite. Though hid, he i^ll letaift’A;^ t^Vwtrth ambiticni, k attain'd 

-• Ills manly sense, ande^nfa^w^lC^.^ J^-W8S^.^^i|fifB, cad dignity mind. 

Virtuous and wise he jwha, hntjSwt'leWlite'j:--,... strath and beauty of the soul, 

lie still rcmeniber'd,jhi« hectt^^iViac^i^; Xs tli^^iMiik^ cilf Shaven; a faaimiiess 
TIis nanv eWItVi . 'WH;,^4tt.ii|todi^.4anilM oud frowns oF fate 


Ills easy presenbe ehflch'd,m| 
linn evon the dissolute ~ 

A graceful looseness whence 
And laughing could iastr^. 
read. 




^ rtiau, • 

Miu-h more had soen ) he'«tudind-f»Mtrtl|rafik' 
And ill th’ original pe*^'dtDankinili.'.‘'^^Kfj^; 
\ ers^l in the woea'a^ vaoi^aa 


1 !<■ jiitied man} and mu^ he p^wd. 
W lioin folselysimUng' fSste hsc- 


ciMlI 



their fiiirest light; 

4he minister 

ICC ; and teach the 1irca.st 
the gods enjoy.— 
vjBttf, the friendly S.if e 

right and wrong ho 



l^CStiaei in hit i 

fji 


means 

To dissipate their ^ys Ja.^I 
< lor aim i.s hap{dnei)B.: 
lie E-iUl, ’tistho pwi^'nf afifi 
1 ('t few attain it, i 
I’nl they the widcit waudfer*'' 

WIki iliroiigh the flow\y pit]^ (^.cailli^^ 
joy ■ - 

iliiscov goddess; that fitJinsItaj^Wi^'"^ 
liiMtes IIS -still, but sliiRs as we pdralji^^^ 

I'lir, not to name the pains thattAmn^., 

- brings ^ 

To ronnlorpoi« itself, rclraitlflai.ftaifS^* ' 

I'l‘rinds that w’c through gny vd^^ta^l^ 

.'<liiiiihl ever roam; and were the 

kind, ■ ■'. ' ""t'Sv 

Oiir niirrow luxuries would euoiirhs .BtaljS^. 

Wric ilie^e cxbaustless, NlMtre 
wick, - 

And. cloy'd with pleasure, gKjueaid. 

That all was vniiity, and life a drearuj I .tiCTTyithin 

I _ <_ ... - t _ I_ f. ___I vM.- ‘-.it."., AIL... A 



i.et iritiire n‘st: Im busy for yourseU^; 

Ami Tor your friend ; lx: busy cvcii Isit^li, 
ItaThi-r 111 in tease hejr sated nppetiteiu. 

V ho n>‘\cr fists, iin banquet c'er eid^j^-j 
W ho i)(!v(‘r li>ils or watcher, never neefiri.' 

I .ct nailin' rest; and when the taste of joy 
rtious keen, indulge ; hut sliua«atie|j. 

'To. not for iiiortiils always to be West. 

I'lA hirii I he loast the dull or painful hours ' 

I H‘ lil'c oppress, vbom sober Sense oonducts. 
Ami \ nine. thriiiii.;h thw l.ihrriatb ue tread. 

\ irino .mil Seiisi' I mean iiol to disjoin;' 

\ iriiie and .''leiise are one . and, trust nic, lie 
\\ ho liii'. lint tiri''.!'. IS not truly wise, 

\ iitiie (lisi ‘Acre good-iinlure ii a fool) ^ 

Is seiise^iiriil spirit, with liumanity , 

’Tis sometimes angry, and its frown confounds; 
'Tis fi'eii vindictiie. hut in vengeance just. 
Kii.ivos fun would laugh at it; sonie great 
ones ilare ; 

Hul 111. his he.irt the most nmlaunled son 
^Of.fqrtune.dreads its name and awful charms. 
’'I'o noblest uses thm detpimines wealth ; 

—is the i 3 olid pomp of prosperous ihiy 
Th,! jieacc and Bliiltcr ol' advi isiiy ; 


%k: 


jElBAdS^e favorites: awealtli 
s,->Bsr to baser hands 
the only good 
'yOT'can call his own. 

Qt and besenew earn'd; 
ifitiold a lucky kuavu, 

~ Ine oo a fool. 

>^uch Anglected use, 
"yeoT rere ^fbr nature's 

—7—' - . ' 

t mi opuleuee supplied). 

' I end iijitoproduce the soul, 

l _At _.■> t* * ^ 1 




^IW ever Athens heard ; 

Iw practis'd wh.it he. 

9 • 


lO —The Author 

|i^'AK£.NSlli|;.. 

, of eveuiusr close ‘ 

tp’f^/WiiAA'yretght of nnews' 
sitJl^^apSl^'nrgG the lire. 
a^nyW'dlliyTetire! 



st'one; 

l^ief,!tho.wi firry puns 
Tear>‘ihe:$l!^:ie^SWUr..iKy veins; 

Wlutu wiSthS.Vveino, tliat stornm iiroiiiiil. 
And^fdn.dettjpiJl^h-tieU's groamii!; soumi 
lilen^w ^ BAt^'afl^ooBsive gloom, 

T'lll startiuglk^tor sluikos the riMun 
j Is there in fraturS'BO kind pow er 
|To soothemfSioUiqn'B lonely hour > 

'To Uunt thead^ of dire disease, 

And teach thttrerWimryshades to ple.-Mi- ^ 
(!knne, CHE:^&Vni.nKss. triunipliant fm. 
Sitiae through the p.iinfni clomi of eaie 
O sweM of language, mild of inien, 
i) Virtue’s firiend and I’lea'-nre's qiiei n' 
.Assuage tho flames that burn niy breaht, 
itttuge my j.arriiig thouglifs to refit; 

And while thy graeious gifts 1 feel. 

My song shall all lliy praii-e reieil. 

As once ('twas in Ast.re,a’s reign; 

The vernal pnw'rs renew''d then t'•lnn, 

It happen’d Ihiif immortal Love 
Was ranging througli the pjiheres nboie, 
\tid ilowMwaiii hitlier cast Ins e>e. 


TJic yo.ir'if roturiiing pomp to sp/ 


\ 
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ELEQAIIT EXTRAiCm?. 

He »w tlie ndiant God of 4ay, ' was Homer’a ancient might, 

l^ad round the globe the rOTjr .i^By j And ewthricnu Pmdar’s flight: * - 

The fragrant Airs uid genial Hbttrs Thy n^vflbg^wn’d the * Lesbian meads: 

Were shedding wnnd him dews Had flow^ j,; Tii^ SicUian reeds j 

Before his wheels Aniora }»a|if?d, Thy IneatK^iei^tn^ 

And Heqjcr's golden kmm • ; Aod.^ber’s sdae'tipootaitoons flows; 

But, liurest of tlm hlooai&g'titteug,WWiosKteici^JfeaitlsM^ in quire j 
Wfien Health majesGc mov’d along, ' The go& aadJ^MOes nf the fyre. 

AII gay with snules, to see bdew , See where^te ipsle, the uok'ning sage, 

Th** joys which from her jweseiice flbar^ (A prey peiiiapstv fbrtone's rage. 

While earth enliven^ hears her'iniM, . - Peritaps tendw.grie& opprest, 

A nil fields, and fioeks, and ISr.^aipme'Baiigenial to his breast) 

Tiinn mighty Love her ebstm ? BetirasinAeSort scenes to dwell,. 

A ml won his vows Incline her Jbid idfls^be joylesa world farewell. 

And. known from thsX au^pfefausaiqMijf'i/ - Alone he treads th' witumnaJ shade, 

'J'ho pleasing Clieeifhlnetg.it^ii^ Ati}He.h«»eath the nwStetain 1^, 

TJiou, ('hecrfulneas, GEiWm tlie nightly d^ps Hrise, 

To rule tlie pulse that move8t||i^«^, ' ■ ^^Hhering stonas involve the skies} 

liiitover Iretful-passion ' tteUi^ fhp neiglrt^ing surges roll, 

Wliatover chohee or nattue' hmgs j ' And rag^^ghpaflimi shake the ptile; 

To f train the tnnoful poise ii^thin, Then, eewy t^ect round, 

A nd disarrange the sweet mae^ne j Aiid«lat^'%.«w'ry horrid sound, 

I lion, Goddess, with a master-hand . • 'ISk pantsKfvtiinvcrse laturc’ewayB: 

I >i-,t each attemper'd key . jfig evl}a:bntiiit Kim through the maze: 

u<Hiitc the sfift and Bweli B^unQkBg He demons rise, 

Till all is concord, nil is s^il^f' TJrfwWathe ea^^of the skies, 

l-'air gnurdian of domestid^ And and Fate assume the rial. 

Best ImniKhcr of home-bred strife, -' AapiSliy&Klflcds Uie throne of (Sou. 

^o^ xiillcii lip, nor taunting eye, ^ -^'SPhon, whose pleasing power I wiig ! 

I»< li.riii tlio scene wlierc Ihon art by : ' " Thj'leaient influence hither bring; 

TSo Mekriitiig husband damns the boar ■ CboreoHe the storm, dispel tlie gloom 
Th.it bound his joys to female pow'r; TBIWatec wenrs Imt wonted bloom, 

^o pi iiin.jr imiihcr weeps the cares Itfi and shades their sweets exhiilc,' 

'I'biit pireiiia waste on hopeless hein; •. ■. AMgipsic swell each opening gale . 

Til' l•lhnolla ilaughterspleiw'd attend j - " Then »’esr his IwoaSt thy softness pour. 

’J'In- brother rises to the friend! ■' Andiel hhn learn the timelv hour 

I'.V line Ilwir Imard with flowers is erowo'd, - To trace the world's benignant law t, 

Jb tlii-e w nil songs their walk* resound, t And jiidgoef that presiding ciuise 
l!v Hu e their sprightly moroings shine,/.-',. ■■ ; Who {bunds in discord beaiUv's reign, 

A Ml! ei eimig-lioiirti in peace ideoKne. - l^«Av«EtiS to ^eaunrc e\erv pain, 

lii'liolil the >oiil)i, whose trembling hesat Subdues the hostile fonii>!'to rest, 

Br.it- lii'jli w iih Love’s un^tied smart; ,/ And bids the universe be blest. 

'riii.iigli now lie strays by rills and bowiirsi' O TH^, whose pleasing power 1 mig ! 

Anil wei piiig W'cars the lonoly hourej If right l touiShthe votive hiring'. 

4 )r. il’ Hie iiyiiiph her audience deign, If ngimt praise I yield thv naine, 

Sh iMie •• tlie, sort story of his pain. Still govern thou thy poet's flame ; 

A\ itli ...hiMt.li looks, discolor'd ayes. Still with the Muse my liosoni sli.in*, 

.\inl iii-eeiit!, faltering into sighs; And soothe to ;ieae.e comidiiig care. 

’A l l thou .iii')>ieniim jtowor,-with ease Hut must exert thy genial {Miwer 

< .1 iiht > lehl bun happier heartis to pleSSO, , . ' X!)n friendship’s consecrated lionr ■ 
iU.ill Ills mien to manlier charms, And -lyhile my Agis leads the road 

Jii..lriu‘t liih tongue w iUi nobler arms, To fearless wisdom’s high abod*.; 

l\ ith more commanding^ p-isston move, Or, Warm in freedom’s sacred ean«e. 

Anil teiieti the dignity o( Jove. Pursues the light of Greciiiii laws; 

1-1 lend to tlie Must- and all her train, Attend, and grace our gen’rous toTlV 

For thee I court tile Muse again ; With all thy garlands, all thy Miiiles., 

And may tlic votne lay disclose * But if, by fortune's stubborn sway, 

llo\i niueh to thy l-air aid she ow'Cfi ! From liini and friendship torn aw.av. 

See when thy touch tcmmIs he-r mine. I court the Muses’ healing spell 

I low pure tin! stores of I'.tney shim*; For griefs that still with aliseiiee dwell, 

ll.irl;! will'll thy breath hei song impels, Do tlion eondiie.l niy fanev’s dre-iiiis 

How lull the tiiiietul cm rent swells. 'J'o Midi indulgent, tender llienies ...... 

Let Melaiiclioly s plaiiitne tongue As just the struggling breast niay clicer, 

IfistiHct the iiightl)' strains ol k-; Ami just suspend the starting tear; 

^ * Alcjiiw ami Sajijiho. * |'rimoci itui. { Aiiacmou. 
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Yet leave that channing eenea of \ 4 -\ 

'Which none but frieoda and ; ■ 


•^id 


4- 


!*.p ' 

,■ 


$ 143 . The Pain __, , 

'tiona attended v>i&Ptmivrit~ 

♦ Behold the waya 
Of TTeaven’s eternal deo^y UffaaOt, 

For ever just, benevolMd and ' 

That Virtue's awful stejWj Iwtvs^Si^aJqir^ 

By vexing Fortune and intriam^qw, 

Should never be divided fnna 
Her fair attendant, Pleasure. 

Thy .tardy thought thrptyj^ otl. 
round 

Of this oxistenno, tl»tlM«oft'iiitig sewd IH;,* i 
At length may leant vriW^BBorgy ^e i 

Of virtue mingles in .the ^ter tide ‘ 

Of p'lsaion swelling with 
.'I'o mitigate tlic abarp with 
Of cordial Pleasure t 

Why the cold um of her whi^ld^hftda^ 

So oflen fills his nmui M 
Ills lonely footsteps, at the BjhAat^3i}ufr "' .1 
To i>;iy the moiimful tribuM^Ji^.tttunrf.-. ' if 
O! lie will tell thee,. th^^lho df*} 

worlds 


thee,. thlit;.'',1h«i df*! 

.Should iic'or reduce hie bosonf .V t " ^ jEx^ilb his »VM*wings, and up the wall, 

1'liiit sacred liour, when, steaUng Ww^, ‘senates once the pride of iiioiiarc 

noise . ■ ' ' .' damn'd. 


noise 

Of e:ire and envy, swoot remem^fosnee eo6Sdi»' 
With virtue's kindest looks bis sfilung.hteMt^j 
And* turns his tears to raptnM.-^Al^^hcf^ 
crowd . ’ ■ 

Whic.li flies impatient from tlte viQagB^‘<fiwt 
Tociimlt till* iieiglib'ring diffit, wl»il4kr bfdow 
The rruel winds have hurl'd i^OB the -COaOt 
Soiin- linplcss bark; while b(|c^ pity metts 
The geii'ral eje, or terror’s iey baud 
tSinile^ ilieir ilistnrted limbs and horront hair; 
Wrnie i-iery mother closer to her breast^ 
(.'iilchfs her child, and, pointing whera the 
W ilV<‘s , 

Foam thriiii'.<,li the shatter'd vessel,.shrieks 
aloud. • [arms 

As oiu* )MM»r vvi'ctch, that rpreads bis piteous 
For MK-cor, swallow'd by the roaring surge, 

A.s now iinnUier, dash'd against the rock,' 
Itrdpa lifeless down. O deoniest thou indeed 
No kind eiidearnumt here by nature given 
To mufuni terror o.tid compassion’s tears ? 

No swootly-ineltiiig sfiftiiess which attracts, 
O'er ill! that edge of puu, the social pow’rs, 
To this liieir propei aclioii and their end ?— 


Mix in their deeds oad. kmdle with their 
flame; « > [view; 

Say, when the pre^eet . Uaokens on thy 
I Wh^ looted from the hose, heroki states 

ip th^ dust, and tiemldu at the frown 
Feuii^d. Atabiitiupj when titepiouB hand 
Of yott^B tlnft (cR^t for frfw&na and tlieir 

Liii‘ 4 ^ hf-Uide Is gatewhen nifiian pride 
ttw thiji^;.w jostiee, turns the pomp 

^ . iw mpiesty rule, 

hol, 1^ the purple rube, 
pajgasnts, to adorn 
apd fl^itter in the eyes 
ikroey—when honor’d urns 
5ihi^>.tbe awful bust 
' tt the coward race 
e pnbhc way 

-.! when the Mane’s haunt, 

Thet^piMdh pooi^illMre wisdom, wont to talk 
WUhi^huntesnk Tufty, hears no more, 
SavejSie faoaiMa laigen of contentious monks, 
(hribnfj^supeiBBtitim’s midnight prov-'r;— 
'WjMB.|gtsnogp Ofl^ ftom the liand of Time 
[Tters^e.deUtM^MUcythe, with surer blow, 
To the glory from tlieir base, 

the grass-grown street 


ha 

damn'd, 

ffiiiMt'ife gliding snake through hoary weeds 
Tiut' cliiiq> the monld'nng column ;—thus di'- 
‘ ' fefi'd, ithnlls 

:lQ)iua widely inearBfa4 when the proaiK'ct 
!'t^ heating bo»»n, whili-the patriot's tear 
36^from thine eye, and thy extended arm 
{n'ftziey huxls the ttmndcrbolt of Jove 
'po'fiie the impious wreath on Philip s brow. 
Or dash Octavios from the troplned c.ir — 
3ay,4Qcs thy secret soul repine lo taste 
The IngAistress ? Or wouUlst tliou then e\- 
. ^'ango 

Those hcart-ennohling sorrows, for i lie lot 
Of him who sits amid the gaiid.v herd 
Of mute liarbatians bending to ht« nod. 

And bears aloft his gold-invested front. 

And says within himself, I am a king. 

And wherefore should the clam'rous voice 
of woe 

Intrude upon niiae oar V’ The baleful dregs 
Of these lote figes, this inglorious dranglit 
Of servitude folly, have not jci, 

Bless’d be th* Eternal Ruler of the worhl ! 
Defil’d to such a depth of sonhd shame 

Asli thyheart; when at the midnight I The native honors of the human soul, 
hijjjr, [eye i Nor so effac’d the image of its sire. 

Slow through that studious gloom tliy pausing I • ^ 

l.ed by the gliium’n.ig taper, moves around 1 § Id-l. A Paraphrase on Psalm i.wi v. 1(1,17. 
The saeri'd volumes of the de.ul.the songs 1 Miss \Vn,i i \ms. 

()l (•reciau hards, and 1 "conF writ hj I'firiie j «jlay ia thlno, thcT.isht a)«<> is tlilne , tliou 
Fvir (iiecMU heroes, whore llie pre'.eut pow'r j |,asl iircpiired tlio hjlit aiul the sun. 

Of lu’avea and earth surveys th'imiiiortal page, *''J'lion lunt set all the Ijorders ol tho earth, tliuu 
E’en'as a father’s blessing, while he reads j 

'‘I'ltP* praises of his son ; if tlien thy soul, |Alv find ' all nature owns tliy .sway, i, 

.^pu.uinu the yoke vf these luglnnoits days, | Thou giv’st tho night, and thou the day » 



no 


Wimn an Uiy lovVI creation wakes, 
Wlmn tiioriiiiig, tiebin lustre, iHtnaks, 
And l«ith(!s 111 dew the op'ning Ikiwer, 
Tm Thrc wc owe her frngnmt hour; 
And when she poors hcrchoolnong, 
Her melodies to Thee bekw^. 
t)r when, in paler tints ' : 

’J'hn evening slowly iqpfiipadiijber 
7 'hut soothing sh!tiie> 

Can, more tl^ daVii " 

Mlill ev’ry ihn^ eita;; 

And Calmer, purer 
From earth the 
And load tlie mAani^ 

In ov*ry scene 
Til ev’ry form by T&ei 
1 'pen the mountaitt's 
Or where the sbek’iji 
III ovVy note that swei^ 

< Ir tunefiil atraaxa th^^ 

'I'l.c envern's 
A voire is Iward :bf ptiise’ 

As o'er t^ worlm the 
-Viiil soothe, with chi ' 

Oh never may tbdrr 
J’ii.ss oVr the liUDiad 
Ihit oil, as nn the 
Attiim- the woiid'iing 


ELEGANT EXTfiAGfG. 
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CffBfimnM te the dost, adore that Pow’r 
And WisdjBiii^ft arraign’d; see now tlMDcause 
Why etasistm|S]|g worth in secret liv'd, 
Anddied^ 

In.SiSa w 




ii’i I II ir of H'inter. Tanftamit*- ■'!> 
'’I'l.'i ihiiii-! diead ^uter epreads 

A rwl ri In 



III 11 ' ihy pictur’d life: 'pgsis.*04)0'::! 
vi-ir's, ’ '■ , ‘ iTsUtffngih, 

'I'lii Ihiiv ring Spring, thy ^ummeirV axdenl 
'I hr iithcr Autumn fading'into age, - 

Anil p.ili'coiicludiugAVintef conies Jit'last. 
Ami shut-4 tiu; scene. All! wldtheS'^W tire 
Ill'll ' Ihopo’s 

7'lin«i< ilii-;iiiis of gre&tncfsl tliosc uasnlid 
(It h ippiiK".^'' those longings aflcr fume T 
'J'hiiM' ll"■lll;•.s cares I those busy bustling 
dnys'.i ’ - ■ - {tinmght^ 

'riiosc pay-sjmnt. festive nights t thdso'voering 
Lost bi'lweeu good and ill,'that shar’d thy 
htc 1 

All now arc vanish’d ! Virtue sole survives 
liniiiortal rievcr-liiiling friend of man, 

His guide to happiness on high. And see! 

"J'ls corno, the glorious morn ! the second liiAh 
()f hcav’n and e.arth ' awak’ning nature hears 
The nt'w-crcating word, and starts to life. 

In cv'ry heighten'd tbriii, from pain and death 
For «''ver free. The great eternal srlieiiie, 
Involving all, and in a perfect whole, 
rmtiiig as the pm.'>pcci wider spreads, 

'J'o ‘o,ason’s eye retin'd. clears up apace, 

Ve Hilly wise ! ye blind presumptuous ! now.l 


: .why the good man's share 
..-A< of soul: 

Why the her orphans pin'd 

.^«||giSTiggi«Al^ }.iirhile huenry, 

her lew thought, 
why heavcn-bnrii 

* 

wtte the end marks 

why licens'd pain, 
embereni'd fee. 

Ye good dis^ess'd! 

a^ibedding stand 
yes (tear up a while, 
'which only saw 
^j^jHiuore; 
O^tS^will quickly mss, 
^h^eUcirck all. 

Sotel implied 
Dati». 

jl^'ieigthly monkl, 
ftWtb secretly in fust*, 
ttskh thpAarth holiold. 
ial world she v ii'.w 

fr earth she holdcth dear 
,---ace the 'world and worldiv 

W ciuie by the 'world and hovers here, 
.^hkdchtti'iiot up with her celestial wingw. 

^ she.osnpet light on aught 

I^^Hh'her'^lesv^ly nature doth agn-i-; 
,'reifji^esnstnt liv her tlioiighi, 

" I 0 t ‘World (miitented lie. 

in liouur. wealth, 

^'t^Giese.ttSe, coiiti'iitmciil lind t 
wish, when he. Jind heallli ’ 
Wisdom, was not ve.x'd in iimnl ' 

'desire, she iintli a nati-.e inigdit 
Tp^litd'Mlt every trut'li, if slii' li.nl I ■me ; 
Til? kaumorable effects to '.on angnt, 

And by degree Vrom I'aime to c nr e to clnnli 

But since OUT life so fast aw.iy dotli s-hdi-, 

As doth a hungry eagle tlirongli ihc vmihI. 
(Ir ns a ship transported vvitli the tide, |liii:d ; 
Which in their passage leave no print hc- 

C>f.%hich swift little time so nmcli we spend, 
W^iilc some few things wo through the 
sense do strain, 

Tlisit our short race of life is at an end, 
lEre we the principle of skill aRsfln. 

§ 147. A Prayer in the Prospect of Death. 

Bukvs. 

O Tiior unknown, Almighty Faii.se 
Of nil my hope and fear ! 

Ill whose di'C'ul presence, ere tin hour, 

I’erlinps I iiiiist .appear 1 — _ 

If 1 liave vvaiuliT'd m those paths _ 

Of life I ('light to shun, , 





‘»O 0 « I.} 


^ As BomeUuAg loudly in my breant ^ 
'• RenoAatrateaHwwdosfv; < 


TJiou know'st that Thoti 
With paasioos wild- 
And liBt'nmg to tfaei^, 

Has often 1^ me ‘ ■' ■■' ■; 

Wiiero bimnn weakftbaa.t^- 
Or frailty ateGp’d'B»Asip’''V.' 

Do Thou. All-OdtR! 

- In sfaarLai of darfcnaia 

k.^Jf 

't^Hiere wiffi intention X'h^viy 
No oilier plnn I have, 

But, Thoa art good; an 
Delighteth to ^ 

^ V r V»^»V 


uornL, 

■ t, 

.Il’“ 

i 


m 


O, blcn her witlt a.mother's jt^s, 

Ai^ sfW a mOtjmr B teua! 

Thck hop^-thdr Bti^i£hi^ 4 iriiiig youth, 
...In nBoimiM’s dawujW^m^; "' 

Btean:ihnu C^m^fim aMibcnth, 

Up tiQi'e pnr^^'wj^. j , 

W tB BtWMta, 

•i.. 

that coaiit, 
r’Joat, 





••*Vr* 

''■I v* 


$ 1 lo. Part qf Mie^-, 

O THon, the firat,* 

Of all the Inumdrahi^-U 
Wliiiso Btrong'rigiit'"^**''^ 

Their stay and 

Jh‘C<it<i the inpuntakiii^'~~ 
lieiicKtfi tby formbig 
1 toil ire this poud'roua gl< 

Arose at thy cenuinut^ir 

Tliar. pow'r which raHHid'and 
Tliis universal frame, 

]''rom conutlcss, unbegiaiung time^' 

V\'as ever still the sane. 

;riio«y mighty pertods of yeara 
Winch Bcein to as w vast, . 

A|>|h>:u iio more before thy.aigbi 
Thau vosterday that's paiit. 

* . At K 4, .'1^ I 

'i'lioii giv'st the word ; thycenUUn!, ^"...I 

N to c'vibtftice brought 5 ''A T 

Again thou s.ij 'bt, “ Ife sona e# atias,'' ■■’’ if"' 
|{.l■tllrIl yn into nought!” 

'I'lioii l.i', (‘bt tiiciii, witli all tlimr cates, .. .--,. 

III ('\ crliisting bleep; , 

As wiili 11 IIixmI thou tid^’bt them off '-f, 
Willi o\crk\lieIiiiiiig sweep. 

'I'lie;, lloiinsh, like llic iiioruitig fiow'r, 

..»^|ji luMiity's jiriile. arriv'd; 

Till! lung I're night cut down it lies, 

Ajl wither'd and decay’d. 

<i 11!>. A Prayer ‘written, and left, in Sit 
Jtoom in which the Authurnlept for anight 
at the House of a Friend.* BuRirs. 

O THOU dread Power, who rcign’st above 1 
I (t'lLow^k.it^wilt me hear; 

WlnTt fVirAhis scene of peace and love 
I make my prayer sincere. 

'1 ho hoary .viiro—the mortal stroke, 
i.oiig, long, be pleas’d to spare; 

I'o bless his little filial dock, 

And show what good men arc. 

Sue, who her lovely offspring eyes 
. '"iith fender hopes and fears. 

*/)r. r^ajjy^jlhen min'iter of tlie (lansh of Loudon. 


■**4?^*“ 

.fW Pressure of eio- 
Bvkks. 


aMbat tliou art 

n td thee 
.below. 

ire. thee stands, 
dieat; 

it wring my soul 

It. 

^^hou, Almighly, camt not act 
^cyu^tytor wrath; 

^^^.tveaiy eyes from tears, 
ihetn fhrt in death 1 

_afflicted be, 

it' some wiK det^l^ 

withresolves 
■ T> 6 %!|r tuid not repine. 

■ . 

Nature, l.noaif. 

d«^ full of wo, 

Qd^jdf wom^ borii! 

T%‘d<i^ IB wrii^, Dust thou art, 

And ^lalt jlo dust return. 

I" PeteradH'd we the days that fly 
’Successive o’er thy head ; 

Tiienumber’d hour w on the wing. 

That lays tliee with the dead. 

Alas t thd littUs-day of life 
Is'Shorter than n Bpan; 

Yet black irttb ^hdusand hidden ills 
To niisenihld iian. 

“ Gay is thy morning; flattering Hojm 
Thy sprightly step attends ; 

But soon the tempest howls behind, 

|.nd the dark night descends. 

Before its splendid hour the cloud 
Comes o’er the lioam of light: 

A pilgrim in a weary land, 

Man tames but a night. 

•' P.oliold ! sad einhlera of thy state, 

The flow'ers that paint the field ; 

(>r trees, that crown tlie moimtaui’s brow, * 
And boughs and blossoms yield. * 



m 


ELEGANT EXfSACTS. 


[SOOX, f. 


" When chill the blast of winter Wow», 

Away the summer fliee j , ■ , 

The flowers resign their nmny; tahw, 

And all tJieir beauty dies. 

“ Nipt by the year, the foraat (kdoa} 

And, siiaking to the wind, , 

The leaves toss to and fro,'had streak - 
Tlie wilderness behind, ' -r '-, 

“ The winter post, rea;h|hgjlMhesrs ‘ 1 ? V 
Anew shall paint 

The woods sh^l haaar'ihe'wi^itf , i 

And flourish gredn a|aM*t, 

“ But man departs this / 

Ah! nevertTiWural 
No KOftoncl spring tdudl e’w ^(iw* i,r 
The ashoBof the urn.' ' ."H- ^ ' 

« r ** * { ' ' 

“ ’i’h’ iiiRxorahle doeraef 
What hand Can o'er unf^ 1 ' ■. '-A;: iy* 

M'lio from tlie ceremeutsof^Ad 
(!.'in raise the human mould t < A‘;!i 

• Thr mighty flood that ro&ndong^,';' ^ 
Its torriuits to tlm maiUg^ , ^ 

TIk- waters lust can ' ‘ ^ 

rroin thill abyss again^-'^j^.- r 

“ Thn days, the years, the d^s, dark . 

il<‘M‘rii(lirig down to night, 

< 'an nrvor, never lie redeemM 

Ihu-.k to the gates of light. ‘ * ■ 

'' Sii man ih'parts the living scene, 

T<» night's pi-rix)tu!il ginum ; ' ■ 

Till' veil (■ (if iiiuniipg ne'er shall biyiak 
The sluiiiliers of Ae tomb. 

'■ W'lii'K' are oiir fathers f Whither gone 
'riir iii.ghty jnou of old 7 .• i . 

'J'hc jriTii.in liK, prophets, prino^kiii^ > 

In saert-d hooks uoroli'd f 

'• iioin- til the resting place of man. 

Till' rierlastiiig home, 

W herr a^'e-. jiast liave gone liefore, 

\\ ^i-ic fiitnrii ages come.” 

Thus N.ilnre i>our’d the wail of wo, 

And urg'd her earnest djy j , ' 

Her vmi'e in agony extreme 
Ascendwi to the sky. 

'J’li’ Almighty heard: then from his thrnue 
In majesty Jn. r„bc ; 

And from tlie Heaven, that open'd wide, 

His voice in mercy flows. 

“■ When mortal man resigns his breiUb, 

And lulls a clod of clay, 

7'ho soul immortal wings its flight, 

To never-setting day. , <* 

“ Prepar’d of old for wicked men 
'I’lie tied of lomieiit lies; 

Tlie just shall enter into bliss 
iuiinortitl in the sides,” 


Wli^e «ek«kt^ uottwane, kpd the libtxsl flow 
d^1^«m(q[fl^tM'yotttk,pr*^teof soul, • 
boisteKnu scene 

Of not derans’ wild uproar, . 

From lbUy'«-«ioi^,'Whose vacant brow serene 
Was never^ctiif to wisdom's frowning loro. 
Permit 4UB)s4iiBllow'd domes, ye piles . 

Of ni^tgltljidfliainee, your solemn rest. 
Amid yii^i|ek$Bd'and length'ning aisles, 
Looe^ ; nu unholy guest 

ThatmuXBtfjtUwAk, with sacritagious tread, 
.'lTM.iaoriBe1iwAen of yenr raonumented 
■ ‘.'And: 




usings, inspir i 
, yoUr silence drear 
wiA the Orphean lyr«>, 
'' lb '£he merciless rar 


V , , 

with' 

iMi 

towak< 
attemp^d,^ 

^ M;snd')rtetn detail,'whose iron sisay 
I ■ tkrdi^h all her wide do- 

their smooth 

{ii^greeBE''ihtoaoin of tlie spawny 

Ae streaming ether sprc.id. 

' glide, their feat liery -ail; 

And and those that utatem r 

^@^tK>sm«%'ibFC«t,.ldU, or browsy dale ; 
The^ktiinE eacb-of ruthless fate must fall; 
E'ea God’s own image, mam, high panuiimiiii 
of all. 

AAd^f the young, the giddy, and the <j:r>, 
startle IVom tlie slccpful lid of liuiii 
'iWcnrtaid^d rest, and witli the di-smiant lii.iy 
Of Bacchus, and loud jollity, afl'riglit 
YoBrpdiant goddess, that now sliunl.- 'lm•lllJ: 

- These' many^'indow'd aisles her gliiiiiiiri - 

Know, Wiator ere its start'd eaicor iilmiit 

shall' Jiave roll'd her lulvcr-n In I'li •! 
• .taam, l-i.’li 

Sonic parent breast mm lioavoilic a:i-wrm 
Tu the slow ^laiiM'K of tlio fiiiirrai Ui'rll, 
E'im now black ^trtipo». with sruwiinu; 1 ii- 
Hoars bithe laugh,and revels o'er tlie'lini.' ■ 
E'-eh inaW in rosy-crowned plcMsiire’s wiejt'i 
Entwines in adder folds all unsusimctod IVatii. 

^Know, on the stealing wing of time shall' fli-i' 
Some few, some short-liv'd years, and ail is 
^ past 3 

A future bard these awful domes may sec. 

Muse o’er the present age, as I tlie last 
Who mouldering in the grave, yet once hko 
t you ' 

The various maze of life were aee,i> to tread, 
Each bent their own peculiar to pursue. 

As custom urg’d, or wilful nature led : 

Mix’d with the various crowd’s inglorious t l.i>, 
'I'lie nobler virtues uiidistingiiish’d he ; 

No more to melt vvitli lieauty's licayoii-l'.»rn 
ray. 

No luori' to wet compassion’s I earful rir. 


^ 152. Dtuth, Esiir.Y. 

T^v. fi’stive roar of laughter, the warm glow | t'.iti h lioiii the ]ii»et raptuios not their owff, ' 
tfl'brisk-evcd jov, and friendship’s genial bowl,' .Vnd feel the t lirilling melody ot sw ectr^ioM'H 





.tf OOX I.) 
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, Where is the nuater-haad, whoesj 

• «CliMal’d the marble ibto life, eir^ 
Frum the well-peneil'd .jirntnlt 

nerve tbatbeat^ij^i 
« thought f 
■ Cold are tJm Siigen$ni^''l 

• The mete attentieti'j 
*fitrack language; dux 

gleuee. 

All 

SliruukUaliw 
The waas^^juajT. 
brsdU: 

Whilom tiM hmt'd 
Tfiat derie-’d' its 
or aecnttod'J 
Oiant 

beia „ 

■■■. 

Tlieim notv 
yearn, 

T'ursoe, 




I impatient as they roll, 
LTill «Q l$gr cufiw'd virtues shall display, 
-f;l^ull>blonHim^, thejr bright honora to the gaz" 


» 



For. fKio^liw 
—oThc dawa of 
When, wra^ 4a 
est friend 
The widow’d 

Wiion' o’er his nni gtona 
Ilia liritaiii, 

For soon must 

abtuad ' - . 

'J'lii linamingenncbgtiotiB nbfijhnfi^ 

Dowiii’d like suioe^ttar ang^ 

To Ruattur hlesringa ovm' 

'I'liou too must 
And tread these drea^^' 
trod before. '' v 

Fast to the drivit^ winds 
Sweep discontinuous , 

Ajiothor still upon another 
All liastftiiiiigdownward ‘ 

Thus passes o’er, through varied 


veWv, perhaps nn* 
• r [main 

Xters «i’-0r the billowy 
iriiip's lioly shrine pro 

^farikm^ kniKisiii vain. 

, iiwereal plume 
%% ri^timelesB hearse, 
.Jllptm'lihy tomb 
' .^xincmorial verse, 
icn—tie it tliiiie 
wislics flew, 
and shiiu; 

, eager to pursue 
aoBullieJ rays, 
td deeds of iiughti- 


e HuBaelu tioflom stcelM 
tlmi'd, ill his lust 111 (Mill 
with calm coiuposurc, 

;Si(biicy, udgd with d(-:it!i. 
Ifh of her iiiipiilM i c ll.i mo, 
hi gallant virtue flies to woiUis iitar, 
fdtttdi fresh wreaths of v. (‘ll-caru'tl 

.'-/i Iv.iir. 

-grUn'Crowning bniv of l.iuri'l:d 
that, on the morn of iliii'fij] liirili, 
^y young baaj||Lto the niinl bluw. 

' VjfliJtiViitage'>^me bleeding yoiilli I 
,uw pearly cnv(*s helow, 
yn'Nymphs of ('aiiiu-s hii:ir. 
inaveseeu lum on your liiuiul- 


Maii's fleeting age^ the sesstHM, jitn^iiqr fly, 
Snatch froin us in their course, y<wr sA^'year, 
_ Some sweet cotineziou, uome endeatiag tie. 
The parent, cver-hoiior'd, ever-dear, 

* Claims from the filial breast the |detis sigh:; 
A brother’s urn demands the kindrOd tear, 
"And gentle sorrows gush from friendship's 
Torday we frolic in the rosy bloom t®y®- 
Of jocund youth—the morrow knells us to the 
tomb. 

Who known how soon in this sepulchral spot 
4!3haUJ)pa%’n to me the drear abode assign T 
How soon the past irrevocable lot • 

Of tlfllsc that rest benoath me shall be mine t 
Jliiply when Zephyr to thy native liuura 
Shall waft thee o’er the storm’d Hibernian 
■wave, 

Tliv gentle breast, my TaviRtock. shall mourn 
mo sleeping in the scsuselcss grave. 
N<) morcTlIic social leisure to iln ide, 

Jn the sweet intcr<‘our«(' of soul and soul. 
jUlithn, or of graver brow : no lu.irc to eliidc 
• yo;„.v. Nos, 71 A 71. 


i» with glory, tli.-'ji recline 
Jbp of igiiummioiis )ie:ice' 
Thiliflyawii out the dull droning life supine 
lb mmdeish apathy and gowned eiisi'. 

Better employ’d in honor’s bright cari'cr 
The least ffivisitm on the dial s round. 

Than thric^ to ooappasB Saturn's li\e-luiig \ car. 
Grown old in sloth, tiie burthen uf the 
ground; 

Tbah tug with vweatiag toil the slavish oar 
Of unredeem'd affliction, and sustain 
The fev’rous rage of fierce discascB sore 
Unniimbcr’d, that m syinpatlietic chant 
Hang ever through the thick circumfluous :iir. 
All from the drizzly verge of yonder star-girt 
sphere. 

Thifi^ in the many-licaten road of life 
A thousand maladies are posted round, 

With wretched mini to wage eternal sirifi; 
Unseen, like ambush’d Induiis. till they 
'uouiid; irlu'iiiii. 

There the swoln hydrop stands, the waiVy 
Till' iiorflicrii scurvy, Idoleh v.itJi leie.-(in.-, 
M .lie ; ( 

1 
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[book 1 . 


Hi* and tteengli tin aick air 

tfinjii ■ « • • 

Bpt>^^.4Mlj[au»i; at his heels dismay 
“flre-wbeel’dyplie 

when fimn the 

Mmi^VA this mightiest, 

tWack Bight 


And moping ever in the doirtat’d'tioom j^.’ 

or learned sloth, and bookMl •stinum ti 
And the shunn’d hag nnsightly;';^ 

On Europe’s sons to wra*k;.’to,i m W| ^ 
sword -,1^} '■ 

Of Oirtez, with the Moodili^i ' ‘ 

O'er dog>ey«d last the '' 
hoir’d ''•<h'Pr. 

Shakes threat’ning, 

F'rom Amazon’s brand 

cladheqdtt>^'.'''^ 

' ■ 1 , 

Where the wan daa(gfterj 

The chatt’ting 'a|^? 
stone} ■ 

And he of ghastly 
Unheeded croun Iw. 
moan. 

Marasmus; knotty goiffr} 

Of nerveless palsy j ' 

Dark brooding, wlurtaJH^ 

Orim Suicide, the ~ 

Tiirrn too,is the stuntt'd 
Tite bloated child of 
foul 3 

S<‘lf-wasting melancholy, 

Luw’ring 3 and foami 

howl, •VVi'’.;-' 

The d.« hydrophoby 3 »et 

Scar'd niadaess, with her B»>onfetni^'»ig^'f7^' .., 

balls staring wide. 

I'lierc, stretch’d one huge, beneath 

Witli boiling sulp^ivlnuignt, and ^iiiMld^ 

W wxath divine, ’ ■, 



Ibxlt'ii^; through the 
iti|^^;t.lifaven’s rent 

nsti^.ihh God. 

tiist hour 
dull'withstand. 

iliat«a4o diow'r 
,<«>»■> gibhy land ? 
' is-vaonted pride, 
Whobotnow didst 





ll(‘, the drciid delcgi 


Ere- w hile tliat stood o’er,J3^’a 
spin's 

Viiitlirtjvp; thrice he wav'd th*'e«^^ 
fowcrf'iil as that the soauf' 

And thrirv he rais’d, and thrice he<^j09wD>‘ 
hand. 

lie struck—tlie rocky gronnd, wi^ than* 
derous roar, [and then 

^ .1 wil'd ! ilcrc from street to street harries, 
^ow mils, now stops, then rinieks, and 
scours amain, 

Starins distraction : many a palace fair 

With millions sinks ingulph’d, and pillar'd 
fane. 

Old ocean’s farthest waves confess the shock : 

E’en Albion trembled conscious on his sted* 
fast ruck. 

The meagre famine there, and, drunk wath 
blood, [of yore 

sstern war; and the loath’d monster, whom 

The slimy Naiad of the Memphian flood ♦ 
Engeud'ring, to the bright-hair’d PheebuB 
iKire, 

Foul p«^st^lence 3 that on the wide-stretch’d 
wings [hay 

Of commerce speeds from Cairo’s swarthy 

* Placed. t Alluding to the Earthtinake at 

Lisbon, Novembor 1, IThli. 


th’innoeeiitaide, 

OB^' 

•^fennaw'd, 

il^^ktilking ftr and 

r. ‘ . . ‘ 

vtiapnaninjar’d God 
[fit’eyte qBiek of fear— 
iA„'S5eidiyr’8 eoilest 
[death, 
glares imagin’d 

'^fNHvgnod aloiy-4te; A iM|^t they alone, 

, and ceOiKted w their virtue, brave 
at worlds, nbd look unshrinking 
. [grave ; 

it, ana mbvd^ ': |Cbe 'yawmingB of the rav'nous 

hi?^ who, the blameless rtkid along 



ihkfli reach’d the vale of 
elierulis, throng 

' nefions, to the parting breath 

yj^w^fr best requiems 3 he the while . 

*^ 1 ; iepcisipg on some friendly breast* 
Ant his benisons; then with a siiiih' 
Ot-iHit COm^flanence kys him down to rest, 
Cohn U'tbe slumb’ring infant 3 from the goal 
Free end nabounded flies the diseinbr.d<i-d 
>adiul. 

Whether some delegated charge below, 

Some mucfa'lov’d friend its hovering cars 
may claim 3 

Whether it heavenward soars again to know 
That long'foigotten country, whence it 
come 3 

Conjecture ever, the mis-fcatur'd child 
Of letter'd arrogance, delightssto^in ' 
Through speculation’s puzzling mazes wild, 
And all to end at last where it begCn. 

Fain would we trace with reason’s erring clue. 
The darksome paths of destiny aright: 

In vain 3 the task were easier to pursue 
The trackless wheelings of the swallowji 
flight. 

From mortal ken himselfthc Almighty shrouds, 
Pavilion’d in thick night and circumambwat 
clouds. 
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SACHm) AND HOHAL. 

• ‘V 

BitTA^Tj: 

*^o ffim who in the love of NalWfB hoUe 
^ Qommupio m with her visible fami^ idie qseafcej 
Ajgs^lioaa langoage; ftr hisj^^'^oittlL^ 

-*■^£116 hss a voice A im a. gndAk^ ^' 

' And eloquence (^bea^ 7 ,BilA 4 fae«lHl«^; 

^ Into hie darker moaihge, 

"And gende sjmpatbj, 

Their ^laipnm,. eie he is, 
tbawfMii^ 

(If the last Utter lMfu.eaii!' 

Over thy sjdifflt, and 
' Of tlie iten ngony« 


tl 5 





Aid] breaddsaadi 
Moke thee ^ 
heart^ 

Go forth under ^ 

'I'o Nature’s 
Kartli and' bet waU^ ai 
(Utinera still voieif^ir^ 

’I'lic aU>heholdie|g:^ . 

In ail hi»0(inne;.j’<ii^;|^^ 

Wliere tl^paleih^sifirlal^, 

TC'oif'tn the enuhraeo 
'J'liy image. Earth, tj 
claim ' 

Thy growth, to be tea^V^nij 
And, lost cach-hpsetfan tndh,M ... .. . 

Thine individual being, digl^ihDUgd 
To tint for ever withthesAeneats, 

To lie a brother to' d>’ iiwuaUliie rock 
A nd to the slug^ clod, which the 

Tu^ns wuh hinham, and treads *.r 

oak . , ''.Hr K 

,^liall send his roots abroad, ^ piereb ^ 

Yet not to thy eternal nstaag fdace {menld. 

Shalt thou nttire alone—notreouUst thMyiriph 
(kiucli more magnificent. 'Eliott al«Itdie.)lowB 
With patriarchs of the infant world— 4 rilh kinga 
The powerful of the earth—the wise,'dm good. 

Fair forms, and hoary seers of 
All in one mighty si'jmlchre.—The hills 
Rock'tibb’d and ancient as the 8 Wr-‘rdre vales 
Stretching in pensive quietness between; 

T|^ venerable woods—^riqprs that move 
'In majesty, and the complaining toooks 


That nake tba aMtodows green; and pour'd 
eased all, 

Old soennVi grsgr and melancholy waste,— 
Are hilt the solemn deccastions all 
Of tiie^gfest tomb cS man. The golden sun, 
Ihe dw infinite host of heaven, 

Arbd^sad abodes of death, 

tbp’itiBi^pse of ages. All that tread 
l^ndful totbe tribea 
' [ M^ Hs o M-—^Take the wings 
desert pierce, 
^AtatianoiM woods 
I, nnd hears no sound, 
disSn^i^et—the dead 



are 


wutudea, since first 
have laid them down 
dtod reign there alone.— 
what if thou shalt iiill 
^ing—and no friend 
'departure 1 All that breathe 
**** laugh 
;19^oa'4itt.,gsne, the solemn brood of cam 
one as before w’lU chose 

yet all these shall 
froine, 

ir employments, and shall 
with thee. Ah tlie long 


jSfaiir mhlii'i 
J^isnske i 
train 

flf t^ges glide away, the sons of men, Igoes 
Tl^'jinitb in life's green spring, niui he who 
^sdss'lRiQl strength of years, matron, iiiiil maid, 
^ infant in the smiles 

.jjfeibAAfMMty of its innocent age cut ofl‘,— 
one by one bo g|||lered to thy side, 

E those, who in their turn shall follow them. 

Uve, that when thy summons eoinc.s to join 
The Umumerable caravan, tliut inoies | take 
Te.'ikn pale realms of shade, where eadi .shall 
Hiuclihnitber in the silent halls of duath, 
'fbon go not, like the quarry-slaw: .-it night. 
Scourged to his dungeon, but sustain'd and 
sooth'd 

By an anfakering trust, appro.ach thy grave, 
Like one who wraps tlte drapery of his couch 
About him, and lies down to {deasant dreams. 

12 
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$1. Hu DeMoitd Ij^Xlage. Goldskitel 

' WKET Auburn! lorcliest village of ibe 
plain, '• 

Where health and plenty cheer'd the laiMtriag 
tV'hore smiling spring its eoiAieat visit paid, 
And parting summer's ling'tiag hloomh.dle^ 
lay’d! ' ’ 

Dear lovely bow’rs of innocence and ^tae. 
Scats of my youth when ov'ty spiMt could 
please. 

JIow often have I loiter’d o’er thy green, 
Where humble happiness endear'd each scene! 
How often have 1 paus’d on cv’ry charm, 

The shelter’d cot, the cultivated farm, 

The never-failing brook, the busy mill, [hill, 
The decent church that topp'd the nctghb’ring 
The hawthorn bush, with seats beneath the 
shade. 

For talking age and whisp'ring lovers made ! 
How often have I blest the coming day. 

When toil remitting lent its turn to play; 

A lid all the village train, from labor free, 

I^ed up their spurts beneath the spreading! 

tree j ' 

While many a pastime circled in the shade, 
The young contending as the old survey’d: 
And many a gambol frohek'd o'er the ground, 
And sicigiits of art and Ibats of strength went 
round. 

And still, as each repeat«l pleasure tir’d, 
Succeeding sports the mirthful band inspir’d; 


pair that simply sought renown, 
'Elding out to tire each other down ; 

' aw»in, mistmstless of his smutted face, 
WhiSe secret laughter titter’d round the place; 
The baslrfal viigu's sidelong looks of love, 
The Buiaron'B glance that would those looks 
’ *eproFe->— [like these, 

IlieBe tt^ere thy charms, sweet village! eimrts 
With ‘# 11 ^ saccessiun taught e'en toil to 

fence shed, 

These round thy bow’rs their cheerful iuflu- 
These were t}^ charms—^hut all tliese charms 
are fled. * 

Sweet smiling village, loveliest of the lawn. 
Thy sports are fled, and all thy channs with¬ 
drawn ; ,. 

Amidst thy bow’rs the tyrant's hand is seen, 
And desolation saddens all thy green : 

One only master grasps the whole domain. 

And half a tillage tints thy smiling plain ; 

No more thy glassy brook reflects the day, 
But, chok’d with sedges, works it8,}ve^dy way; 
Al$ng thy glades a solitary gnest, 

The hollow-sounding bittern guards itl^ nest; 
Amidst ;thy desert ifroiks the lapwing flies, 

And tires their echoes with unvaried cries. 
Sunk arc thy bow’re in shapeless ruin all. 

And the long grass o’ertops the mould’riiig 
wall; -v ^ 

And trembling, shrinktag- the spoifcr’s 

For, far away thy children leave the lanif. 
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k nifrfw the land, to hsM^ning Sis B 

^Whfiie vea^acoaiBalst»a,aiidn«a'decs]ri , 

J may 

^ Th^^h ean inalu Item «B B hre«^ m9 
made: , 

' But a bold peastttiy^^ieir covaOtftf^^ - 
<. Wlien once destroy’d, osBJMi'or 

"-•A time there was, e» Sngte j d’ h-fwife »»' 
ifim, .-■ - ■■; ■ ■ ■'^" = 

When every robd -ef gtetep ^ 

Fur him light labour rfwead M|it; 

store j ' '■-JLi 

Just gnvewhat lifisreq^ 

Ills best cempaDioAB,' 

And hiabesfriches, 

But times are skH ^ 

Usurp the land, ai^ —,— 

Along the lawn wln^eca^jh^'^ 

Unwieldy wealth dw cuft'*''^*"' 

And cv'iy want 
And cv'iy pang 

7'hose gentle houtB.tilte|i —^ _ 

Thosja oabB deKirae41altapdli?4!',9nit 
7'hose bealtbTul qiorm . . 

Beene; -■ 

IJv'd in each look^'eiid all tlie 

'r)K!R(>; far departing, stek a hiiador aten*,• 
And rural mirth and manners an* no moPB. 

Sweet Auburn! parent of the Wisrful hour, 
’I’hy glades forlorn confess'd the tyrant’s pow’r. 

1 lere, ns 1 take iny solittuy rounds, , . 

■ Aiuslsltliy taiigUiigwalkSjandniiii'dgPWMds 

And. many ayear elaps'd, return to view ■ 
Wliere once the cottage stood, the hawthdm 
grew} ; 

Kemcmbrance wakea with ell her bury 
Swells at my breast, and turns the |«»t to p^B. 
Ill all my wand’rings round thia wtwhl' of 
Cara, 

]n>all niy grief, (and God has given my i^arc,) 

1 still had hopes, my latest hours to Cisown, 
Amidst these huhible bow'rs to lay me down} 
To husliitnd out hfe’s'taper at the close, 

And keep the flame from wasting by repose: 

I "'ilf had hopes, for pride attends us still, 
Aifiidst the swains to show my book-learn'd 
skill; 

■ 4i»und my fire, an evening group to draw, 
And tell of ail 1 felt, and all I saw: 

And, as a hare, whom hounds and horns pur 
sue, [flew, 

Pants to the place, from whence at first lie 
1 still had hopes, mv long vexations past, 

. ileve to rcturji, and die at home at last. 

O blesT^tirement, friend to life’s decline^ 
Retreat feoin care, tliat never must be mine ! 
How blest is he, who crowns, in shades like 
* these, 

A youth of labour with an age of ease; [try, 
Who quits a world where strong temptations 
A‘i»i ’tis hard to combat, learns to fly! 
For fmn'ifd wr^jjihAUftern to work and weep, 
Kxploi’** '"ime, or tempt the dang'rous deep; 
' No safiy porter stands in guilty state, 
id»bp wn imp loring fauiinc from the gate 


But os he moves to tneet his latter end, 
i-Aageis Stound befriending virtue’s friend, 
Siidtsbi,the. grave with uapercoiv'd decay, 
WhSe MhiUnstiott gently tdopto the way; 

, And, dl h« proi^ied* br^bt’nlng to the last, 
|]£stei^eom>teBees ere the world be ]^8t 
Sweet was the Bound, when oft at evening’s 
i^os^ 

Itis^illeg* f®®® 5 

1 , with careless steps and slow, 
come soften'd from be- 




V 


onsive as the milk-maid sung, 
Ithat low'd to meet thi-ir young, 
„se that gabbled o’er tlic (mioI, 
r^ldMn just let loose from school, 
sjroice that bay’d the w Insp’ring 

^h -fhat spoke the vacant mind; 

I in.twe^' confusion sought the siiad<‘, 
.each pause the nightingale Jiad 

BMlt l^^'tiKiBonnds of population fail. 

Aif Sffltelut nuttsurs fluctuate in the galr, 
SiltnBy stepsJhigrass-grown footway tread, 
iBw all tlic bloo^ llbsli of life is lied ; 

All but yen widow’d, solitary thing, 

.That feebly bends beside the pla.sby spring; 
She, wretched matron! forc'din ago.forbn-nd. 
To iSrip the brook with mantliug crI•^.s^■H 
spread, 

To ^Ck her wint'ry faggot from the thorn, 
Tefsesk her nightly shed, and weep I ill morn ; 
Slie only left, ^ all the harmlcjs train, 

’Ttesed historian of the pensive plain. 

{tear yonder cupse, whero once the garden 
smil’d, 

And gfill where many a garden flow’r grows 
There, where a few torn shrubs tiie place ilis- 
olose. 

The village preacher’s modest mansion rose. 

A man he was to all the country dear, 

And passing rich with forty {wuiids a-ycar; 
Remote from towns he ran his godly race, 

Nor e’er had chang’d, nor wish'd to change, bis 
place; 

Unskilful he to fewn, or seek for pow’r, 

By doctrines fashion’d to the varying iiour; 

Far other aims bis heart had leam’d to prize, 
More bent to raise the wretched than to rise. 
His house was known to all the vagrant train ; 
lie chid their wand’iings, but reliev’d tbcir 
pain. 

The long-rcmcmber’d beggar was his guest, 
■Whose beard descending swept his aged 
, breast > ^ , , 

The rtin’d spendthrift, now no longer prowl, 
Claim'd kindred there, and had his claims al¬ 
low’d ; 

'rhe broken soliUer, kindly bade to stay, 

Sat by his fire, and talk’d the night away ; 
Wept o’er his wounds, or, tales of sorrow 
done, 

Shoulder’d his crutch, and show’d how fiplda 
1 were '.von. 
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Plow’d with his guesta, th« good nua Iwm'd, Aodotill fliqr Mt'd^aiid otiU the wonder > 
togioiv, llmt one eai^ heed coHid cany ell he-hnew. ' 

And quite forgot tbrarvicei in their ' But past»fione, the very . 

Careless their merits or their &ults Jti> aosn, Wh^ tilsihte he trlemph’d is 

His pity gave ere charity began. Near ym&ir thorn that lifts its head on high, 

Thus to relieve the wretched waa'hia pride, Wbeie onco the sigA'peat caught the pasaing 
And e’en his failings lean’d to Virtue’s riide} ej^ [inspir'd,^ ' 

lint in his duty prompt at ev’iyoidl^ Lowlieirtihiel^aiH^^’henBut-bnrirndraaghts 

Jfc watch’d and wept, he pray’d and fbitibcolL Whmp!*Jp4nt|ld ’niaQt aad amlUng ImI le- 
And, as a bird each fond endeaniM(l!|l t£^', ■ 'it' ' 

To tempt hernew-fledg'doffi|ai||jgto'tfae''lim; 'Wheae Tflkaa i^atssmwa tdk^ndthlfli^pro- 
lie tried each art, reprov’d eaim'iSallileli^y i 'X'.,.. , {round. 

Allur'd to brighter worlds, andledtlwi^^ ■; ihan^dwir'ale went 

Beside tlic htnl, where parting l^siiiii^'idiob-iRh!|H to tnee 

And sorrow, guilt, and patn,by tittnisdMM^dr place j 

The rev’rend champion sloi^ : At hh» detail- sanded floor, 

Drspiiirand anguish floil the Btrog||^|l|W'li 9 !tdy ^ T^ fhnush'd dholraHR tflick’d behind tlie 
('oiiifort came down the treinbliBg’wn^l^.|B' ’ 

raise, '. V' ' lH^^waat eoBt^.^^^ a doofei^ debt to pay, 

And his last fiilt’ring accents whisper’dpr&ijie. cheat ^ dtaw’rs i 

/.t nliiircli, with meek and uonflected m adflpue, 

IIiv liMiks adorn'd the venerable place; tiya 

Truth from Ills lipsprevul’dwith douhieswsy, ‘ '►y 

A ltd fools, who came to scofl', todfin’d topray.. The‘&nrt}i>e'sci^#fi^'«riiiterchill’d thed; y. 

The service past, around theji|doaB man, ' With Ofsa booght;' nadvftowlis and fennel 
With re.uiy zoal each hoiAst watic ran; ny<- 

E'en eliildren follow’d with endearing wile,' While Diefeetitea-<id|^'w}sdy kept for show. 

And jiluck'd his gown to share the good man’s Rai^d O’er the ohitaMy> listen'd in a row. 

smile; Vra tnnaitory sptebdor! could not all 

Ills ready .smile a parent's warmth exprew'd. Reprieve the tott’riiig mansion from its full 7 
Their welfare pluas'd him, and their care dis* Qbscure it sinks, nor aball it more iiiifmrt 

trcss’jd; Anhqur’s importance to the poor man’s hqiirt; 

To them his heart, his love,, his griefs vrbipe no more the peasant shall repair 

But all his serious thoughts had rest in heaven. To sweet oblivion of his daily care ; 

As some tall cliff that lifts its awful form, |No rntne the farmer’s news, the barber’s tale, 

IS wells from the vale, and midway leaves the/No more the woodman’s ballad shall prevail; 

storm, (Nomore the smith his dusky brow shall clear, 

Though round its breast tho rolling clouds arc Relax , his pond’rous strength, and lean to 
Eternal sunshine settles on its head, {spre^, hear ; 

Beside yon straggling fence that dciits the The host himself no longer shall be found, , 
way, Careful to see the mantling bliss go round ; 

Witli blossom'd furze nnprofitably gay. Nor the coy maid, half willing to lie prest, 

I'licrc in his noisy mansion skill’d to rule. Shall kiss riie cup to pass it to the rest. 

The village master taught bis little school. Yes ! let the rich deride, the proud disdain, 

A man severe he was, and stern to view; These simple blesUngs of the lowly traiivi;^ 

1 knew him well, and every truant knew. To me more dear, congenial to my heart, ^ 

Well had the boding tremblers learn'd to One native charm, than ail the gloss of art ’ 
trace Spontaneous joys, where nature lias its play, 

The day’s disasters in his morning face; The soul adopts, and owns their first-born 

Full well they laugh'd with counterfeited glee sway ; 

At all his jokes, for many a joke had he; Lightly they frolic o’er the vacant mind, 

Full well the busy whisper circling round Unenvied, unmolested, unconlln’d : 

Convey’d the dismal tidings when he frown'd. But the long pomp, the midnight ma8i)uerade. 

Yet he was kind; or, if severe in anght, With all the freaks of wanton wealth array’d, ^ 

The love he bore to learning vi'as in fault; Insthese, ere triilers half their wfsli hutain. 

The village all declar’d how much he knew The toiling pleasure sickens into paiq . 

'Twas certain ho could write and ciphes too; And, e’en while fashion’s brightest arts decoy, 
Lands he could measure, terms and tides pre- The heart distrusting asks, if this be joy 7 ' 

sage, Ye friends to truth, ye statesuieii who sur- 

And cv’n the story ran that h© could gauge. vey, 

In arguing too the parson own’d his skill, The rich man’s joys increase, the poor'^deiivy , 

For e'en though vauquish’d, he could argue 'Tis yours to judge hyjjt.*}dgthe lk..«t8 K,tnd 
still j [sound. Between a splendid and a hai^f tP’®* 

Whjlc words of learned length, and tliuiid’ring Proud swells the tnle with loitds ot^'iirogiiled - • 
Amaz'd the gazing rustics rang’d around ; And shouting fully hails tliuin from hcr^shcre 
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^Hpar^, «’e&beyond themiaer’s VMt, riwotidJ 
Aed nch men flock from all the world upouttd: 
Vet^cmyi^ar gainB; tlna weal^lk hht e nemd 
^ Tbni-li Kvei our osefol peodactil^ 

“ ’ Mot 10 the lorn: the man of a^'r^de 

__'TakeB up t ipace thkt masgr poor 
^.Spaee (or his lake, hh park's extended bonade, 
Space for hie honea, equipage,«Bd houfida} ' 
The robe tint wiepa kii litaha^mttmn 
Haa robb'd the iHMghb'riug fieIAi‘- 4 f.lni{^‘i)i^ 
«wwth} . 4 ■•■■■ ) 

His seat, wherbaolitaiy apOrU 
Indignant i|unrt the eotiwm 
Around the wodd each 
For all the laxurka tUfl^HftlMimhw.;''' 
While^faQB I Imi U ml Jiniawiill <11, 

III barren aplendot jibeiPlimitii the raU.-^' > 
As Bome fair ttnn&irn'd'and 

Secure to pleaae wMle yosth c(afr!W^W 

Blighta^^ bomiw’d/li^TiD 
Nor sharm with ait the dfiion^ ef her ey^; 
But when those charhta' tae peat (ibr dhama 
are frail), ' , . 

When time advances, and vtliea loren fnil. 
She then shines forth^ solicttmis to blcvs, 

In all the glaring df Arees, 

Thus fares the land^ l^ttiiEttry betray’d, 

111 nature’s simpleiU: charms at array'd; 
But, verging to decline, its .splendors rise, 

Its vistas strike, its palaces auiprise, [lend, 

• Whije, scourg’d by famine from the smiliug 
The niournfui peasant leads Ids humble band j 
And while, he sinks, without one ann to save, 
The country blooms—a garden and a grave! 

Where then, ah where, shall poverty '‘eside, 
To ’scajic tiic pressure of contiguous pride ? 

If to some common’s fenceless limits stray’d, 
He drives his flock to pick the scanty blade, 
'I'hosc fenceless flelds the sons of wealth di¬ 
vide, 

And e’en the bare-worn common is denied. 

If to the city spcd-.~what waits him there ? 
To see profusion that he must not share ; 
Tn/^ ten thousand banefui arts combin’d 
■ 'I'o piimper luxury, and thin mankind; 

I'o see each joy the suns of pleasure know 
‘ I'lsturted from his fellow-creature’s woe. 

'' flerc, while the courtier glitters in brocade, 
There tlic pale artist plies the sickly trade; 
Here, while the proud their long-drawn pomp 
display. 

There the black gibbet glooms beside the way; 
Thp dome where pleasure holds her nudnight 
rtflgn,* , 

Here, rig)ily deck’d,admits the gorgeous train, 
Tumultuous graiuleur crowds the blazing 

• square, 

The rattling chariots clash, the torches glare. 
Bure sc.cnes like these no troubles e’er annoy I 
B.-'je yiese denote one universal joy I 
Are-thfewi* thy scEOia.thoughts 7 Ah, turn 
j thine 

' Wimrs' the poor houseless shiv'ring female 
Jies. 


She, nhc;e, perhaps, in village plenty blest, 
Has w^ at t^es of innocence distrest; 

Her ripest looks the cottage might adorn, 
Bwe^ ek the primrose pe^M beneath the 

Now lof^ to afr ; her friends, her virtue fled, 
Near ^ betrayer’s door she lays her head ; 
And pinch’d widi cold, and shrinking from the 
.’sahow’r, 

iWitdi JkBwvy heart deplores that luckless hour, 
WhiM idfy firrt, ambitious of the town, 

and robes of country brown. 
; up Hme, sweet Auburn, thine, the loveli- 
tram, 

participate her pain ! 

E’ekt^^pWf'fMfhaps, by cold and hunger led. 
it pejimd men's doors thew ask a liltlr, bresd 
■-'Ah, IM i 4a dfstaut climes, ii dniary srriic, 
WhaselialftlMeonvex world intrudes between, 
’rbre)|g|}i torrid tracts witli faiiiiing sti'iis they 

Where wild Altama niumiurs to tlimr woe. 
Far difl'jpent there from all that charm'd Im- 
foro, 

Hie various terrors of that horrid shore; 
Tliosc blazing sn^s Ijiat dart a downwatil ray. 
And fiercely sh^ intolerable day; 

Those matted woods where birds forget to sing, 
But silent bats in drowsy clusters cling : 
Tliose pois’nous fields with rank luxuriance 
, crown’d, 

Where the dark scorpion gathers death around; 
Where at each step the stranger fears to wake 
Thp rattling terrors of the vengeful snake ; 
Where crouching tigers wait their hapless prey. 
And savage men, more murd’rous still than 
they; 

While oft in whirls the mad tornado flies, 
Mingling the ravag’d landscape witli the skic.s. 
Far di^rent these from ev'ry former scene. 
The cooling brook, the grassy-vested green. 
The breezy covert of the warbling grove. 
That only shelter'd thefts of hariiiless love. 
Good 'heaven ! what sorrows gloom’d that 
parting day, 

That call’d them from their native walks away; 
When the poor exiles, ev'ry pleasure jiast, 
Hung round the bow’rs, and fondly look'd 
their last, 

And took a long farewell, and wished in vain 
For seats like these beyond the western mam ; 
.And shudd’ring still to face the distant deep. 
Return’d and wept,and still return’d to weep' 
The good old sire the first prepar'd to go 
To new found worlds, and wept for others' 
woe; 

lAt f^ himseir, in conscious virtue brave. 

He only wish’d fur worlds beyond the grate. 
His lovely daughter, lovelier in her tears, 

The fond companion of his hapless ; ears, 
Silent went next, neglectful of her charms, 
.And left a lover’s for her father’s anns. 

With louder plaints the mother spoke her 
woes, [rose; 

And bless'd the cot whore every pleailuro 
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And kiss'd her tbooghiless babes tirMiidalaj|F « 
tear, Idntt} 

And clasp'd them close, in mmtfW doubly 
Whilst her fond husband strofe tc lead-wlief 
In all the silent manliness of grid*. 

O, lusuiy! thou curat by BrnTen'edecree, 
How ill exchang'd are things like these for 
thee! 

How do thy potions, with insiditnutjeg^ii 
Diflnse their pleasures only tp desti^^' 
Kingdoms, by thofl to sickfy gndtSM^ . 
Roast of a florid vigor not tli^.'Swii.'; 

At cv’ry <lniught more large and kcge.."irai^ 
A bloated inassof rank unwiddy 
Till sapp'd their strength, and ^ 

sound, .{rosotdi 

Down, down they sink, and i|plia|d % JH# 
Kvun now the devastation is hjC^nn, 

Ami half the luis'iioss of deatntetien ^liej 
JLi'uii now, iiiothiiiks, as pond'ring here I 
stand, ' t 

T soc the ninil virtues leave the land. fsail, 
Down where yon ancli’ring vessel spasads the 
'Chat idly waiting flaps with evei$ gnln, 
Downward they move, a mc^ncholy bond, 
Pass from the sViore, anddarken ell the strand. 
Coiilented toil, and hospitable care, 

And kind connubial tenderness, are thelre j 
And piety with wishes plac’d above, 

And steady loyalty, and farthfol love. 

And tliou, sweet Poetry, thou loveliest maid, 
Still first to fly where sensual joys invade; 
Unlit in those, degeu'rato tiiucb of shame 
I'n catcli the heart, or strike for honest fame; 
Dear charming nymph, neglected and de¬ 
cried, 

My shame iu crowds, my solitary priik! 

’J'iioii source of all iny bliss and all my woe, 
That found’st me poor at first, and keep’st 
me. BO; 

'J’liou guide, by which the nobler arts excel; 
Thou source of cv’ry virtue, fare thee well! 
Kir<*wcll! and, oh! where'er thy voice lie tried, 
On 'J'orno's cliflis, or Patnbamarca's side ; 
^V'hcthcr where equinoctial fervors glow, 

()r winter wraps the polar w'orld in snow; 

Still let thy voice, prevailing over time, 

I {('dress the rigors of tli' inclement clime; 

Aid slighted truth with thy persuasive strain, 
Teach erring man to spurn the rage of gain; 
'Peach lilm that states, of native strength pos- 
scst, 

'Pheugli very poor, may still be very blest; 
'Phal trade’s proud empire hastes to swift decay, 
As ocean swe.e;Ki the labor'd mole away; 
Wliiki sclf-dciwiident pow'r can time defy, 

As rocks resist the billows and the sky.« * 


For and lost l traad, 

With ihintiDg steps and slow; ^ 

Where wilds, ^huneuiurably snrea df - 
StM idagth'iaag as I go.” 

“ Foxbgai;, My soo,” the Hermit cries, 
tenpt the dang’rous gloom; 
FM^asutarabaiitom ohly flies 
To IflCfta^'t^tbEydoom. 

H^/iif^iB^bNairiessJchild of wsut 
!^H» if bbi scant, 

Siy .pahy coach 
i|l^.,ldeB84ig and 


$ 2. Edwin and AngfMna, 


A Ballad. 
Goldsmith. 


'I'uRN, gentle Ilormlt of the dale, 
And guide my lone.ly way 
To where yon taper dicers the vale 
With hospitable ray. 



id fre^ share 

■ } . 
fore. 


" l!i[ 9 ,’flockB that range the tsUey firo 
'l^iibu|^terl«Di^enin ; . 

pities ■* 

lieaAi-M p^tfaemt 

"But from the mountain's grassy side 

' A guiltless (east % Mng; 

A scrip with herbs and fruit supplied, 
And water from the spring. 

“ ’^teO) pilgyim, tarn,^y'dareB forego; 
.^1 ea^-bprn cares are vyrong : 

Man wants’fiM little heic below, 

Nor wants that little long.” 

Soft im the dew from heaven descends, 
His gentle accents fell: 

The nicest stranger lowly bonds, 

And follows to the cell. 

Far in a wildcmeas obscure 
'i'hc lonely mansion lay ; 

A refuge to the neighb’ring poor, 

And strangers led astray. 

No stores beneath its humble thatch 
Requir'd a master’s care; 

The wicket, op’ning witli a latcli, 
Receiv'd the harmless pair. 

And now, when bfisy crowds retire ^ 
To take their ev’ning rest. 

The Hermit triinm’d Ins little fire, 

And cheer’d his pensive guest; 

And spread bis vegetable store, 

And gaily press’d and smil’d; 

And skill'd in legcnclnry lore, 

I'lie ling’ring hours beguil'd. 

Around in sympathetic mirth 
dts tricks the kitten tries; 

The cricket chirrups in the henrtb. 

The crackling faggot flies. 

But nothing could a charm impart 
To soothe the stranger's woe; 

For grief was heavy at his heart 
And tears began to flow. 

His rising cares the liermit^pJb-i 
With aiiBwering care oppress’d; 
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“ Airf whence, onhapp^ youth;*' ha cafiod*;, ■, 
“ The lorFows of hfeeiA ? , 

From batter habitatfons f|Mu^d|' . 

Reluetant dost thou fwn ? ’ • ; < W ■ 

Or grieve for fiiendri!^ UArot^^ . 

Or uBrcgBided Wi»ef. ■ :* 7,^ ■ ■’ 

AIm'! thejoyi'•' 
Are tridiag, apd docay i 

And tboee'wlie prioeihe peltg^ tiU98* ' '''' 

Btortriflijlg atill 3tao 

** And wbu is tnit,k 

A /chuoii lulls tctiillte.}'..; 

A sttedctbat fbUowB '^H|||ra^-j|bid)w/.' 

And leaves the } 

And love is Bti]£4£l4HPw'Bound, - 

The modem fehr^wljest; 

On eiuth unsedll^ cr only fot^ ' > 

To the turtle’s neaU . 

“ For d^gifee! fond youth, tfa^ nnciows lu^, 
And spiffn the sexha said: 

But, while he spoke, s rising blush 
Uis love-lorn gueXt betray'd;' 

Surpris’d he sees new beaii^Sk'tiee, 

SwiA mantling to.the vieVv> 

Like colors o’er the’uoming skies, 

As bright, as transient too. 

Tiie bashful look, tlic riring breast, 

A Itcrnatc spread alarms; - 
Tht;; lovely stranger stands confest 
A maid in all her charms. 

And, “ Ah, forgive a stranger rude, 

A wretch forlorn,” bIjc cried, 

“ Wliose feet unhallow’d thus intrude 
VVlicre heaven and you reside! 

" But let a maid thy pity share, 

Whom love has taught to stray; 

\Vho seeks for rest, but finds despair 
Cunipanlon of her way. 

*' My father liv’d beside the Tyne, 

A wealthy lord was he ; 

A’v'^ll his wealth was mark’d as mine, 

,11c had but only me. 

" To win me from lus tender arms 
'» slInnuuilKjrd suitors came; 

Who prais’d me for imputed charms, 

And I’elt, or feign’d a tlaine. 

Each hour a mercenary crowd 
Witli richcbt proffers strove ; 

Ai^ioiig the rest young Edwin bow'd, 

But rtfflcrltilh'd of love, • 

“111 liMiflble, simplest habit chid, 
j No w'calth or powe*- had he; 

^^’lsdom and worth were all he had, 

But these were all to lue. 

‘i The blossom op’ning to the day, 

'r.hiS d^vys of hcav’n refin'd, 

Could nought ',f*^ifity display 
• ’Fb ci:.,iiatc his iiiiiid. 


ISl 


" The dkw, the blMnnu of the tree, 

W^th charms inconstant shine; 
Tbor-^^ianna were his, but, woe to me! 
Tht^ooustancy was mine. 

« For stin 1 Med each fickle art, 

InipdriouKte oad vain: 

Atkd Mule his passion touch’d my heart, 

1 triumph'd in his pain: 

'lT]ffl,^iiHe dejected with my acorn, 
me tp my pride; 

Aed sou^t a adlitade forlorn 
In secret, where bo died. 

Bi^,lldiie the sorrow, nrlne the fault I 
ikad'.wellrmy life pay; 

TB serik tlm solitude he sought, 

• And atreteh me where he lay! 

** And then forlorn, despairing, hid, 

111 lay me down and die ; 

'Tweeso for me that Pklwin did, 

And Bo fur him will 1 

" Forldi it. Heaven !” the Hermit cried, 

And clasps herto his breast: 

The wond’ring fiur-one turn’d to chide— 
Twas Edwin’s s^ tiiat preBs’d. 

"Turn, Angelina, ever dear, 

My charmer, turn to see 
Thy own, thy long-lost Edwin here. 

Restor’d to love and thee! 

“ Thus let me hold thee to my heart, 

“ And ev’ry care resign : 

And shall we never, never part. 

My life—my all that's mine? 

" No, never ftom this hour to part; 

We’ll live and love so true, 

The sigh that rends thy constant heart 
Shall break thy Edwin’s too!” 

$.3. Eloisato Abelmd. Pui’E. 

In these deep solitudes and awful colls, 

Where heavenly pensive Contemplntioii 
And ever-musing Melancholy reigns ; [dwells. 
What means this tumult in a vestal’s veins '' 
Why rove my thoughts beyond this last re¬ 
treat ? 

Why feels my heart its long forgotten heat ? 
Yet, yet I love!—From Abelard it came, 

And Eloisa yet must kiss the name. 

Dear, fatal name rest ever uiiTevoal’d, 

Nor pass these lips in holy silence seal’d . 
Hide it, my heart, within tliat close di.-sgiiiso, 
Where, mix'd with God’s, his lov'd idea bos ■ 
O, write it not, iny hand—the name appears 
Already written—wash it out, my tears! 
lit vajp lost Eloisa weeps and prays. 

Her heart still dictates and her hand obeys. 
Relentless walls I whose darksome round 
contains 

Repentant sighs, and voluntary pains; 

Ye rugged rocks! which holy knees have 
worn i [thorn ! 

Ye grots and caverns shagg’d with horrid 
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Shrines! where their vigib 

keep; :,, v/’t;';'’'" 

And pitying saints, whose sbtues 

weep! . ^swn, 

Though cold like you, unmBv’d uad ribnt 
1 have not yet forgot myself testone. 

All is not heaven’s while Abelaid has put, 
Still rebel nature holds out half wy hnitif 
Nor prayers, nor fasts, its atubb<mjK|bBi«* 
strain, ‘ -I, 

Nor tears for ages taught to flow la ‘fuin* ■ 
Soon as thy btters trembling I-uneloae, 1. 
That well-known name awakens all my wnpl. 
Oh, name for ever sad ! for ever dear! .* 

Still breath'd in sighs, still usheri'd with atust. 
1 tremble toOj where’er my own I find, •, ’ 
Some dire misfortune follows eloae.b^udi < 
Id’io after line my gushing eyes o’eifiow," 'V, • 
Led through n sad variety of woe: 

Now warm in love, now withering hi wy 
Lust ill a convent's solitary gloom! [bhwm, 
There stern religion quench’d th’ unwilling 
fliunc, m 

'I'hcre dy'd the best of passions, Idfe and fame. 

Yet write, oh write me all, |^t 1 may join 
Griefs to thy griefs, and eClbo sighs to thine! 
Nor f(M >8 nor fortune take this power away } 
And is niy Abelard less kind than they 7 
Tears still arc mine, and those 1 need not spare, 
Love bnt demands what else were sh^ in 
prayer; 

No happier task these faded eyes pursue} 

To read and weep is all they now can do. 

Then share thy pain, allow that sad relief; 
Ah, more than share it, give me all thy grief, 
llcav n first tauglit letters for some wretch’s 
aid. 

Some banish’d lover, or some captive maid; 
I'hey live, they speak, they breathe what love 
inspires, 

Warm from the soul, and faithful to its fires. 
The viigiu's wish without her fears impart, 
Excuse the blush, and pour out all the heart, 
Speed the soft intercourse from soul to soul, 
And waft a sigh from Indus to the pole. 

Thou know'st how guiltless first I met thy 
11 a me, [name; 

When love approach'd me under friendship's 
My fancy form'd thee of angelic kind, 

Some emanation of th' all-beauteous mind. 
Those smiling eyes, attempering every ray, 
tlhone sweetly lambent with celestial day. 
Guiltless 1 gaz’d; heav’ii listen’d while you 
sung; [tongue. 

And truths divine came mended from that 
From lips like those what precept fail'd tp 
move ? ♦ 

Too soon they taught me ’twas no sin to love: 
Back through the paths of pleasing sense 1 ran, 
Nor wish’d an angel whom I lov’d a man. 

Dim and remote the joys of saints 1 see, 

Nor envy tliem tliat heaven I lose for thee. 
How oft, when press’d to marriage, have 1 
, said, [made! 

Curse on all laws but those which love has 


li 9 ve!,'fre«.«fi^i^.kt idght of human tW, ^ 
Sprei^bbTii^.wbgB, and in amonmntliesr 
Let the wedi^odin^, 

Augudt and sacred be her tame; . 

Before aU those views remove; 

Fame,'; iraala;.'aaljL4mrar! what are you to 

'ntp -wlMtt vre^nwhiie be flien, 

T1ioBeaW^by |wii>l^ ' 

Andliidi 

vetWi TA4fedni them 

f'dfibn ta'^^ve; 

1 bW; 

Ifhe yet otutffmptgi^jpore free,' 
]|&e.;fofid than nuatrew,.'b||i|pB me tbot to 
* thee..; 

'^eii love is and aatmu 

Ail then b'fk^rPoiMeeidag and posseuitd, 
Neifuuvbf void lefka^ing in ^ breast: 

Ev*a tKov^t medb fhought, ere from the lips 
It part, * . {heart. 

And each warm wish sprii^s'mutnal from the 
This sure b bliss (if bliss ouearth there lie). 
And once the lot of Abebtd and me. [ rise! 

Alas, how chang’d! what sudden horrors 
A tiaki^ lover hound'and bleeding lies! 
Where, where was Eloise 7 her voice, her 
l^nd, < 

Her poniard had oppos’d the dire command. 
Barbarian, stay ! that bloody stroke restrain ; 
The crime was common, common l>c the pmii. 

I can no more; by shame, by rage suppress'd, 
Let tears and lining blushes speak the 
rest. [day, 

Canst thou fbrgct that sad, that solemn 
When victims at yon altar’s foot we lay 7 
Canst thou forget what tears that moment fell, 
Wlien, warm in youth, 1 bade the world fare¬ 
well 7 

As with cold lips I kiss’d the sacred veil, 

The shrines all treuablcd, and the lumps g<a;\y 
pale: 

Heav'n scarce believ’d the conquest it survey'd. 
And saints with wonder heard the vows^l 
m.ade. 

Yet then, to those dread altars as I drew, . 
Not on the ernes my eyes were fix’d, hut you : 
Not grace, or zeal, love only was my cull; 

And if I lose thy love, 1 lose my all. 

Come! with thy looks, thy w^ords, reliiwc 
e my woe; 

Those still at least are left thee to bo^»ow. 
Still on that breast enamour’d let me lie. 

Still drink delicious poison from thy ey c, 

Pant on thy lip, and to thy heart bo press'd; 
Give all thou canst—and let me dream the 
rest. 

Ah, no! instruct me othcds^c^s .n prffie, '' 
With other beauties charm my partial eye^; 
Full in my view .set all the bright abtslft,"’' 

And make my soul quit Aliela^ for Gq(l. 
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A^, think at leaat tlqr flock desntco Chjr 
we. C«r. 

Plaflfw thy hand, and chUdmt pf thr pray'. 
From the false woild ta earddy'jmtiim they 
fled, , 

a.' By thee to tnoontaiBi, odMs, u^-deee^^ed. 
You z»B*d tiiteae' haWvM wajBifj, theidedert 

• ndffl'd* ■ -■ ■> ; ^ 

And pataslw waff%(BiVL ta l^.wltd,,'. 

No ^ 

Our shmOs 

No nlvhr-wihtB,%'djiiig'fii|i^'i^ i 

Here hrfh'd (te nge 
Batianeh plain roofa 
And only Tocal 

In the«e lone waUk'nlH^^^B ete^ajthjgB^i 
These meaj^groyfe i W Ww ‘feUi apiiy 

ciown’flv ^ ' ' ■ 

Where awfdt arwN^ make a aopn^day 
And tlitllliin wiiAowa ahed a nataaB Ug^.i 
Thy ej^^flfaa’d a reconciling iay. 

And gletUDa of brighten'dam the day. 
But now no face divine contentment weua, 
'Tis all Uank aadneea, or continual tears. 

See hoer fhe fored of otliei^ prayers 1 try, 

(O pious flrand of visprouscwl^!] 

But why ahoidd I on others’ flyers depend ? 
Come thou, my Mlmr, farotW, hudiand, 
friend! 

Ah, let thy handmaid, sister, daughter, move, 
And all those tender names in one, thy love! 

* Thcslarksome pines that o'er yon rocks reelin'd 
Wave high, and murmur to the hollow wind; 
The wand’ring streams that shine between the 

hills. 

The grots that echo to tlie tinkling rills, 

The dying gales that pant upon the trees, 

The lakes that quiver to the curling breeze j 
No more these scenes my meditation aid. 

Os lull to rest the visionary maid. 

Bnt o’er the twilight groves and dusky caves, 
l.ong sounding aisles, and intermingled graves, 
Black Melancholy site, and round her throws 
A deatli'like silence, and a dread repose; 

Her gloomy presence saddciNs all the scene, 
Sj^ades every flower, and darkens every green, 
l>eei>ens tlie murmur of the falling floods, 

* ^nd breathes a browner horror on the woods. 

Yet here for ever, ever must I stay; 

Sad proof how well a lover can obey ! 

Death, only death, can break the lasting chain; 
And here, ev'n then, shall my cold dust re¬ 
main ; 

llcve all its fmilties, all its flames resign. 

And walPtilPtis no sin to mix with thine. • 
Ah, wgBtch! believ’d the spouse of God in 
vain, 

* Confess’d within the slave of love and man. 
Assist me, heav’n ! but whence arose that 

prayer 1 

t?prung- it from piety, or from despair ? 

Ev’n here, wherq frciea chastity relires, 

Lovp finds an altar for forbidden fires. 

’ 1 ought to grieve, but cannot what 1 ought; 
IV'.jurn the lover, not lament the fault: 


t view mv crime, but kindle at the view, 
Repent old pleasuree, and solicit new; 

Now turn’d to heav’n, 1 weep my past oflbnce, 
Now ilftsk of thee, and curse my innocence. 
Of all a^Hcldon taught a lover yet, 

’Tis sure the hardest science to forget! 

Hew shall I lose the sin, yet keep the smise, 
And love th’ t^bnder, yet detest th' offence 1 
How ^ dear object fium the crime remove, 
Or how ffiutinguiah penitence from love 1 
tlnequal taUk! a passion to resign, [mine! 
:For heiffts so tonch'd, so pierc'd, so lost as 
£iEe epeh a seal regains its peaceful state, 
likust it love, how often hate! 
taope, deq»ir, resent, regret, 
Cmoeal,4iadain'-^o all things but forget! 

Bat let'-heav’n aeue it, all at once ’tis fir’d: 
Not touch’d, but rapt; not waken’d, but in¬ 
spir’d 1 

Ob, ettm! oh, teach me nature to subdue, 
Bencttnce my love, my life, iiiyself—and you! 
Fill my fond heart with Goid alone, for he 
Alone dhn rival, can succeed to then. 

How hap^ is the blameless vestal's lot; 
The world forgetting, by the world forgot! 
Eternal sunshine of ^he spotless mind 1 
Each prayer accepted, and each wish re¬ 
sign’d; 

Labour and rest that equal periods keep; 

" Obedient slumbers that can wake and weep 
Desires compos'd, affections ever even ; 

Tears that delight, and sighs that waft to 
heaven. 

Grace shines around her with serenest beams, 
And whisp'ring angels prompt her golden 
dreams. 

For her th’ unfading rose of Eden blooms. 
And wings of seraphs shed divine perfumes : 
For her tiie spouse prepares the bridal ring; 
For her white virgins hymcna'als sing: 

To sounds of heavenly harps she dies away. 
Aud melts in visions of eternal day. 

Far other dreams my erring soul employ. 

Far other raptures of unholy joy • 

When at the close of each s^, sorrowing day. 
Fancy restores what vengeance snatch'd away; 
Then conscience sleeps, and leaving nature 
free, 

All my loose soul unbounded springs to thee. 
O curat, dear horrors of all-conscious night! 
How glowing guilt exalts the keen deliglit! 
Provoking demons all restraint remove, 

And stir within me every source of love. 

1 hear thee, view thee, gaze o’er ali iliy 
charms, I arms. 

A#d round thy phantom glue my clasping 
I waki;—no more 1 hear, no more 1 view. 

The phantom flies me, as unkind as you. 

I call aloud; it hears not what 1 say ; 

1 stretch my empty arms; it glides away. 

To dream oiipe more I close my willing eyes; 
Ye soft illusions, dear deceits, arise! 

Alas, no more !—nicthinks we wand’ring go 
Through dreary wastes, and weep each other's 
woe. 
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When, raued some iaoaU.'n«( 
creep, 

Aai low-tMTow d roelca Imbk y# 

Sudden 70 a raowut, joa becim^ ftop 
Clouds interpeae, mvm >n«|i «ci» 

I ahriek, nut the Man nd, 

And wtkate all tlaegfwfiiilhn, 

For thee tlie fiitM, nveidljrldiA 
A cool wsmen finm ptneuw wn^ 

Thy lifenloagdcHulekliaciifiiydl 
No pulse that xihte, and noHoM 
Still u the sea, ete winda wM 
blow. 

Or moring sptnt bade the wstentHl'^ 

Soft IS the slueabers of a saint ^ 

And mild as opma^ gleamadf 
▼on ^ 

Come, Abelard' &r whet hfH 
1 hr torch of Icnus bums not fin tlM) 

N 11 are stands clicck’d, rallpon, 
hv n thou art cold-> 7 «t Elotta loves. 

Vh, hnplesB, loatiug Hamm ' KhA ^me thahj 
burn 

To light the dead, and warm th’ uffilrttitfnl urn^ 
Wbvt scenes appar whenW 1 turn snj 
view • * 

The dear ideas, where 1 fly, punne, 

UiNC 111 the grove, before the altar rue, 

Stain ill my soul and wanton m my eyes 
1 waste the matin lamp in sighs for thee, 

7 hy image steals between my God and me. 
Thy voice 1 seem m every hymn to hear, 

With every be id I drop too soft a tear 
When Irom the censor clouds of fragrance roll, 
And swelling organs lift the rising soul 
One thought of thee puts all &e pomp to 
flight, 

I’ncsts, tapers, temples, swim befine my sight 
III seas of flame my plunging soul isdrownM, 
While altars blaze, and angels tremble round 
W lule prostrate here m humble grief 1 he, 
Kind, virtuous drops just gathering in my eye, 
\\ hile praying, tiembhng, in the dust 1 roll, 
And d iw mug grace IS opening on my soul 
< nini, if thou d ur St, all charming as thou art* 
Oppow till self to heaven, dispute my heart, 

( omt with one glance of those deluding eyes. 
Pint out < icli bright idea of the slues, 

7akc buck that grace, those sorrows, and those 
tcire, 

7 ike bark my fruitless penitence and prayers 
fenatch me, just mounting, from the blest' 
abode, 

Asbist tilt llcnds, and tear me from my God' 
No, fly me fly mo ' far as pole from pole, 
Ribo Alps between us * and whole oceans rol^' 
Ah, come not, write not, thuik not once 
of me, 

Nor share one p ing of all 1 felt for thee 
7 hy oaths 1 quit, thy memory resign, 

1 orget, renounce me hate umate or was mine 
hair eyes and tempting looks (which yet I 
l 4 ong lov d, ador d idess, all adieu' [vu w') 
O grace serene! O iirtue heavenU fair ' 
Ditine obli ion of low thoughted care' 


were. it jlllndl^re f 


(MOB It, 


dMgliter of lli«udk]tj^ 
...jrtality' „ 

•Bucable gi|p^4w 

pa gtstnal rest' 



W here Ifastm rdnVl Jn brMHfbr 
Thou, Abrii|«f( 1 tbp iait «iM|p|i!ce pay, 

AaiI smootlitskjf p W i WWip B !(o ittftlim or di>y j 
See ray lips trepiblc, and my eyeballs roll, 
Suck my last breath, and catch ray fljmg 
soul' [stand. 

Ah, no'<^in sacred vestments mayst thou 
The hallow’d taper trembhng in thy hand/ 
Present the cross b«fure nty lifted eye, 

Teach me at once, and learn of me to die 
Ah tlmn, thy once-lov’d Ooisa sec ' 

It will be then no crime to gaze on me 
See from my cheek the transient rot.es flj ' 
See the last sparkle languish in my eye' 

1 ill every motion, pulse, and breath to o er, 
And ev n my Abelard be lov d no more 
O, death all eloquent * you onlv prove 
What dust we doat on, when ’tis man wo love 
Then too, when fate shall thy fair frame de 
stroy, 

(That cause of allbny guilt, and all my joy ) 
In tranco ecstatic may the pangs be drown d. 
Bright clouds descend^and angels watch thee 
round, [shine 

From opening skies may streaming glories 
And saints embrace thee with a love like 
mine' [11 ime, 

May one kind grave unite eich hiplcbs 
And graft my love immoitil on thy lame ' 
Then, ages hence when all my wens arc oer, 
When tins rebellious heart shall beat no more, 
If ever chance two wandering lo\cn>^iiiigs 
To P iraclete’s white walls ind bilvcr springs, 
Oer the pale marble shall they join tlicir 
heads, 

And drink the falling tears each other shedu ^ 
7 hen sadly say, with mutnal pity inov d, 

O may wo never love os these h ifc lov d 
1 rom the full clioir, when loud hcisaiiv ihs 
rise 

Vnd swell the pomp of dreadful sacrifice, * 
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Amid that accae, it aome Mkaftiag «fa ' 

, *i>4UsiMe oa the atone wtam oar sfdd xdkalitt, 
Beyj [ty ^aelf rimfletealtithmu^fiMaafaea- 

One humui tma ahail diaK, «Sd^ 

And aure if fate aome tatam jaiaMwdlji!^ 

In aadmniUtade of .gikfr'teimiimk-.'’ 

Cf ndemA^yhdMe jeajyjjm t ih i a a i i^fr i 
, Aadn * 

Sueh Wi 
l^et 

The ^veQm&aig 

HeheafOatt 
$4. Id ARaa 

■ . 

In Umae gay 

A&dnS'.jWanHdl^^^^ in erfyjr line: fiiiiaieV 
Hia nature aaaoi, ' ■■{ ^ 

elegant in lua, ' " 

Sure w^Rai on wmhia pecnlitr Site, ' 
Who wiifwat fiattery jdeas’d the fUraad greats 
Still with eateem no leaa eonrers’d than md } 
With wit weU-nattti'd, and vidi hooka wcll- 
bred; 

Hia honyt, hia miatraag and his ^mid did share 
Ilia time,tlie mnse, the witty and the fair. 
Thus wisely careless, innocently gay, 

Cheerful he play’d the tr^, liib, away; 

Till fate acnroe feh hiageatie b^th auppreal, 
As smiling in&nta sport themselves to rest. 

* Ev’n tival wits did Voiture's death deplore. 
And the gay mourn'd who never mourn’d be¬ 
fore; 

'Fhe truest hearts for Voiturc heav’d with sighs, 
Voiture was wept by all the brightest eyes : 
The smiles and loves had died in Voiture’s 
death. 

But that for ever in his lines they breathe. 

I*et the strict life of graver mortals be 
A lung, exact, and serious Comedy; 

In every scene some moral let it teach. 

And, if it can, at once*both please and preach. 
Let mine an iunocent, gay iu|ce appear, 

And more diverting still than regubir, 

, lliwe humour, wit, a native case and grace, 

. Though not too strictly bound to time and 
• place 

Critics in wit, or life, are hard to please; 

Few write to those, and ntme can live to these. 
Too much your sex are by their forms con¬ 
fin’d. 

Severe to aJi, but most to womankind ; 
Cusfom,i#K>wi'.v blind with age, must be your 
guide ; 

Your pleasure is a vice, hut not your pride; 
•»By nature yielding, svubborn but for fame j 
^ Made slaves by honor, and made fools by 
shame. 

Marriage may all those petty tyrants chase, 
But sets up pne, a greater, in their place; 
Well might you Wish for change by those aC' 
curst. 

But the last tyrant ever proves the worst. 


fitiS ia emiDtiiamt nmr'Miffiniiig mz leinains, 
(hr txmiid in fenual, dr in ml chains: 

Whdtenegle^ed, fer some months 

The fkmiag servant tunas a luaghty lord. 

Ah, quit not the fiee innocence of life. 

For .^duU i^iy of a virtuous wife; 

]sft'fe}se'ifeows, nor empty titles please: 
|A>m$f|A St but nat content with ease. 

to corse Pamela with her prayers, 
Bve ram 4 ^ coach aud dappled Flanders 
mem, 

fhlBing robes, rich jewels, beds of state, 
noigpleto her bliss, a fool for mate, 
oliins u balls, front boxes, and the ring, 
;4L'4|«Ui^ wiiqitiftt, glittering, wretched thing'. 

ipaoap, ond state, but reach her out- 
"-inDd part} 

^esii^, am is no duchens at her heart. 

madam, if the fates withstand, and you 
mstiB'd Hymen’s willing victim too, 
’Trost 'uot too much your now resistless charnis. 
Those, 1 ^ or sickness, soon or late disarms ; 
Geod-huinous<pnly teaches charms to last, 
Still makes netr.^nquest8, and maintains the 
past; j 

Love, rais’d on beauty, will like that decay, 
Our hearts may bear its slender chain a day; 
As floweiy bands in wantonness are worn, 

A morning’s pleasure, and at evening torn; 
This binds in ties more easy, yet more strong. 
The willing heart, and only holds it long. 
Thus Voiture's early care still shone the 
same. 

And Menthausier was only chang’d in name; 
By this, ev’n now they live, ev’n now they 
charm, [warm. 

Thmr wit still sparkling, and their flames sfill 
Now crown’d with myrtle, on th’ Elysian 
coast. 

Amid those lovers, joys his gentle ghost; 
Pleas’d, while with smiles his happy lines you 
view. 

And finds a fairer Rambouillet in you. 

The brightest eyes in France inspir’d liis Muse; 
The brightest eyes in Britain now peruse; 
And dead, as living, 'tis our author's pride 
Still to charm those who charm the world be¬ 
side. 


§ 5. 2\oo Chorum to the Tragedy qf Brutus,* 

Pope. 

CHORUS OF ATHENIANS. 

STROPHE I. 

Ye shades, where sacred truth is sought; 

'* Gloves, where immortal Sages taught; 

Where heavenly visions Plato fir’d, 

And Epicurus lay inspir’d! 

• Altered from Shnks|>care by tlio Duke of Buck- 
inglmm, at wliofie desire these two Cliorunes were 
rumpused, to sa|iply as many wanting in his Play. 
They were set many years afterwards by the fa¬ 
mous Boaoncini, and performed at Buckingham- 
Uouse. 
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Tn viunyottr gniltlMS laowlc atMd 
Umpotted ioag with hiUMh Tdoodn « 
War, horrid war, jwt thoughtleM walht u- 
▼adea, 

And steel now gUttOM th thKi Jfnaeq' iittdoe 
AKTMTftOraiS i, 

O heaT'n-bora nst^a' opufoe of Mjll 1 
Who charm the mom, «r n«g#it ^ Mm d 
Who lead Ru Vutoe'i tMih 
Moral Tmth, and Sfjatio Sani| t 
To what ndw dune, wbdt d|«^t 
Forsaken, ihondleH, shall 1 
Hay, will ye bless the bletdt AtlahitK dinMI f 
Or bid the fonous Gaul be rude BOtaaMkitt 


f 
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STKOFHX II. 

When Athens sinks by fiitee natjest^ 
When wild Bnrbanans q«nt heir dwf 
Perhaps e en Untain'stttmoetiAMn ^ 
BhalJ cease to blush with stmagerdjptMt u 
bee Arts her sav^ sons contod. 

And Athens rising near the pde' 
fill some new tyrant hfts his puii]de hand. 
And cml madness tears them from tlm land. 

ANTISTBOPAX^HT 

Ve gods * what justroe roles the ball f 
rreedom and Arts together fall, 

Fools grant whate’er ambition craves} 
And men, once ignnraat, are slaves 
O curs’d effects of cml hate. 

In ev ry age, in ev ry state ’ 

Rtill when the lust of tyrant pow'r succeeds, 
Somi Athens penshes, some Tally bleeds 

CHORUS OF YOUTHS AND VIRGINS 

R» MICHORUS 

Oh, tyrint Love' bast thou possess d 
1 he prudent, learn'd, and virtuous breast 1 
Wisdom and wit in vain reclaim 
And arts but soften us to feel thy flame 
I ore, soft intruder, entorsliere. 

But ent’nng learns to be sincere 
Marcus, with blushes, owns be loves, 

And Brutus tenderly reproves 
Why, Virtue, dost thou blame denro. 
Which nature hath impress'd 1 
Vt hy. Nature, dost thou soonest fire 
The mild and gen’rous breast 1 

CHORUS 

Love’s purer flames the gods a]q»ove, 

The gods and Brutus bend to love, 

Brutus for absent Portia sighs, 

And sterner Cassius melts at Junta’s eyes 
What IS loose love ? a transient gust, 
Spent in a sodden storm of lust, 

A vapor fed with wild desire, ^ « 

A wand ring sell-consaming fire, 

But Hymen’s kinder flames unite, 

And bum for ever one , 

Chaste as cold Cynthia’s viigin light. 
Productive as the Sun 

SKMiniORUS 

Oh^ source of ev ry social tie 
United wish and mutuil jo> ' 


What vattoBajdyRORoneatteRd, 

As son, as ftthur, brother, hosboiid 
Whether hw hoaiy sire he spielgi^ 

While thattsaad grateful tb^hts uiim j 
Or imeett his spouse’s fonder eye. 

Or Tieira Ida aaaihag progeny } 

KMdw iwisKms telm iMr trass, ^ 
Irawinlt n^pturstRSM*' 

'WwPjpiwgw H0W 

l^feera 

Pehdft 




thnt 
love's 

i ’C rtnstMOt fetrt, 

f 6. Ode en Soiifiidll.'* 

HaFPV Owmas whoee wpili raid cant 
A few twtenud acne hoiuid, 

Content to farestlie hta noUve ur, 

bi hu own ground 

Whose hetde with milk, whose fields with 
bread, 

'Whose fio^ ssnply him with attire, 
Whoee trees in summer yield bun shade, 

Ib winter fire 

Blest, who can unconcera'diy find 
Hours, days, and years, slide soft away. 

In health of body, peace of mind. 

Quiet day 

Sound sleep night, study and ease. 
Together mix’d, sweet recreation. 

And innocence which most does please 
With meditation 

Thus let me hve, unseen, unknown. 

Thus unlamented let rae die. 

Steal from the woorld, and not a stone 
^ Tell where I he 

$ 7 The Dytng Chmttan to hu Soul Popa 
ODE 

ViT ii spark of heavenly flame' 

Quit, oh quit this mortal frame' 

Trembhng, hopmmJlMlling, flying, 

Oh the pain, the m^^ndying' 

Cease, fond Nature, cease tby stnfi, 

And let me languish into hfe' ^ 

Hark' they whisper, angels say, * 

Sister spirit, come away' % 

What 18 this absorbs mo quite. 

Steals my senses, shuts my sight 
Drowns my spirits, draws my broath 7 
Tt II me, my soul, can this be Deatli 7 

The world recedes, it disappears' 

Htav 11 opens on my eyes' my ears 

* [ bis wan R 1 (ry early production of our Author 
MriUon at aU ul iwiLvo warn old 



/wos II.] 


biOAcno, i»sscEipnTe, sus. 


m 


With Km&di senpluc ring' 

*• Lend» lend your winga' I moont' I fly ’ 
where is thy victorr 7 
O BetCth ’ where is thy sting 7 

$ 8, An E»aay on CriU/dm Forx. 

’Tis hsrdlto aey iT greater want of dott 
Appear m writing, or ta jodgai^ ill 
But, of two, less dang’rm ui th*' fiSteon 
To tire onr pabesBe, than nndeofl iMr snaMU 
Shnne fhw m that, Mt Bmabteit iter in thiSj 
Tea censure wrong fiir ohe Who writes ainiBS. 
A fool might once hunntf a}oWB iiq^oM} 

Now one u verse nteiw In prase. 

"Hs with our judga|||||w an Mur wUnhes; 

Go jnst aldie, yet atciHHRMW bis own. 

In Poets as true gem^teoat rare, 

True tM^ as setdote » the Critic's sfaar^ 
Both from Heaven derive thrirflq^, 

ipPhea^j^^lb judge, as well as theoa 

Let sd^piMh others who themselves enritl, , 
And eenStue finely who have wntten well 
Authors are partial to their wit, *tis tnte} 

But are not Cntiesto their judgment too 7 
Yet, if we look more elosriy, we shall find 
Most have rite seeds of Judgment in their 
mind 

Nature affords at least a gfmm’rmg light ] 

'I he lines, though touch'd but fiuntly, are 
drawn right 

But as the slightest sketch, if justly trac'd. 

Is by*ill*co]onng but the more disgrac’d, 
bo by fiilse learning is good sense defac'd 
borne are bewilder d in the maze of schools, 
And some made coxcombs Nature meant but 
fools 

In search of wit these lose their common sense, 
\nd then turn Critirs m thoir own defence 
k,M h bums alike, who can or cannot write, 

< >r*with d Rival s or an Cunurh a spite 
All fools have still an itching to deride. 

And fun would be upon the laughing side I 
It Mtvius scribble in*'ApoUo’s spite, ' 

'i here are who jildge still worse than, he 
can write / [possd, 

, Some hnve_ 3 |r first for Wits then Poets 
'Tilfll'd CrltMSsnext, and prov d plain fools at 
last 

Some neither can for Wits nor Critics pass j 
As ho ivy mules Mfo flUm^orse uor ass 
Those half-leanrWvilffl|lf nurn’rous in ou 
isle. 

As balf-form’d insects on the banks of Nile, 
Uuflmsli^thi'^B, one knows not what to call, 
Their generation's so equivocal 
To tell 'iffii would a hundred tongues require, 
•Or one vain wit's, that might a hundred tire 
But you, who seek to give and ment fame, 
And justly bear a Critic’s noble name, 

Be eure yourself and your own reach to know, 
How far your genius, taste, and learning go, 
Launch not beyond your depth, but be disc reet, 
aind-niark that point where sense and dullness 


Nature to all things fix'd the limits fit, 

And wisely cuih'd proud man’s pretending 
wil 

As on the land while here the ocean guns. 

In other puts it leaves wide sandy phias. 
Thus m the soul while aeiiKify prevuls, 

The aoUd pow’r d undustandiug fiuls, 
WIM b ea m s of warm imsgiaation play, 
m m Wn M e eiy's soft figures i^t awsy. 
llim uriuhoe tialy wiu one gemus fit; 

test ii art, so narrow homan wit 
Not only faouu^ to pecniiar arts, 

Bat eft in those confin’d to single parts 
Lihp kingSr we lose the conquests gun’d be- 


moct 


By vain ambition still to make them more, 
^eh might his sevnaJ province well coin- 
aoiM, 

WoaU nB Ito stoop to what they understand 
Fhat fellow Nature, and your judgment 
ftome 

By her just stsndard, which is still the same 
Unemng Nuare, atiU divinely bright, 

One clmu, unphang'd, and universal light; 
Life, force, and.beaufy, must to all impart, 

At once the sou^e, and end, and test of Art 
Art ftom that fund each just supply provides, 
Woriu without show, and without pomp pre¬ 
sides 

In some fiur body thna th’ infoiteing soul 
With spirits feeds, with vigor fills the whole. 
Each niotion guides, and ev'ry nerve sustuns, 
Itself unseen, but in th' effe^ remains 
Some, to whmn Heaven in wit has been pro- 
fiice, 

Want as much more to turn it to its use , 

For wit and judgment often are at strife, 
Though meant each other s aid, like man and 
wife. 

'Tie more to guide, than spar the Muse's stetd , 
Restrain his fury, than provoke hia speed 
The winged courser, like a gen’ruuB horse. 
Shows most true mettle when you chetk his 
course 

Those rules of old discover’d not devu’d, 
Are Nature stiU, but Nature methodis d 
Nature, like liberty, is but restrain’d 
By the same laws which first herself ordain d 
Hear how learn'd Greece her useful rules 
indites, 

When to repress, and when indulge our 
flighte, 

High on Parnassus’ top her sons she shon ct. 
And pomted out those arduous paths they 
trod 

Held from afar, aloft, th’ immortal prize. 

And urg’d the rest by equal steps to riM 
Just precepts thus from great exampli s giv en. 
She drew ftom them what they deriv’d from 
heaven 

The gen reus Cntic fann’d the Poet's fire. 
And taught the world with reason to admire 
Then Critiiism the Muse’s handmaid piov’d, 
To dress her 'harms, and make her more be- 
lov’d. ' 
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But foUbwing wits from tluA intMtiba itf^; 
Who could not win tha nuotieas, «ao'd the 
maid; 

Against the Poets tjieir own nma -tiiey turn'd, 
Bure to hate most^m own fitna vrhooi they 
ieam’d: 

So inodeni 'Potheeaiiestaught theia|. - 
Jty Doctors’ bitls to ^y the 
Bold in the praotkxof mistakffit mletr, ' ' 


Great Wits smnhtiiBeflinay g^rbimly aihiid, 
And riae toT^o^ true Critics dare not mend.' 
But though the Aseieats thus theirss;^ <i*~- 
Tsde, t®™®/ 

As kings dispe^ wHh laws themselTas have 
Modems, bevt^l or, if you must c^end 
Against the mee^, ne’er trans^essihi end; 
I<mitheaefldam,aiidcompfiU'd'liy~iwedj . 
Llmd hate at least, their precedent to {d^. 


Prescribe, apply, and call their maeten Ihdftc' * The (hritic else proceeds without remorse. 
Some on tiie l^es of aaeient authors fUKf, ‘ Senes your ftsne, and puts his laws in force. 



Nor time nor moths e’er qmil’d so much as 
they: 

Some drily plain, without iaismtions idd, 

Write dull receive how poems may be made. 

These leave the Sense, ^ehr lManii^ to dis¬ 
play } 

.Vnd those explain the meaning quite away. 

You, then, whose judgment the right course 
would steer, 

Know well each Ancient’s proper character: 

Ilia fable, subject, seiqm in ov’iy page; 

Religion, country, genius of hhi ^; «- 
^Vithout all these at once heSotyjowe wjms, 

Cavil you may, but never critifise. 

Be Homer’s works your ^udyand deligM ; 

Read them by day, and meditate by night: 

'J'hence form your judgment, thence .year 
maxims bring. 

And trace the Muses npwotd to their is^ttg. 

Btill with itself compar’d, his text peruse; 

And let your comment be the Mantuan Muse. 

When first young Maro, in his boundless 
mind, 

A work t' outlast immortal Rome dedgn’d, 

Perhaps he seem’d above the Critic’s law, 

Aud but from Nature’s fountains scorn’d to 
draw: 

But when t’ examine ev’ry part he came, 

Nature and Homer were, he found, the same. 

(’fin vinc’d, amax'd, he checks the boh! design; 

And rules as strict his labor’d work confine, 

As if the Stagyrite o’erlo^’d each line. 

Learn hence for ancient rules a just esteem; 

To copy nature is to copy them. 

Some beauties yet no pneepts can declare; 

For there’s a haj^^em as weu as core: 

Music resembles Poetry; in each 
Are nameless graces which no metbofoi teach, 

And which a master-hand alone can reach. 

If, where the rules not for enough extend, 

(Since rules were mode but to promote their 
end,) 

Borne lucky license answer to the full 
'I'h’ intent propos’d, that license is a rule. 

Thus Pegasus, a nearer way to take. 

May boldly deviate frmn the common trf ck $ 

From vulgar bounds with brave disorder part, 

And snatch a grace beyond the reach of art, 

Which, without passing through the judg¬ 
ment, gains 

The heart, and ail its end at once attains. 

In prospects thus,some objects please our eyes! Ami fills up all the mighty vdid of sense. 
Which out of natuni's comtnoii orflor rise, i If once right reason drives that cloud awaV, 
ess rock or hniiging precipice. I Truth breaks upon us willisresistlccs day. 

\ • * 


I know frtere are, to whose presumptuous 
thoughts ^. 

Thohd iksBr bcs^^l^ e’en in than, qeem 
' foults: [p®>®V 

Some figures manilMes and nuB-sha{i'd ap- 
Consider’d singly^ dr behold too near; 

Whieh^ but propoitian’d to their li|^, 


ilace, 

Dtm^lhiit^ee reconciles to fom 
A fpideht chief not always must 4 
BGi'ij^Ow’ra in equal ranks, and fitir , 

But with 'dt’ occasion and the place comply, 
Coadetd ha force, nay seem sometimes to fiy 
Those 0 ^ are sttatagena Which errors seem; . 
Nor is it Hotner nods, but we that dream. 

Still ipeen with bays eaoh andent altar 
stands, 

Above the leaeh of sacrilegious hands; 
Secure frdm foones, from ii^vy’s fiercer rage. 
Destructive War, and all-involving Age. 

See from each clime the team’d their incense 
bring! 

Hear, in aU tongues consenting Pcans ring! 
In ifHoise so just let ov’iy voice be join'd. 

And fill the gen’ral chorus of mankind. 

Hail, Bards triumphant! born in happier days; 
Immortal heirs of universal praise! 

Whose honors vdth increase of ages grow. 

As streams roll down, enlarging as they flow; 
Nations unborn your mighty names shall sound. 
And worlds applaud that must not yet be 
fomid! 

O may some spark of yoi£.i.ceteBtial fire. 

The last, the meanest of your sons inspire, 
(That on weak wings, fromYar, pursues your 
flights; ' Twri tolUi 

Glows white he reads, but tre'ni&tcs^as he 
To teach vain Wits a science little known; 
T’ admire superi or seflge ,jtnd doubt their 

Of all the cause^mi^ conspire to blind 
Man’s erring judgment, and misguide the 
mind, 

Vf hat the weakhead with 8tron((>'!st rules, 

Is Pride, the never-failing vice of fods. 
Whatever Nature has in worth denial, 

She gives in large recruits of needful Pride; 
For as in bodies, thus in souls, we find 
What wants in blood and spirits, sweU’d with 
wind: 

Pride, where Wit failq, steps ii. to eurdefence. 
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Trust not yourself; but, your defects to know, 

, Makc^nse of ev’ry friend—and ev’ry foe. 

JUtteJeaming is a dang'rous thing ; 

>rri?K^eep, or taste not the Pierian spring 
There shallow draughts intoxicate the bruin, 

And drinking largely sobers us again. 

,Fir’d at first sight with what the Alu.se im- 
parU, [Arts, 

In' fearless youth we tempt the heights of 
While from the bounded level of our mind 
Short views we take, nor see the lengths be¬ 
hind ; [prise, 

But, more advanc’d, behold with strange sur- 
New distant scenes of endless science rise ! 

So plhas’d at first the tow’riiig Alps we tr), 

Alount o’er the vales, and seem to tread the 
sky; 

Th’ eternal snows appear already past, [last 
And the first clouds and inountaiiis seem ll.e 
But, those attain'd, we ticnible to survey 
The gnii||bg hiliors of the lengthen'd w.ay ; 

Th' inweasnig prosjiect tires our wand ring 
eyes, 

Hills peep o'er hills, and Alps on Alps arise! 

A perfect judge will re.ad each work of Wit 
Willi the same spirit tliat its aiitliur writ; 

Survey J:ho whole, nor seek slight faults to find, 

Where nature move.s, and rapture warms the 
mind ; 

Nor lose, for that malignant dull delight. 

The geii'rous pleasure to lie cliarm d with wil. 

But, in such Jays as neither ehh nor Ilow', 

Correctly cold, and rcgiilarlv low ; 

That, shunning faults,one iiiiic! tenor keep; 

We cannot blame indeed—hut we may sleep. 

Ill Wit, as Nature, what alfects our hearts 
Is not th' exactness of peculiar pirts ; 

'Tis not a lip, or eye, we heauty call. 

But the joint force and full result of nil. 

Thus w hen we view some well-proportion'd 
• dome, [Rome ' 

The world'.s just wonder, and e’en thine, O 
No single parts unt;t.)ually surprise ; 

All eoaics-united to th/adiuiriiig c^cs 
No laonstrous heigldf, or breadth, or length 
appearj / * 

■'I’he, whole at oiic^is bold and regular. 

' 'iW.f WCB P * 1^ 11X8 a faultless piece to sec, 

Thinks what ne’er was, nor is, nor e’er 
shall be. 

In evVy work regard the writer’s end, [tend ; 

Since none can compass more than they iii- 
And if the means be just, the conduct true, 

Applause, in spite of trivial faults is due. 

, As men of brei^^ing, sometimes men of wit, Clears and improves whate'er it shines upon j 
'T’^iivoiif^Oiit errors, must I he less commit j * It gilds all objects, ljul it alters none. 

Neglect tl# rules each verbal Critic lays, Expsess^ii is the dress of thought, and still 

For not to know some trifles is a praise. Appears more decent ns more suitable 

Alost Critics, i’ond of some subservient art, 

Still make the wliole depe>id upon a part 
They talk of principles, but notions prize; 

And all to one lov’d folly sacrifice. 

Unce on k time, Ba 'Mancha’s Knight, 
they say, 

A certain Bard encount’ring on the way, 

VI. r.. v.Nos, 71 


Discours’d in terms as just, with looks as sage, 
As e’er could Dennis, of the Grecian stage j 
Concluding all were desp’ratc sots and fools. 
Who durst depart from Aristotle’s rules. 

Our Author, happy in a judge so nice, 
Froduc’d his play, and begg'd the Knight's 
advice; 

Made him okserve the subject and the plot, 
The manners, passions, unities—what not ? 
•Ml which, exact to rule, were brought about, 
VVeiij but a (’ombat in the lists left out. 

“ What 1 leave the Combat out?’’ exclaims 
the Knight; 

‘‘ Y< s, or v.e must renounce the Stagynte." 

“ Not so, by heaven !’’ he answers iii a rage ; 

“ Knights, squires, and steeds, must enter on 
the sl.ige." [t.ain." 

“So \.iht a tliroi.g tlie sta,gc can ne’er con- 
'I’lieii build a new, or at", it on .i plain.’’ 
Thus Crilies, of less judgment ihaii caprice, 
Cuiious, not knowing; not cxael, but nice: 
Form shor* ido.is ; and ufl'eiid in arts, 

(As most in manners) by a love to parts. 

iSume To Conceit alone their taste confine, 
And glitt’riiigV^ughts struck out at ev’ry 
hue J ^ ^ [fit; 

I’leas’d with a work where nothing's just or 
One glaring chaos and wild heap of wit. 
I’oets. like ji.iinters. thus, uiiskiird to trace 
The Tiakt'd nature ar.il the living grace 
V\'ith gold and jewels cover every part, 

And hide with oriiair.eiits their want of art. 
True wot IS Nature to advantage dress'd ; 

\\ Jiat oft was thought, but ne’ci .so well ex¬ 
press'd ; [find, 

.Something, who.-e truth convinc'd at sight we 
Tliat gives us back the image of our mind. 

.As shades more, swe etjy reeonijneiid the light, 
So modest phoniiess set.s off sprightly wit ; 
For works may have iiioro wit than does 'cm 
good ; 

As liodics jjcri.sh tliroucrh excess of blood. 

Others for langii.ige all their care express, 
And value hooks, as wcmieii men. for dress : 
Their praise is still—The .Style is excellent! 
The Sens!-, they humbly take upon content, “ 
Words are like leaves ; and, wlicrc they most 
abound, 

Aliich fruit of sense beneath is rarely found. 
F.alse eloquence, like the prismatic glass, 

Us gaudy colors spreads on ev’ry place; 

The face of Nature wc no more survey; 

Ml glares alike, without distinction gay ■. 

But true expression, like th’ unchanging Sun, 


.A vile conceit, in pompous words express’d, 

1.S like a clown in regal purple drest: 

For difl'’ieiit-styles with dift''re,nt subje,its sort. 
As sev’ral garbs, with country, town, and 
court. [tcnce: 

Some, by old words, to fame have ma de pre 
Ancients in phrase,mere moderns inthei 4 ||||P^ 
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Such labor’d nothinga, in so atrange a atyle, 
Amaze the unleam'd, and make the learned 
Unlucky m Fungoao in the play, [aroile. 
These epuka, with awkward vanity display 
What the fine gentleman wore yesterday ! 

And but so mimic ancient wits at best, [drest. 
As apes our grandsires in their doublets 
In words, as {kshions, the same rule will 
Alike fantastic, if too new or old. [hold; 
Be not the first by whom the new are tried, 
Nor yet the last to lay the old aside. 

But most by numbers judge a poet’s song; 
And smooth or rough, with them, is right or 
wrong: [conspire. 

In the bright Muse though thousand charms 
Her voice is all these tuneful fools admire; 
Who haunt Parnassus but to please their ear, 
Not mend their minds; os some to church re¬ 
pair. 

Not for the doctrine, but the music there. 
These equal syllables alone require, 
though oft the ear the open vowels tire; 
While expletives their feeble aid do join. 

And ten low words oft creep in one^dull line : 
While they ring round th^ same unvaried 
chimes, c 

With sure returns of Aill expected rhymes: 
Where’er you find “ the cooling western 
breeze,” [trees 

In the next line, “it whispers through the 
If crystal streams “with pleasing murmurs 
creep,” [“ sleep.” 

The reader’s threaten’d (not in vain) with 
Then, at the last and only couplet, fraught 
With some unmeaning thing they call a 
thought, 

A needless Alexandrine ends the song. 

That, like a wounded snake, drags its slow 
length along. [know 

Leave such to tune their own dull rhymes, and 
What's roundly smooth, or languishingly slow; 
And praise the easy vigor of a line [ness join. 
Where Denham’s strength and Waller’s sweet- 
True ease in writing comes from art, not 
chance, [dance. 

As those move easiest who have team’d to 
’Tis not enough no harshness gives ofience, 
The sound must seem an echo to the sense : 
Soft is the straio when z^hyr gently bloen, 
And the smooth stream in smoother numbers 
flows; 

But when loud surges lash the sounding shore. 
The hoarse, rough verse should like the tor¬ 
rent roar. 

When Ajax strives some rock’s vast weight 
to throw, [slow: 

The line too labors, and the wo^ move 
Net so, when swift Camilla scours tlm plain, 
Flies o’er th’ unbending corn, and skims along 
the main. 

Hear how Timotheus' varied lays sui^ise. 
And bid alternate passions fall and rise! 
While, at each change, the son of Libyan 
Jove [love; 

(HHillllurns with glory, and then mehs with 


[noa it 

Now his fierce eyes with spoiUing fury glow, , 
Now sighs steal out, and tears begin tq flow ; , 
Persians and Greeks like turns of natur’**’-*' 
found, '^t?®SSSnd S 

And the world’s victor stood subdu’d by 


But where’s the man who counsdl can be^ 
stow, [know 7 

Still pleas'd to teach, and yet not prou'd to 
Unbiass’d, or by favor or by spite; 

Not dully prepossess'd, nor Uindly right; 
Though learn’d, well-bred; and though well 
bred, sincere; 

Modestly bold, and humanly severe; 

Who to a ftiend his faults can freely show. 

And gladly praise the merit of a foe ? 

Blest with a taste exact, yet unconfin’d; 

A knowledge both of books and human kind ; 
Gen’rous converse; a soul exempt from 
pride; 

And love to praise, with reason oi^|i| sidSll 
Such once were critics; such thellappy few 
Athens and Rome in better ages knew. 

The mighty Stagyrite first left the shore. 

Spread all his sails, and durst the deeps 
explore: 

He steer’d securely, and discover’d ff^r. 

Led by the light of the Meonian Star. 

Poets, a race long unconfin’d and free, 

Still fond and proud of savage liberty. 

Receiv’d his laws, and stood convinc’d ’twaa fit, 
Who conquer’d Nature, should preside o'er 
Wit. 

Horace still charms with graceful negligence. 
And without method talks us into sense; 

Will, like a friend, familiarly convey 
The truest notions in the easiest way. 

He who, supreme in judgment as in wit. 

Might boldly censure, as he boldly writ; 

Yet judg’d with coolness, though he sung 
with fire; 

His precepts teach but what his works inspire. 
Our critics take a contrary extreme; 

They judge with fuiy,^ but they write with 
phlegm; \ 

Nor suffers Hoiice more ta wrong translations 
By wits, than critics in as yrong quotations. 

See Dionysius Homer’s thoSgiittnvrAiMff*' ' 
And call new beauties forth from ev’ry line' 
Fancy and art in gay Petronius please; 

The scholar’s learning, with the courtier's 
ease. 


In grave Quintilian’s copious work, we find 
The justest rules and clearest method join’d . 
Thus useful arms in magazinq; wejiJgcef 
f All rang’d in order, and dispos’d with grace; 
But less to please the eye, than anfitbe hand; 
Still fit for use, and ready at command. 

Thee, bold Longinus, oil the Nine insjure. 
And bless their critic with a poet’s fire: 

An ardent judge, who, zealous in his trusL ■ 
With warmth gives sentence, yet is always 
just; * • 

Whose own example strengthens all his laws; 
And is himself thid gre^subUs^he fin^n- 

\ " ■ 
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Thus long succeeding critics justly reign'd, 
License repress’d, and useful laws ordain'd: 
^Lni^rping and Rome alike in empire grew, 
And a?ts still follow’d where her eagles flew; 
From the same foes, at last, both felt their 
doom; 

, .And the same age saw learning fall, and Rome. 
With tyranny then superstition join’d; 

As that the body, this enslav’d the mind : 
Much was believ'd, but little understood ; 

And to be dull was construed to be good; 

A second deluge learning thus o’er-ran; 

And the monks finish’d what the Goths be¬ 
gan. [name. 

At * length Erasmus, that great injur’d 
(The glory of the priesthood, and the shame !) 
Stemm’d the wild torrent of a barb’rous age, 
And drove those holy Vandals off the stage. 

But see! each muse, in Leo’s golden days, 
Starts from her trance, and trims her wither’d 

Rome’s ancient Genius, o’er its ruins spread, 
Shakes off the dust, and rears its rev’rend 
head. 

Then sculpture and her sister-arts revive; 
Stones leap’d to form, and rocks began to 
lire: 

With sweeter notes each rising temple rung : 
A Raphael painted, and a Vida sung. 

Immortal Vida! on whose honor’d brow I 
’/’he poet’s bays and critic’s ivy grow : 
Cremona now shall ever boast thy name. 

As neiCt in place to Mantua, next in fame! 

But soon, by impious arms from Latium 
chas’d, [pass’d; 

I'hcir ancient bounds the banish'd nmses 
'Fhence arts all o’er the northern world ad¬ 
vance. 

But critic-learning flourish’d most in France ; 
The rules a nation born to serve obeys, 
And*Boileau still in right of Horace sways. 
But we, brave Britons, foreign laws despis’d, 
And kept unconquer’d and uncivilis’d; 

Fierce for the liberties 3f wit, and bold. 

We still defied the limans, as of old. 

* Yet some there wc^ among the sounder few 
\ Of those who l^ss Resum'd, and better knew, 
Who dUlliniiiSH the justcr ancient cause, 
And here restor’d wit’s fundamental laws. 

' Such was the muse whose rules and practice 
tell, 

V Nature’s chief master-piece is writing well.” 
Such was Roscommon, not more learn’d than 
good, 

lirithVn aaMin gtn’rous as his noble blood; 

To him the wit of Greece and Rome was 
kno^, 

Amd ev'ry author’s merit but his own. 

^ Such late was Walsh, the muse’s judge and 
friend. 

Who justly knew to blame or to commend; 
To failings mitdi bat zealoup for desert; 

The clearest head, End the sincerest heart. 

* Tills humble praise, lamented shade! receive ji 
This^praSw at least a ^.-ateful muse may give: | 


The muse, whose early voice you taught to 
sing, [mngr 

Prelcrib’d her heights, and prun’d her tender 
(Her guide now lost) no more attempts to rise. 
But in low numbers short excursions tries; 
Content, if hence th’ unlearn’d their wants 
may view j 

The learn’d reflect on what before they knew: 
Careless of censure, nor too fond of fame; 
Still pleas’d to praise, yet not afraid to blame; 
Averse alike to flatter, or offend; 

Not free from faults, nor yet too vunto mend. 

$ 9. The Rajte qf the Lock. Pops. 

CANTO I. 

What dire offence from am'rous causes 
springs, 

What mighty contests rise from trivial things, 
I sing—This verse to Cakyl, Muse ! is due ; 
This e’en Belinda may vouchsafe to view ; 
Slight is the subject, but hot so the praise. 

If she inspire, and he approve my lays. 

Say strange motive, goddess! could 
compel . 

A well-bred lon^’ assault a gentle belle T 
O say, what stranger i^use, yet unexplor’d, 
Could make a gentle belle reject a lord ? 

In tasks so bold can little men engage ? 

And in soft bosoms dwells such mighty rage ? 
Sol through white curtains shot a tim’rous 
ray, 

And op’d those eyes that must eclipse the day ' 
Now lap-dogs give themselves the rousing 
shake. 

And sleepless lovers, just at twelve, awake : 
Thrice ruAg the bell, the slipper knock’d the 
ground. 

And the press’d watch return’d a silver sound. 
Belinda still her downy pillow press’d, 

Her guardian sylph prolong’d the balmy rest— 
’Twas he had summon’d to her silent bed 
The morning dream that hover’d o’er her 
head— [beau, 

A youth more glitt’ring than a birth-night 
That e’en in slumber caus’d her cheek to 
glow, 

Seem’d to her ear his winning lips to lay, 

And thus in whispers said, or seem'd to say: 

Fairest of mortals, thou distinguish'd care 
Of thousand bright inhabitants of air! 

If e’er one vision touch’d thy infant thought, 
Of all the nurse and all the priest have taught; 
Of aiiy elves by moonlight shadows seen, 

The silver token, and the circled green; 

Or virgins visited by angel-powers, 

*With golden crowns, and wreaths of heavenly 
• flqgv’rs; 

Hear and believe! thy own importance know. 
Nor bound thy narrow view to things below. 
Some secret truths, from learned pride con¬ 
ceal’d, 

To maids alone and children are reveal’d; 
What though no credit doubting wits may 
give. 

The fair and innocent shall still believe.lV^ ' 

K 2 
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. T%an, issuing forth, the rival of his beams 
.^^auDch’d on the bosom of the silver 'I'hames. 
JFair nymphs, and well-drcst youths, around 
* her shone; 

Hut ev’ry eye was fix’d on her alone. 

On her white breast a sparkling cross she 
wore, 

Which Jews might kiss, and Infidels adore. 

Her lively looks a sprightly mind disclose. 
Quick as her eyes, and as unfixt as those •, 
Favors to none, to all she smiles extends ; 

Oft she rejects, but never once offends. 

Dright as the sun her eyes the gazers strike. 
And, like the .sun, they shine on all alike. 

Yet graceful case,and sweetness void of pride, 
Might hide their faults, if belles had faults to 
hide: 

If to her share some female errors fall. 

Look on her face, and you’ll forget them all. 

This nymph, to the destruction of mankind. 
Nourish’d two Locks, which graceful hung be¬ 
hind 

In equal curls, and well conspir’d to deck 
With shining ringlets the smooth iv’ry neck. 
Love in these labyrinths his slaves detains. 

And mighty hearts are held in slender chains 
With hairy springes we the birds betray ; 

Slight lines of hair surprise the finny prey ; 
Fair tresses man's imperial race ensnare. 

And beauty draws us with a single hair. 

Til' advent’rous Baron the bright lucks ad¬ 
mir’d ; 

He aaiv, he wish’d, and to the prize aspir'd. 
Resolv’d to win, he meditates the way. 

By force to ravish, or by fraud betray ; 

For when success a lover's toil attends. 

Few ask, if fraud or force attain'd his ends. 

For this, ere Phoebus rose, he had implor’d 
Propitious Heaven, and ev'ry pow’r ador'd; 
But chiefly Lore—^to Love an altar built 
Of twelve vast French romances, neatly gilt. 
There lay three garters, half a pair of gloves ; 
And all the trophies of his former loves ; 

With tender billet-doux he lights the pjre, 
And breathes three yim’rous sighs to raise 
the fire; y • 

Then prostrate falL, and bcgs,with ardent eyes, 
Soon t(),qlLtgiu; long possess the prize. 
*rhe pow’rs gave ear, and granted half hic 
pray’r ; 

• The rest, the winds dispers’d in empty air. 

But now secure the painted vessel glides. 
The sun-beams trembling on the floating tides; 
While melting music steals upon the sky, 
Andjofteii ’d sounds along the water die; 

tHI waves, the Zephyrs gcntlj^l 

plajK 

Ftelioda smil'd, and all the world was gay. 
^lll but the Sylph—with careful thoughts op> 
prest, 

, JT *h* impending woe sat heavy on his breast. 
He'summon'd straight his denizens of air. 

The lucid squadrons round the sails repair; 
Soft o’er the shrouds aerial whispers breathe, 
That seem'd bat Zephjrs to the train beneath. 


Some to the sun their insect wings unfold, 

Waft on the breeze, or sink in clouds of geld; 
Transparent forms, too fine for mortal sight, 
I'heir fluid bodies half-dissolv'd in light. 

Loose to the wind their airy garments flew, 
Thin glitt’ring textures of the filmy dew, 

Dippd in the richest tincture of the skies, 
Wi.ere light disports in cvcr-iniiigling djes; 
Where ev’ry beam new transient colors flings. 
Colors that change whene’er they wave their 
wings. 

Amid the circle on the gilded mast, 

Superior by the head, was Ariel plac’d; 

Ills purple pinions op’ning to the sun, 
lie rais'd las azure wand, and thus begun: 

Ye sylphs and sylpluds, to your chief give 
car; 

Fays, fairies, genii, elves, and demons, hear! 

Ye know tlie splieres and various tasks assign’d. 
By laws eternal, to th’ aerial kind. 

Some 111 the fields of purest etVier play, 

.And b.aBk and whiten in the blaze of day ; 
Some guide the course of wand'ring orbs on 
hlfeh. 

Or roll tlie pla^i^s through the boundless sky; 
Some, less refin^ beneath the moon’s pale 
light, » 

Pursue the stars that shoot athwart the night, 
Or suck the mists in grosser air below. 

Or dip their pinions in the painted bow, 

Or brew fierce tempests on the wint’iy main, 
Or o’er tbe glebe distil the kindly rain : 
Others on earth o’er human race preside, 
Watch all their ways, and all their actions 
guide : 

Of these the chief the care of nations own. 
And guard with arms divine the British 
throne. 

Our liuniblc province is to tend tbe fair, 

Not a less pleasing, though less glorious care; 
To save the powder from too rude a gale, 

Nor let th' iinpnaon’d essences exhale ; 

To draw fresh colors from the vernal llow’rs; 
To steal from rainbows, ere they drop in 
show’rs, 

A brighter wash ; to curl their waving hairs. 
Assist their blushes, and inspire their airs ; 
Nay oft. in dreams, invention we bestow, 

To change a flounce, or add a furbelow. 

This day black omens threat the brightest fair 
That e’er deserv’d a w.vtchful spirit’s care ; 
Some dire disaster, or by force, or slight; 

But what, or where, the fates have wrapt in 
night. 

Whether the nymph shall break Diana’s law, 
Or some frail China jar receive a flaw ; 

Or gtain her honor, or her new brocade ; 
Forget Iter pray’rs, or miss a masquerade ; 

Or lose her heart, or necklace, at a ball; 

Or whether Ileav'n has doom’d that Shock 
must fall. 

Haste tlmn, ye spirits! to your charge repair: 
The flutt’ring fan be Zephyretta’s care; 

The drops to thee, Brillante, we consign; 
And, MomentUla, let the watch be thine; . 
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Do Aon, CSri^Ma, tend her fav’rite lock 
Ariel hinuelf shall be the guard of Shock. 

To fifty chosen sylphs, of special note, 

We trust the important charge, the Petticoat; 
Oft have we known that seven-fold fence to fail, 
Though ettff with hoops, and arm’d with ribs 
of whale; 

Form a strong line about the silver bound, 
And guard the wide circumference around. 

Whatever spirit, careless of his cha^, 

His post neglects, or leaves the fair at large. 
Shall feel shafp vengeance soon o’ertake his 
sins, 

Be stopp’d in vials, or transfix’d with pins; 

Or {dung’d in lakes of bitter washes lie. 

Or wedg’d whole ages in a bodkin's eye: 
Gums and {xjmatnms shall his flight restrain. 
While clogg’d he beats his silken wings in 
vain; 

Or alum styptics, with contracting pow’r, 
Shriitk his thin essence like a shrivell’d flow’r; 
Or. as Ixion fix’d, the wretch shall feel 
The giddy motion of the whiriing wheel; 

In fiithes of burning chocolate shall glow. 

And tremble at the sea thatfiKdhs below. 

He s|>oke j the spirits Ixom the soils de¬ 
scend ; ‘ 

Some, orb in orb, around the nymph extend; 
Some thrid the mazy ringlets of her hair; 
Some hang u{>on the pendants of her ear; 
With beating hearts the dire event they wait, 
Anxious, and trembling for the birth of fate. 

CANTO Ill. 

Closk by those meads, for ever crown’d 
with flow’rs, [tow’rs. 

Where Thames with pride surveys his rising 
There stands a structure of majestic frame. 
Which from the neighb’ring Hampton takes 
its name. 

Here Britain’s statesmen oft the fall foredoom 
Of !(breign tyrants, and of nymphs at home; 
Here thou, great Anna! whom Aree realms 
obey, [tea. 

Dost sometimes counsel take, and sometimes 
Hither the heroes and Ae nymphs resort. 
To taste a while Ae pleasures of a court; 

In various talk Ae instructive hours they 

pa“’d, » 

Who gave the ball, or paid the visit last; 

One speaks the glory of a British queen. 

And one describes a charming Indian screen j 
A third interprets motions, looks, and eyes j 
At ev’ry word a reputation dies. 

Snuff, or the fan, supply each pause of chat; 
With singing, laughing, ogling, and all that. 

Meanwhile, declining from the noon of ^ay, 
The sun obliquely shoots his burning ray; 
The hungry judgM soon the sentence sign. 
And wretches Imng, that jurymen may dine; 
The merchant llrom A’ Exchange returns in 
peace. 

And the long labora of the toilet cease. 
Baling now, whom Airst of feme invites, 
Buns to eaeoualer two advenfrous knights. 


At ombre singly to* decide their doom; 

And swells her breast wiA conquest yet to 
come, 

Straight Ac three bands preimre in aflnsto 
Each band Ae number of the sacred nine. 
Soon as she spreads her hand, the aerial guard 
Descend, and sit on each important card : , 

First Ariel perch’d upon a matadore. 

Then each according to the rank they bore; 
For sylphs, yet mindful of their ancient race. 
Are, as when women, wondrous fond of 
place. 

Behold, four kings in majesty rever’d. 

With hoary whiskers and a forky beard; 

And four fair queens whose hands sustain a 
flow’r, 

Th’ expressive emblem of their softer pow’r; 
Four knaves in garbs succinct, a trusty band. 
Caps on their heads, and halberds in their 
hands j 

And party-color'd troops, a shining train, *% 
Drawn forth to combat on the velvet plain. 
The skilful nymph reviews her force with 
care, [they were. 

Let Spades be tramps! she said, and trumps 
Now move to war her sable matadore.s. 

In show like leaders of the swarthy Spoors. 
Spadillo first, unconquerable lord ! 

Led off two captive trumps, and swept the 
board. 

As many more Manillo forc’d to yield. 

And march'd a victor from the verdant field. 
Him Basto follow’d; but his fate, more hard. 
Gain’d but one trump, and one plebeian card. 
With his broad sabre next, a chief in years. 
The hoary majesty of Spades appears. 

Puts forth one manly leg, to sight reveal’d. 
The rest his many-color’d robe conceal'd. 

The rebel knave, who dares his prince engage, 
Proves the just victim of his royal rage. 

E’en mighty Pam, that kings and queens o’er- 
threw. 

And mow’d down armies in the fights of Loo, 
Sad chance of war! now destitute of aid. 

Falls undistinguish’d by t[ie victor Spade! 

Thus far both armies to Belinda yield} 

Now to the Baron fate incites the field. i 
His warlike Amazon her hosTltiredes^ 

Th' imperid consort of the crown of Spades. 
The Club’s black tyrant first her victim died. 
Spite of his haughty mien, and barb’rous pride. 
What boots the regal circle on his head; 

His giant limbs, in state unwieldy spread; 
That long behind he trails his pompous robe. 
And, of ^1 monarchs, only gpt^{>s 
( The Baron now his Diamonds pours apace; 
Th’ embroider'd king who shows bik half his 
face, [bin’df 

And his refulgent queen, with powers com- 
Of broken troops an easy conquest find. 

Clubs, Diamonds, Hearts, in wilddisorder sepn. 
With Aronp promiscuous strow the level 
green. * 

Thus when dispers’d a routed anny runs. 

Of Asia’s troops, and Afii^’s sahj^sons. 
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3IVitfa like confuiton diff’nat natioiu fly, 
vafioua habit, and pf varioua dye j 
'??bB]HeTc’dbatt^ionaduanitedfidl [all. 
In heapa on beapa; one fate o’erwbelma them 
The knave of Diamonds tries his wiiy arts. 
And wins (oh ahameful chance!) the queen 
. of Hearts. 

At this, the blood the virgin’s cheek forsook; 
A livid paleness apreads o’er all her look j 
She aees, and trembles at the approaching ill. 
Just in tte jaws of rain, and Grille. 

And now (as oft in some distemper'd state) 
On one nice trick depends the gen’ral fate. 
An ace of Hearts steps forth : the king, un* 
’seen, [^ueen : 

LurkVl in her hand, and mourn’d his captive 
He springs to vengeance with an eager pace. 
And falls like thunder on the prostrate ace. 
The Nymph exulting fills with shouts the 
sky} 

The walls, the woods, and long canals reply. 

O thoughtless mortals f ever blind to fate, 
Too soon dejected, and too soon elate. 

Sudden these honors shall he snatch’d away, 
And curs’d for ever this victorious day. 

For, lo! the board with cups and spoons is 
qrown’d. 

The berries crackle, and the mill turns round: 
On shining altars of Japan they raise 
The silver lamp} the fiery spirits blaze : 

From silver spouts tbe grateful liquors glide. 
While China’s earth receives the smoking 
'tide : 

At once they gratify their scent and taste, 
And frequent cups prolong tbe rich repast. 
Straight hover roui^ the Fair her airy band ; 
Some, as she sipp’d, the fuming liquor fann’d} 
Some o’er her lap their careful plumes dis¬ 
play’d. 

Trembling, and conscious of the rich brocade. 
Cofihe (which makes the politician wise. 

And see through all things with his half-shut 
eyes) 

Sent up in vapours to the Baron’s brain 
New stratagems, the radiant Lock to gain. 

Ah, cease, rash youth! desist* ere ’tis too late, 
Feas the just goida^and think of Scylla’s fate! 
Chang'd to a bird, and sent to flit in air. 

She &arly pays tor Nisus’ injur’d hair'. 

But when to mischief mort^ bend their will. 
How soon they find fit instnunents of ill! 

Just then Clarissa drew, with tempting grace, 
A two-edg’d weapon from her shining case: 

So ladies, in romance, assist tbeir knight, 

spqpr, and arm him for the fight. 
Hetake^he gift with rev’rence, and extendi 
The littlcAngine on his finger’s ends} 

^hia just behind Belinda’s neck he apread, 

As o’er the fragrant ateama riiebenda her head. 
Swift to tbe LMk a thooaaud apritea repair, 
-“TA. (houaand wings, turns, blow back the 
hair} [ear} 

And thnce they twitch’d ^the diamond in her 
• Thrice she looks back,aad thrice the foe drew 
near. « 


Just in that instant, anxious Ariel sought 
The close recesses of the viigin’a thought: 

As on the nosegay in her breast reclin’d, 

He watch'd the ideas rising in her mind. 
Sudden he view’d, in spite of all her ait, 

An earthly lover lurking at her heart. 

Amaz’d, confus’d, he found his pow’r expir’d} 
Resign’d to fate, and with a sigh retir'd. 

The Peer imw spreads tbe glitt'ring forfex 
wide, 

T' inclose the Lock} now joins it to divide. 
E’en then, before the fatal engine clos'd, 

A wretch^ sylph too fondly interpos’d}. 

Fate urg’d the shears, and cut the sylph in 
twain, 

But airy sn^ance soon unites again } 

The meeting points tiie sacred hair dissever 
From the fair head, for ever, and for ever ! 
Then flash’d the living lightning from her 
eyes, 

And screams of horror rend th’affrighted skies. 
Not louder ahrieks to pitying heaven are cast. 
When husbands or when lapdogs breathe their 
last; 

Or when rich Ittnna vessels, fall’n from high, 
In glitt’ring dusrVnd oainted fragments lie ! 

'' Lot wreaths of tnumph now my temples 
twine, 

The victor cried: the glorious prize is mine ! 
While fish in streams, or birds delight in air, 
Or in a coach and six the British fair} 

As long as Atalantis shall be read, 

Or the small pillow grace a lady’s bed } 

While visits shall be paid on solemn days. 
When num’rouB wax-lights in bright order 
blaze} 

While nymphs take treats, or assignations give, 
So long my honor, name, and praise shall live' 
What time would spare, from steel receives its 
date, 

.\nd monuments, like men, submit to fate! 
Steel could the labor of the gods destroy. 

And strike to dust th’ imperial tow'rs of Troy; 
Steel could the works of mortal pride con¬ 
found, 

And hew triumphal arches to the ground. 
What wonder, then, fair Nymph I tliy hairs 
should ^1 

The conqu’ring force of unresisted steel V’ 

CAltTO IV. 

But anxious cares the pensive nymph op¬ 
press’d, 

And secret passions labor'd in her breast. 

Not youthful kings in battle seiz’d alive, 

Not scornful virgins who their charms survive. 
Nob ardent lovers robb’d of all tlteir bliss, 

Not anj^nt ladies when refus’d a kiss, 

Not tyrante fierce that unrepenting die. 

Not Cynthia when her mantua's pinn'd awry. 
E’er felt such rage, resentment, and despair. 
As thou, sad virgin ! for thy ravish’d hair. 

For, that «d moenent, when the sylphs 
withdrew. 

And Ariel weeping ftom Belinda flew, 
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Umbriel, a dusky melancholy sf^ite, 

As ever sullied the fair face of light, 

Down to the central earth, his proper scene, 
Repair’d to search the gloomy cave of Spleen. 

Swift on his sooty pinions flits the Gnome, 
And in a vapor reach’d the dismal dome. 

No clieerful breeze this sullen region knows; 
The dreaded East is all the wind that blows. 
Here, in a grotto, shelter’d close from air. 

And screen’d in shades from day’s detested 
She sighs for ^ver on her pensive bed, [glare. 
Fain at her side, and Megrim at her head, 
Two handmaids wait the throne ! alike in 
But diff’ring far in figure and in face, [place. 
Mere stood 111-nature, like an ancient maid. 
Her wrinkled form in black and white array’d, 
With store of pray’rs for mornings, nights, and 
noons. 

Her hand is fill’d; her bosom with lampoons. 
There Affectation, with a sicldy mien, 

Shows in her cheek the roses of eighteen ; 
Practis’d to lisp, and hang the head aside. 
Faints into airs, and languishes with pride ; 
On the rich quilt sinks with becomiitg woe. 
Wrapt in a gown, fur sicknegjfdlind for show. 
The fair ones feel such inaldaies as these. 
When each new nightniress gives a new dis¬ 
ease. 

A constant vapor o'er the palace flies. 
Strange phantoms rising as the mists arise; 
Dreadful as hermits' dreams in haunted 
shades. 

Or bright as visions of expiring maids. 

Now glaring fiends, and snakes on rolling 
spires. 

Pale spectres, gaping tombs, and purple fires; 
Now lakes of liquid gold, Elysian scenes. 

And crystal domes, and angels in macliines. 

Unnumber'd throngs on ev'iy side are seen 
Of bodies chang’d to various forms by Spleen. 
Here living tea-pots stand, one arm held out. 
One bent; the handle this, and that the spout; 
A pipkin there, like Homer's tripud, walks} 
Here sighs ajar, and there a goose-pie talks; 
Men prove with child, as povv’rful fancy 
works. 

And maids, turn’d bottles, call aloud for corks. 
Safe pass’d tlie Gnome through this fantas¬ 
tic band, « 

A branch of healing spleen-wort in his hand; 
Then thus address'd the Pow’r ■—Hail, way¬ 
ward queen! 

Who rule tlic sex to fifty from fifteen : 

Parent of vapors, and of female wit, 

Who give the hysteric or poetic fit; 

On various tempers act, by various ways, 
Make some take physic, others scribble pl^s | 
Who cause the proud their visits to dhiay, 
And send the godly in a pet to pray. 

A Nymph there is, that all thy pow'r disdains. 
And thousands more in equal mirth maintains. 
But, oh! if e’er thy Gnome could spoil a grace. 
Or ruse a pimple on a beauteous face. 

Like citron-waters matrons’ cheeks inflame. 
Or change complexions at a losiiig game; 
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If e’er with hairy horns I planted heads, •' v- 
Or rumpled petticoats, or tumbled beds, 

Or caus’d suspicion when no soul was 11 
Or discompos’d the head-dress of a prude. 

Or e’er to costive lapdogs gave disease, 

Which not the tears of brightest eyes could 


ease , 

Hear me, and touch Belinda with chagrin : 
That single act gives half the world the spleen. 

The g^dess, with a discontented air, 
Seems to reject him, though she grants his 


pray’r. [binds, 

A wondrous bag with both her hands she 
Like that where once Ulysses held the winds: 
There she collects the force of female lungs. 
Sighs, sobs, and passions, and the war of 
tongues; 

A vial next she fills with fainting fears. 

Soft sorrows, melting griefs, and flowing tears. 
The Gnome rejoicing bears her gifts away. 
Spreads his black wings, and slowly mount8%> 
day 

Sunk ill Thalestris’ arms the Nymph he found, 
Her eyes dejected, and her hair unbound : 
Full o’er their heads the swelling bag he rent, 
And all the Furies issued at the vent. 

Belinda burns with more than mortal .ire, 

And fierce Thalestris fans the rising fire. 

O wretched maid ! she spread her hands, and 
cried, [replied) 

(While Hampton’s echoes, Wretched maid ! 
Was it for this you took such constant care 
The bodkin, comb, and essence to prepare ? 
For this your Locks m paper durance bound, 


For this with tort’nng irons wreath’d around 1 
For this with fillets strain'd your tender head, 
And bravely bore the double loads of lead! 

Gods ' shall the ravisher display your hair. 
While the fops envy, and the ladies stare! 

Honor forbid 1 at whose uunvall’d shrine 
Ease, pleasure, virtue, all our sex resign. ' 
Metbiuks already I your tears survey, 

Already hear the horrid things they say ; 

Already see you a degraded toast. 

And ail your honor in a whisper lost! 

How shall 1, thdn, your hapless fame defend 7 
’'I'will then be infamy to sgpm your friend ! 

And shall this prize, th’ inestimable prize. 
Expos’d through crystal to the gazing eyes. 

And heighten’d by the diamond’s circling rays, 

On that rapacious hand for ever blaze 7 - 
Sooner shail grass in Hyde-park Circus grow. 
And wits take lodgings in the sound of Bow; 
Sooner let earth, air, sea, to chaos fall; 

Men, monkeys, lapdogs, parrotg, perj|h.a]^^, . 1 *" 
She said; then raging to Sir Plume repairs. 
And bids her beau demand the precious hairs; 
(Sir Plume of amber snufi'-box justly vain, « 
And the nice conduct of a clouded cane.) 

With earnest eyes, and round iinthinking 
face. 

He first the snufi'-box open’d, then the case. 

And thus broke ouf-^’ My Lord, why, what 
the devil! [must te civili 

Z-—4s! damn the Lock! 'f%ra Gad, you 
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, prithee, 
[his box. 
and rapp’d 


11 .] 

Ftogue on’t! 'tis post a jeat—^nay 
V Po* '■ 

C've her the hair!”—he spoke, 

It grieves me much (replied the peer again) 
Who speaks so well should ever speak in vain; 
But by this Lock, this sacred Lock, I swear, 
(.Which never more shall join its parted hair; 
Which never more its honors shall renew, 
Clipp’d from the lovely head where late it 
grew,) 

That while my nostrils draw the vital air. 

This hand, which won it, shall for ever wear. 
He spoke, and speaking in proud triumph 
spread 

The long-contended honors of her head, [so; 

But Umbriel, hateful Gnome! forbears not 
He breaks the vial whence the sorrows flow. 
I'hen, see! the nymph in beauteous grief ap¬ 
pears, [tears: 

Her eyes half-languistiing, half-drown’d in 
On her heav’d bosom hung her drooping head. 
Which with a sigh she rais’d, and thus she said : 

For ever curs’d be this detested day. 

Which snatch’d my best, my fav’rite curl 
away ! 

Happy, ah ten times happy, had I been, 

If Hampton-Court these eyes had never seen ! 
Yet am not I the first mistaken maid 
By love of courts to num'rous ills betray’d. 

Oh, had 1 rather unadmir’d remain'd 
In some lone isle, or distant northern land } 
Where the gilt chariot never marks the way. 
Where none learn Ombre, none e’er tacte 
bohea; 

There kept my charms conceal’d from mortal 
Like roses that in deserts bloom and die. [eye, 
What mov’d my mind with youthful lords to 
roam 7 

O had 1 stay’d, and said my pray’rs at home! 
'Twas this the morning omens seem’d to tell : 
Thrice from my trembling liand the patch-box 
fell; 

The tott’ring China shook without a wind; 
Nay, Poll sat mute, and Shock was most un¬ 
kind ! . 

A Sylph too warn’d mo of th*f threats of fate 
In mystic visions, jgow believ’d too late! 

See the poor remnants of tliese slighted hairs! 
My hand shall rend what e’en thy rapine 
spares : 

These in two sable ringlets taught to break. 
Once gave new beauties to the snowy neck; 
'Phe sister lock now sits uncouth alone, 

And in its fellow’s fate foresees its own; 

ha^gs, the fatal shears demands, 
jEn^emptfl once more thy sacrilegious handa 
Oh hadat<thou, cruel! been content to seise 
^airs less in sight, or any hairs but these! 

CAKTO V. 

- 'She said: the pitying audience melt in tears: 
Bat Fate and Jove had etopp’d the Boron's 
ears. 

• In vun Thalestris with reproach assails; 

For vrho wynon when fto Belinda iaila 7 
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Not half BO fix’d the Trojan could reaeia. 
While Anna begg’d, and Dido rag’d in vain. 
Then grave Clarissa graceful wav’d her fim; 
Silence ensu’d, and thus the nymph began : 
Say, vrhy are beauties prai^d and honor’d 
most, [toast f 

The wise man’s passion, and the vain man’s 
Why deck’d with all that land and sea affind, 
Why angels call’d, and angel-like ador’d ? 

Why round our coaches crowd the white-glov’d 
beaus. 

Why bows the side box from its inmost rows ? 
How vain ate all these glories, all our pains, 
Unless good sense preserve what beauty gains: 
That men may say, when we the front-box 
grace, 

Behold the first in virtue as in face! 

Oh! if to dance all night, and dress all day. 
Charm’d the small pox, or chas’d old age away. 
Who would not scorn what housewife’s cares 
produce. 

Or who would learn one earthly thing of use 1 
To patch, nay ogle, might become a saint; 
Nor coulA it, sure, be such a sin to paint. 

But since, alasfi^rail beauty must decay; 
Curl’d or uncurM, since locks will turn to 
gray; • 

Since, painted, or not painted, all shall fade ; 
And she who scorns a man must die a maid; 
What then remains, but well our pow’r to use, 
And keep good humor still, whate'er we lose T 
And trust me, dear! good humor can prevail; 
When airs, and flights, and acreuns, and scold¬ 
ing fail. 

Beauties in vain their pretty eyes may roll; 
Charms strike the sight, but merit wins the 
soul. 

So spoke the dame, but no applause ensued ; 
Belinda frown’d, Thalestris call’d her prude. 
To arms, to arms! the fierce virago cries, 

And swift as lightning to the combat flies. 

All side in parties, and begin th’ attack : 

Fans clap, silks rustle, and tough whalebones 
crack; 

Heroes’ and heroines’ sliouts confus’dly rise, 
And bass and treble voices strike the skies. 

No common weapons in their hands are found; 
Like gods they fight, nor dread a mortal 
wound. 

So when bold Homer makes the gods engage, 
And heavenly breasts with human passiona 
rage, 

'Gainst Pallas, Mars; Latona, Hermes, arms; 
And all Olympus rings with loud alarms; 
Jove’s thunder roan, heav’n trembles all 
around, [sound; 

Blue Neptune stonns, the bellowing deeps re- 
Earth uhakes her nodding tow’ra, the ground 
gives way. 

And the pale ghosts start at the flash of day. 

Triumphant Umbriel on a sconce’s height 
Claim’d his glad wings, and sat to view the 
fight: 

Propt on their bodlun spears, the sprites survey 
The growing combat, or assist the fray. 
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Whils thnnifh the ir«m enrag’d Thalestria 

iiea, 

And aeatten death aroand from both her eyea, 
A beau and witling periah’d in the throng] 
One died in meta^or^ and one in aong, 

" Oh cruel nymph ! a living death I bear,” 
Cried Dapperwit, and aank beside his ch^r. 

A mournful glance Sir Fopling upwards cast j 
” Thote eyes are made so killing!” was his 
last. 

Thus on Meander’s flow’ry margin lies 
Th’ expiring swan, and as he sings he dies. 
When bold Sir Flume had d»wn Clarissa 
down, 

Chloe stepp’d in, and kill’d him with a frown; 
She smil’d to see the doughty hero slain} 

But, at her smile, the beau reviv’d again. 

Now Jove suspends his golden scales in air. 
Weighs the mens wits against the lady’s hair; 
The doubtful beam long nods from side to 
side; 

At length the wits mount up, the hairs subside. 

See fierce Belinda on the Baron flies 
With more than usual lightning in hdr eyes : 
Nor fear’d the chief th’ uneq^ fight to try. 
Who sought no more than ou his foe to die. 
But this bold lord, with manly strength en¬ 
dued. 

She with one finger and a thumb subdued : 
Just where the breath of life his nostrils drew, 
A charge of snuff the wily virgin threw; 

The Gnomes direct, to ev’ry atom just. 

The pungent grains of titillating dust: 
Sudden with starting tears each eye o’erflows. 
And the high dome re-echoes to his nose. 

Now meet thy fate, incens'd Belinda cried, 
Atul drew a de^y bodkin from her side 
(The same, his ancient personage to deck, 
Her great-great-grandsire wore about his neck, 
In three seal rings; which, after melted down. 
Form’d a vast buckle for his widow’s gown: 
Her infant grand-dame’s whistle next it grew. 
The bells she jingled, and the whistle blew; 
Then in a bodkin grac’d her mother’s hairs, 
Which long she wore, and now Belinda 
wears). 

Boast not my &11, he cried, insulting foe ! 
Thou by some other shalt be laid as low: 

Nor think, to die dejects my lofty mind; ^ 
All that I dread is leaving you behind'. 

Rather than so, ah let me still survive, 

And burn in Cupid’s flames—'but burn alive. 
Restore the Lock! she cries; and all 
around 

Restore the Lock! the vaulted roofs rebound. 
Not fierce Othello in so loud a strain [pain. 
Roar’d for the handkerchief that caus’d ^Ifia 
But see how oft smbitious ainu are crdbs’d, 
And chiefs contend till all the prise is lost! 
The Lock, obtain’d with guilt, and kept with 
pain. 

In ev’iy place is nought, but sought in vain: 
With sn^ a ]«ise no mortal must be blest. 

So heaven deeieea! with heaven who can 
eontest f 


Some thought it mounted to the lunrr 
sfdiere, •[there. 

Since all things lost on earth are treasur’d 
'Fhere hwoes’ wits are kept in pond’rous vases. 
And beaus’ in snuff-boxes and tweexer cases. 
There broken vows and death-bed alms are 
found, 

.A.nd lovers’ hearts with ends of riband bound; 
The courtier's pronuses, and sick man’s 
pray’rs. 

The smiles of harlots, and the tears of heirs, 
Cages for gnats, and chains to yoke a flea. 
Dried butterflies, and tomes of casuistry. 

But trust the Muse—she saw it upward rise. 
Though mark’d by none but quick poetic eyes: 
Bo Rome’s great founder to the heavens with¬ 
drew. 

To Proculus alone confest in view. 

A sudden star, it shot through liquid air. 

And drew behind a radiant trail of hair. ^ 
Not Berenice’s Locks first rose so bright, ^ 
The heavens bespangling with dishevell’d 
light. 

The Sylphs behold it kindling as it flies. 

And pleas’d pursue its progress through the 
skies. [survey. 

This the beau-monde shall from tlw Mall 
And hail with music its propitious ray; 

This the blest lover shall for Venus take. 

And send up vows from Roaamonda’s lake. 
This Partridge soon shall view in cloudless 
skies. 

When next he looks through Galileo’s eyes; 
And hence th’ egregious wizard shall fore¬ 
doom 

The fate of Louis and the fall of Rome. 

Then cease, bright nymph'. to mourn thy ra¬ 
vish'd hair. 

Which adds new glory to the shining sphere 1 
Not all the tresses that fair head can boast, 
Shall draw such envy as the Lock you lost. 
For, after all the murders of your eye. 

When, after millions slain, yourself shall die; 
When those fair suns shall set, as set they 
must. 

And all those trdSses shall be laid in dust; ' 

This Lock the Muse shall ^ytnsecrate to faiuie. 
And ’midst the stars inscribe Belinda’s name. 

$ 10. Elegy to the Memory qf an m^ortunate 
Lady. Popk. 

Wbat beck’ning ghost, along the moon-light 
shade. 

Invites my steps, and points to yonder glade 7 
’Tis she!—-but why that bleediiyy bosggiMsqgJifjU 
Why dimly gleams the visionary sword 7 
Oh ever beauteous, ever friendly! tdd. 

Is it in heaven a crime to love too well 7 v 
To bear too tender or too firm a heart, 

To act a Lover’s or a Roman’s part 7 
Is there no bri|^t reversion in the sky 
For those who greatly think, or bravely die 7 
Why bade ye else, ye pow'ra! her soul as¬ 
pire 

Above the vulgar flight of tow dcQua! 
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AtsbUion fint cpning from jour blett abodm, 
'The glorioua fault of angels and of gods! 
Thence to their images on earth it flows. 

And in the breasts of kings and heroes 
glows. [age. 

Moat souls, 'tis true, but peep out once on 
Dull, sullen pris’ners in the body’s cage; 

Diu^ lights of life, that bum a length of yean. 
Useless, unseen, as lampts in sepulchres; 

Like eastern kings, a lazy state they keep. 
And close confin'd to their own palace, b1«^. 

From these perhaps (ere nature bid her die) 
Fate snatch’d her early to the pitying sky. 

As into air the purer spirits flow. 

And separate from their kindred dregs below: 
8o flew the soul to its congenial place. 

Nor left one virtue to redeem her race. 

But thou false guardian of a charge too 
good, 

Thou mean deserter of thy brother’s blood ! 
See on these ruby lips the trembling breath, 
These cheeks, now f^ing at the blast of death; 
Cold is that breast which warm’d the world be¬ 
fore, 

And those love-da: ting eyes must roll no more. 
Thus, if eternal justice rules the ball. 

Thus shall your wives and thus your chUdren 
fall: 


While angels with their silver srii^ o'er* 
diade 

The ground, now sacred Iqr tl^ reliqaea made. 

So peaceful rests, without a stone, a name. 
What once had beauty, titles, w^th, and 
fame. 

How lov’d, how honour’d once, avails thee 
To whom related, or whom bqpt; 

A heap of dust alone remains of thee, 

’Tis all thou art, and all the proud shall be! 
Poets themselves must fall, like those tbqr 
sung, [tongue. 

Deaf the prais’d ear, and mute the tuneful 
E'en he, whose soul now melts in mournful 
lays, 

Shall shortly want the gen’rous tear he pays; 
Then from his clonng eyes thy form shall 
part, [heart; 

And the last pang shall tear thee from his 
Life’s idle business at one gasp be o’er, 

The muse forgot, and thou belov’d no more! 

$ 11. Prologue to Mr. Adduon’e Tragedy of 
• Cato. Porx. 

To wake the sdll^y tender strokes of art, 

To raise the genim, and to mend the heart; 
To make mankind in cflnscious virtue bold. 
Live o’er each scene, and be what they be- 


On all the line a sudden vengeance waits, 

And frequent hearses shall besiege your gates: 
There passengers shall stand, and pointing say, 
(While tlie long fun’rals blacken all the way,) 
Lo! these were they, whose souls the Furies 
steel’d, [yield; 

And curs’d with hearts unknowing how to 
Thus unlamented pass the proud away. 

The gaze of fools, and pageant of a day! 

So perish all, whose breasts ne’er Icarn’d to 
glow 

For others' good, or melt at others’ woe. 

What can atone, oh ever-injur’d shade! 

Thy fate unpitied, and thy rites unpaid 7 
No friend's complaint, no kind domestic tear 
Pleas’d thy pale ghost, or grac’d thy mournful 
bier: • 

By foreign hands thy dying e^s were clos’d, 
By foreign hands tl^ decent limbs compos’d. 
By foreign hands thy humble grave adorn’d, 
By strangers honour’d, and by strangers 
mourn’d! 

' What though no friends in sable weeds ap- 
Grieve for an hour, perhaps, then mourn a 
And bear about the mockery of woe [year. 
To midnight dances and the public show 7 

suo weeping loves thy ashes 
grace, * 

Nor polis#d marble emulate thy face 7 
^ What though no sacred earth allow thee room. 
Nor hallow'd dirge be mutter'd o’er thy tmnb 7 
Yet shall thy grave with rising flow’rs be 
dress’d, 

And the green turf lie lightly on thy breast: 
There sh^ the mom her earliest tears be- 
• stow, 

There the fiiet leoea of the year ehall blow; 


hold; 

For this the Tragic Muse first trod the stage. 
Commanding tears to stream through ev’ry 
age; 

I'yrants no more their savage nature kept. 
And foes to virtue wonder’d how they wept. 
Our Author shuns by vulgar springs to move 
The hero’s glory, or the virgin's love : 

In pitying love, we but our weakness show. 
And wild ambition well deserves its woe. 
Here tears shall flow from a more gen’roua 
cause. 

Such tears as patriots shed for dying laws: 

He bids your breasts with ancient ardor rise. 
And calls forth Roman drops from British eyes. 
Virtue confost in human shape he draws. 
What Plato thought, and godlike Cato was : 
No common ol^ect to your sight displays, 

But what with pleasure Heaven itself surveys— 
A brave man struggling in the storms of fate, 
And greatly falling with a falling state. 

While Cato gives his little senate laws. 

What bosom boats not in his country’s cause 7 
Who sees him act, but envies ev’ty deed 7 
Who hears him groan, and does not wish t 
bleed 7 [cars 

E’en when proud Cesar, ’midst triumphal 
The spoils oS nations, and the pomp of wars, 
Igqpbly vain, and impotently great, 
Show’Alome her Cato’s figure drawn in state; 
As her dead father’s rev’rend image pass’d, 
The pomp was darken’d, and the ^y o’ercast; 
The triumph cess’d, tears gush’d from ev'iy 
eye; 

The World's great wetor pess’d unheeded bj; 
Her last good naan dsgec^ Rome ador'd, 

And hoaor’d Cesar’s less than Cato's seroid, 
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BtitBOB, ittaad: be worth UkethuafipKiT’dj 
And show, j^u have the virtue to be mov’d. 
With honest scorn the first &m'd Cato view'd 
Rome learning arte from Greece whom she 
subdu’d} 

Your scene precariously subsists too long 
On French traadation and Italian song. 

Lare to have sense yourselves} assert the 
stage} 

Be justly warm'd with your own native rage : 
Such plays alone should win a British ear, 

As Cato’s self had not disdain’d to hear. 

4 12. 7%e Temple of Fame. Pope. 

lir that soft season, when descending show’rs 
Call forth the greens, and wtdie the rising 
flow’ra} 

When op’ning buds salute the welcome day, 
And earth relenting feels the genial ray, 

As balmy sleep had charm'd my cares to rest, 
And love itseu was banish’d from my breast, 
(What time tlie morn mysterious visions 
. brings, [wings.) 

While purer slumbers spread th^ golden 
A train of phantoms in wild mder rose. 

And, join'd, this intellectuCTscene compose. 

1 stood, methougbl, betwixt earth, seas, 
and skies} 

The whole creation open to my eyes : 

In air aelf-balanc’d hung the globe below. 
Where mountains rise, and circling oceans 
flow; [seen; 

Here naked rocks, and empty wastes were 
There tow’iy cities, and the forests green; 
Here sailing ships delight the wand’ring eyes 
There trees and intermingled temples rise : 
Now a clear sun the shining scene displays} 
The transient landscape now in clouds decays. 

O’er the wide prospect as I gaz’d around. 
Sudden I heard a wild promiscuous sound, 
Like broken thunders that at distance roar. 
Or billows murm'ring on the hollow shore; 
Then, gazing up, a glorious pile beheld. 
Whose tow’iing stunmit ambient elou^ con* 
ceal’d. 

High on a rock of ice the structure lay. 
Steep its ascent, and slippery was the way} 
The wondrous rock like Parian marble shone. 
And seem'd to distant sight of solid stone. 
Inscriptions here of various names I viee^. 
The i^ater part by hostile time subdued} 

Yet wide was spread their fame in ages pasi., 
Aid poets once hod promis’d they should lart. 
Some, flesh engrav’d, appear’d of wits re- 
nowtt’d} 

I look’d again, nor could their trace be found. 
Critics I saw, that other names deface, , 
And fix their own, with labor, in theiepl^: 
Their own, like others, soon their place re¬ 
sign’d. 

Or dissfqpear’d, and left the first fadiind. 

Nor was the work impair’d by storms alone, 
But felt th' approachM of too warm a sun} 
For feme, iaqMdient of extremes, decays 
Ijjtot amre by eni^, than excess of ixraiae. 


Yet part no injuries of heavenoould feel, 
Like crystal fidthful to the graving stepl: 

The rock’s high summit, in the temple’s shade, 
Nor heat could melt, nor beating storm in¬ 
vade. 

There names inscrib’d unnumber’d ages past. 
From time's first birth, with time itMlf sh^ 
last: 

These ever new, nor subject to decays, 
Spread, and grow brighter, with the length 
of days. [frost). 

So Zembla’s rocks (the beauteous work of 
Rise white in air, and glitter o’er the coast} 
Pale suns, unfelt, at distance roll away. 

And on th’ impassive ice the lightnings jday; 
Eternal snows the growing mass supply. 

Till the bright mountains prop th' incumbent 
As Atlas fix'd, each hoary pile appears [sky; 
The gather'd winter of a thousand years. 

On this foundation Fame’s high temple stands; 
Stupendous pile ! not rear’d by mortal hai^. 
Whate’er proud Rome or artful Greece beh^. 
Or elder Babylon, its frame excell'd. 

Four faces had the dome, and ev’ry face 
Of various structure, but of equal grace} 

Four brazen gates, on columns lifted high. 
Salute the difiT'rent quarters of the sky. 

Here fabled chiefs, in darker ages born. 

Or worthies old, whom arms or arts adorn. 
Who cities nda’d, or tam’d a monstrous race. 
The walls in venerable order grace : 

Heroes in animated marble frown. 

And legislators seem to think in stone.. 
Westward a sumptuous frontispiece ap¬ 
pear’d. 

On Doric pillars of white marble rear’d. 
Crown’d with an architrave of antique mould. 
And sculpture rising on the roughen’d gold. 

In shaggy spoils here Theseus was beheld. 
And Perseus dreadful with Minerva’s shield : 
There great Alcides, stooping with his toil. 
Rests on his club, and hol^ th' Hesperian 
spoil: 

Here Orpheus sings} trees moving to the sound. 
Start from their roots, and form a shade 
around} » 

Amphion there the loud meeting lyre 
Strikes, and behold a sudden Thebes aspire! 
Cythsron’s echoes answer to his call. 

And half the mountain rolls into a wall: 
There might you see the length’ning -spires 
ascend. 

The domes swell up, the widening arches 
bend. 

The growing tow’rs like exha^tions 
(4nd the huge columns heave into t&'skies. 

The Eastern front was glorious to behold. 
With diamond flaming, and Barbaric gold. 
There Ninus tdione, who spread th’ Assyrian 
feme, 

And the great founder of the Persian name: ' 
There, in long robes, the royal Magi stand! 
Grave Zoroaster wkvea the circling wand : 
The sage Chaldeans rob’d in white appear’d. 
And Brachmans, deep ia desert ^roods rever’d. 
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ThsM the noon, and call’d tb* unbo¬ 

died sbadea 

To midnight banqueta in the glimm’ringgladea; 
Made liaioBaiy fabrica round them riae, 

And airy apectrea akim before their eyea} 

Of taliamana and aigila knew the pow’r. 

And careful watch’d the planetary hour. 
Superior, and alone, Confucius stood, 

Who taught that useful science,—to be good. 

But, on the South, a long majestic race 
Of Egypt’s priests the gilded niches grace. 
Who measur'd earth, describ'd the starry 
spheres. 

And trac’d the long records of lunar years. 
High bn his car Sesostris struck my view. 
Whom sceptred slaves in golden harness 
drew; 

His hands a bow and pointed jav’Iin hold, 

His giant limbs are arm'd in scales of gold. 
Between the statues obelisks were plac’d, 

And the learn’d walls with hieroglyphics 
grac’d. 

Of Gothic structure was the northern side, 
O’erwrought with ornaments of barb'rous 
pride; [crown’d; 

There huge Colosses rose, with trophies 
And Rqnic characters were grav’d around. 
There sat ZamoLds with erected ejres. 

And Odin here in mimic trances dies, [blood, 
There on rude iron columns, smear’d with 
The horrid forms of Scythian heroes stood : 
Druids and bards (their once loud harps un- 
•strung). 

And youths that died to be by poets sung. 
'These, and a thousand more of doubtful fame. 
To whom old fables give a lasting name. 

In ranks adorn’d the Temple’s outwani face : 
The wall, in lustre and effect like glass. 
Which, o’er each object casting various dyes. 
Enlarges some, and others mbltiplies: 

Nor void of emblem was the mystic wall. 

For thus romantic fame increases all. 

The Temple shakes, the sounding gates 
unfold, 

Wide vaults appear, and roofs of fretted gold, 
Kais’d on a thousand piilars,wreath’d around 
With laurel foliage and with eagles crown’d; 
Of bright transparent beryl were the walls. 
The friezes gold, and gold the capitals. 

As heaven with stars, the roof With jewels 
- glows. 

And ever-living lamps depend in rows. 

Full in the passage of each spacious gate, 

The sage historians in white garments wait; 

tli^ seats the form of Time was 
found, » 

His scytM revers’d, and both hie pinions bound. 
JVithin stood heroes, who, through loud 
alarms. 

In bloody fields pursu’d renown in anns. 

High on a throne, with' trophies charg’d, I 
view’d 

’The youth that all thingd^mthhuself subdu’d; 
flie tot on sceptres and tiaras trad, 

And his horg’d head belied the lib^ god. 


There Cesar, grac’d with both Mumma, 
shone; 

Cesar,the world’s great roaster, and his own. 
Unmov’d, superior still, in ev’iy state, 

And sdarce detested in his country’s fete. 

But chief were those, who not for empire 
fought. 

But with their toils their people’s safbty bought. 
High o’er the rest Epaminondas stood; 
Timoleon, glorious in his brother’s blo^; 

Bold Scipio, saviour of the Roman state; 
Great in his triumphs, in retirement great; 
And wise Aurelius, in whose well-taught 
mind 

With boundless pow'r unbounded virtue join'd, 
His own strict judge, and patron of mankind. 
Much-sofTring heroes next their honors 
claim. 

Those of less noisy and less guilty fame. 

Fair Virtue’s silent train ; supreme of these 
Here ever shines the godlike Socrates; 

He whom ungrateful Athena could eilpel, 

At all times just, but when he sign’d the shell; 
Here hi Abode the martyr’d Phocion clahns, 
With Agis, noMUie last of Spartan names; 
Unconquer’d Care shows the wound he tore; 
And Brutus his ill genine meets no more. 

But in the centre of the hallow’d choir. 

Six pompous columns o’er the rest aspire; 
Around the shrine itself of Fame they stand. 
Hold the chief honors, and the &ne com¬ 
mand. 

High on the first the mighty Homer dione, 
Eternal adamant compos'd his throne; 

Father of verse! in holy fillets drest. 

His silver beard wav’d gently o’er his breast; 
Though blind, a boldness in his looks appears; 
In years he seem'd, but not impair’d by years. 
The wars of Troy were round the pillars seen: 
Here fierce Tydides wounds the Cyprian 
queen; 

Here Hector glorious from Patroclus’ fall. 
Here dragg’d in triumph round the Trojan 
Motion and life did ov’iy part inspire, [s^. 
Bold was the work, and prov'd the roaster’s 
fire; 

A strong expression most he seem’d t’ affect, 
And here and there disclos’d a brave neglect. 

A golden column next in rank appear’d, 

On which a ribrine of purest gold was rear’d; 
Finish’d the whole, and labor’d ev’iy part. 
With patient touches of unwearied art: 

The Mantuan there in sober triumph sate. 
Compos'd bis posture, and bis look sedate; 

On Homer still he fix’d a rev’rent eye, 

Great without pride, in modest majesty. 

In Jiving scu^ure on the sides were spread, 
T& LAtian wars, and haughty Tnrnus dead ; 
Elisa stretch’d upon the fun’^ pyre; 
dElneos bending with his aged sire; [throne 
Trey flam’d in burning gold; and o’er the 
Arm$ and Ou Man in golden ciphers shone. 

Four swans sustain a car of suver Iwight, 
With heads advancM, and pinions rtntoh’d 
for flight; 
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Hare, like loine fnricnu prophet, Pindar rode, 
And WMin’d to labor with th’ inopiring god. 
AeroM the harp a eareleaa hand he flings, 

And boldlj sinks into the sounding strings. 
The figur'd games of Greece the column grace; 
Neptune and Jove survey the rapid race. 

The youths hang o’er their chariots as they 
run. 

The fiery steeds seem starting from the stone: 
The champions in distorted postures threat; 
Andall appear^ inegulaiiy great. 

Here happy Horace tun’d th’ Ausonian lyre 
To sweeter sounds, and temper’d Pindar’s fire: 
Pleas’d with AIckus’ manly rage t’ infuse 
The softer spirit of the Sapphic muse. 

The polish’d pillar difTrent sculptures grace; 
A work outlasting monumental brass. 

Here smiling Loves and Bacchanals appear; 
The Julian star, and great Augustus here. 

The doves, that round the infant poet spread 
Myrtles and bays, hang hov’ring o'er his head. 

Here, in a shrine that cast a dazzling light. 
Sat fix’d in thought the mighty Stagyrite; 

His sacred head a radiant i^iac crov/n’d. 

And various animals his sidea^rround : 

His piercing eyes, erect, ap^ar to view 
Superior worlds, and Liok all nature through. 

with equal rays immortal Tally shone; 

The Roman rostra deck’d the consul’s throne: 
Gath’ring his flowing robe, he seem’d to stand 
In act to speak, and graceful stretch’d his 
hand. [crowns. 

Behind, Rome’s genius waits with civic 
And the great father of his country owns. 

These maaqr columns in a circle rise. 

O’er which a pompous dome invades the skies - 
Scarce to the top 1 stretch’d my aching sight, 
So laige it spread, and swell’dto such a height. 
Full in the midst, proud Fame’s imperial seat 
With jewels blaz’d, magnificently great: 

The vivid em'ralds there revive the eye. 

The flaming rubies show their sanguine dye. 
Bright azure rays from lively sapphires stream, 
And lucid amber casts a golden gleam. 

With various-color’d light the pavement shone. 
And all on fire appear’d the glowing throne; 
The dome’s high arch reflects the mingled 
blaze. 

And forms a rainbow of alternate rays. 

When on the goddess first 1 cast my sightiy' 
Scarce seem’d her stature of a cubit’s height; 
But swell’d to larger use, the more I gaz’d, 
Till to the roof her tow’ring head she rais’d. 
With her, the temple ev’ry moment grew. 

And ampler vistas open’d to my view: 

Upward the columns shoot, the roofs ascend. 
And arches wi&n, and long aisles extend. 
Such was her form, as ancient bards hsL-e told. 
Wings raise her arms, and wings her feet en¬ 
fold; 

A thousand busy tongues the goddess bears, 

A thousand open eyes, and thousand list’ning 
ears. 

Beneath, in order m^’d, the tuneful Nine 
viigia headmaids) still attend the shrine; 


With eyes on Fame for ever fix’d, they sing:' 
For Fame they raise their voice, and tune the 
etring: 

With time’s first birth began the heavenly lays, 
And last, eternal, through the length of days. 

Around these wonders as I cast a look. 

The trumpet sounded, and the temple shook; 
.4nd all the nations, summon’d at the call. 
From difTrent quarters fill the crowded hall: 

Of various tongues the mingled sounds were 
heard; 

In various garbs promiscuous throngs appear’d; 
Thick as the bees, that with the spring renew 
Their flow’ry toils, and sip the fragrant dew. 
When the wing'd colonies first tempt tne sky. 
O’er dusky fields and shaded waters fly. 

Or settling, seize the sweets the blossoms yield. 
And a low murmur runs along the field. 
Millions of suppliant crowds the shrine at¬ 
tend, 

And all degrees before the goddess bend 
The poor, the rich, the valiant, and the sa^. 
And boasting youth, and narrative old age. 
Their pleas were dilTrent, their request the 
same; 

For good and bad alike are fond of Fame. 

Some she disgrac’d, and some with honors 
crown’d; 

Unlike successes equal merits found. 

Thus her blind sister, fickle Fortune, reigns; 
And, undisceming, scatters crowns and chains. 

First at the shrine the learned world appear. 
And to the goddess thus prefer their pray’r ; 
Long have we sought t’ instruct and please 
mankind. 

With studies pde, with midnight vigils Mind; 
But thank'd by few, rewarded yet none, 

We here appeal to thy superior throne : 

On wit and learning the just prize bestow; 

For Fame is all we must expect below. 

The goddess heard, and bade the Muses 
raise 

The golden trumpet of eternal praise ; 

From pole to pole the winds difiTuse the sound. 
That Mis the circuit of the world around; 

Not all at once, as thunder breaks the cloud: 
The notes at first were rather sweet than loud; 
By just degrees they ev’ry moment rise, 

Fill the wide earth, and gain upon the skies. 

At ev’ry breath were balmy odors shed. 

Which still grew sweeter as they wider spread; 
Less fragrant scents th’ unfolding rose exhales. 
Or spices breathing in Arabian galea. 

Next these the good and just, an awful train. 
Thus on their knees address thp ■’tcredjgm^^ 
Since living virtue is with envy curs?!^^^^^ 
And the b^ men are treated like tKa worst. 

Do thou, just goddess, call our merits forth, 

And give each deed th’ exact intrinsic worth. 
Not with bare justice shall your act be crown’d 
(Said Fame), but high above desert renown’d; - 
Let fuller notes th’ applauding world amaze. 
And the loud elarioii labor in your |»aiae. 

This band dismisa’d, behold another crowd, 
Prefetr’d the same request, and ]pwly bow’d 
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/ fhf conitut tenor of wh<&e well-Bpent days 
No lew deserv’d n just return of praise. 

But straight the direful trump of slander 
sounds} [bounds; 

Through the big dome the doubling thunder 
Loud as the burst of cannon rends the skies, 
The dire report through ev’iy region flies; 

In ev’ry ear incessant rumors rung. 

And gath’ring scandals grew on ev’ry tongue. 
From the black Trumpet’s rusty concave broke 
Sulphureous flames, and clouds of rolling 
smoke: 

The pois’nous vapor blots the purple skies. 
And withers all Iwfore it as it flies. [wore, 
A troop came next, who crowns and armor 
And proud defiance in their looks they bore : 
For thee (they cried) amidst alarms and strife, 
We sail’d in tempests down the stream of life; 
For thee whole nations fill’d with flames and 
blood. 

And swam to empire through the purple flood. 
Those ills we dar’d thy inspiration own; 
What virtue seem’d, was done for thee alone. 
Ambitious fools! (the queen replied, and 
frown’d) 

Re all your acts in dark oblivion drown’d: 
There sleep forgot, with mighty tyrants gone, 
Vonr statues moulder'd, and your names uii* 
known I [my sight, 

A sudden cloud straight snatch’d them from 
And each majestic phantom sunk in night. 

Then came the smallest tribe I yet had seen 
Plain yras their dress, and modest was their 
mien. 

Great idol of mankind! we neither claim 
The praise of merit, nor aspire to fame; 

Bat, safe in deserts from th’ applause of men. 
Would die unheard of, as we liv’d unseen. 

'Tis all we beg thee, to conceal from sight 
Those acts of goodness which themselves re* 
O Ist us still the secret joy partake, [quite. 
To follow virtue e’en for virtue’s sake. 

And live there men who slight immortal 
fame ? 

■ Who then with incense shall adore our name 7 
But, mortals! know, 'tie still qpr greatest pride 
To blaze those virtues which the good would 
■* hide. 

Rise! Muses, rise! add all your tuneful breath; 
These must not sleep in darkness and in 
death. 

She said; in air the trembling music floats, 
And on the winds triumphaui swell the notes; 
So soft, though high, so loud, and yet so clear, 
E’en list’n ing angels lean from heaven to hear: 
'^U'raMflfest rtom th’ ambrosial spirit flies, ^ 
Sweet tq^he world, and grateful to the skies. 
Next these, a yoi>thfui train their vows ex* 
press’d. 

With feathers crown’d, with gay embroid’iy 
dress’d: 

Hither, they cried, direct your eyes, and see 
The men of pleasure, dress, and gallantiyj 
Ours is the place at buiquets, balls, and plays 5 
Sprightly our nights, polite are all our days; 


Courts we (lequent, where 110 our pteasing 
To pay due visits, and address the flur : [care 
In fact, ’tis true, no nymph we could persuade, 
But still in fancy vanquish'd ev'ry maid; 

Of unknown duchesses lewd tales we tell} 
Yet, would the world believe us, all were 
well. 

The joy let others have, and we the name; 
And what we want in pleasure, grant in fame. 
The queen assents, the trumpet rends the skies. 
And at each blast a lady’s honor dies. 

Pleas’d with the strange success, vast num¬ 
bers press'd [quest. 

Around the shrine, and made the same le- 
What! you (she cried) unleam’din arts to 
please, [ease, 

Slaves to yourselves, and e’en fatigu’d with 
Who lose a length of undeserving days— 
Would you usurp the lover’s dear-bought 
praise 7 

To just contempt, ye vain pretenders, fall; 
The people’s fable, and the scorn of all! 
Straight the black clarion sends a horrid sound. 
Loud laq|||^s burst out, and bitter scofis fly 
round; ^ 

Whispers are h^^iidr taunts reviling loud. 
And scornful hisses ruq^hrough all the crowd. 
Last, those who boast of mighty mischiefs 
done. 

Enslave their country, or usurp a throne; 

Or who their glory’s dire foundation laid 
On sov’reigns ruin’d, or on friends betray’d} 
Calm thinking villains, whom no faith co^ 
Of crooked counsels and dark politics; [fix. 
Of these a gloomy tribe surround the throne. 
And beg to make th’ immortal treasons known. 
The trumpet roars, long flaky flames expire. 
With sparks that seem’d to set the world on 
fire. 

At the dread sound, pale mortals stood aghast, 
And startled nature trembled with the blast. 
This having heard and seen, some pow’r un¬ 
known [from the throne. 

Straight chang’d the scene, and snatch’d me 
Before my view appear’d a structure fair, 

Its site uncertain, if in earth or air; 

With rapid motion turn’d the mansion round; 
With ceaseless noise the ringing walls re¬ 
sound ; 

Not less in numbers were the spacious doors. 
Than leaves on trees, or sands upon the shores; 
Which still unfolded stand, by night, by day 
Pervious to winds, and open ev’iy way. 

As flames by nature to the shies ascend. 

As weighty bodies to the centre tend. 

As to the sea returning rivers roll, 

And the touch’d needle trembles to the pole; 
Hitherto their proper place, arise [skies. 
All various sounds from earth, and seas, and 
Or spoke aloud, or whisper’d in the ear; 

Nor ever silence, rest, or peace is here. 

As on the smooth expanse crystal lakes 
The sinking stone at first a circle makes ; 

The trembling surface, Iqr the motion stirr’dk 
Spread in a second circle, then a third j 
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Wide, end mote wide, the floating rings ad- The strict companions ate for ever join'd, « 
Tance, [dance : And this or that unmiz’d, no mortal e’er sliall 

Fill all the wat’iy plain, and to the margin find. 

Thus ev’ry voice and sound, when first they While thus I stood, intent to see and bear, 
break, One came, methougbt, and whisper’d in my 

On neighb’ring air a soft impremion make; ear; 

Another ambient circle then they move; What could thus high thy rash ambitionraise 1 

That, in its turn, impels the next above; Art thou, fond youth, a candidate for praise 1 

Through undulating air the sounds are sent, 'Tis true, said 1, not void of hopes 1 came; 
And spread o'er all the fluid element. For who so fond as youthful bards of Fame 7 

There various news I heard of love and strife. Rut few, alas! the casual blessing boast. 

Of peace and war, health, sickness, death, and So hard to gain, so easy to be lost. 

life} How vain that second life in others' breath. 

Of loss and gain, of famine and of store; Th’ estate which wits inherit after death! 

Of storms at sea, and travels on the shore) Ease, health, and life, for this they must resign, 


Of prodigies, and portents seen in air ) 

Of fires and plagues, and stars with blazing 
hair; 

Of turns of fortune, changes in the state. 

The falls of favorites, projects of the great} 
Of old mismanagements, taxations new) 

Ail neither wholly false, nor wholly true. 

Above, below, without, within, around. 
Confus'd, unnumber’d multitudes db found. 
Who pass, repass, advance, ajjgl glide away) - 
Hosts rais’d by fear, and phzratoms of a day: 
Astrologers, that futuge fates foreshew; 
Frojectors, quacks, and lawyers not a few) 
And priests, and party-zealots, numerous bands, 
With home-born lies, or tales from foreign 
lands) 

Each talk'd aloud, or in some secret place. 
And wild impatience star'd in ev'ry face. 

The flying rumours gather'd as they roll’d. 
Scarce any tale was sooner heard than told) 
And all who told it added something new, 

And all who heard it, made enlargements too: 
In ev’ry ear it spread, on ev’ry tongue it grew. 
Thus flying east and west, and north and south. 
News travell’d with increase from mouth to 
mouth: 

So ftom a spark, that kindled first by chance. 
With gath’ring force the quick’ning flames ad¬ 
vance } 

Till to the clouds their curling heads aspire. 
And tow’rs and temples sink in floods of fire. 

When thus ripe lies are to perfection sprung. 
Full grown, and fit to grace a mortal tongue. 
Through thousand vents, impatient, forth they 
flow, » 

And rush in millions on the world below; 
Fame sits aloft, and points them out their 
course, [force) 

Their date determines, and prescribes their 
Some to remain, and some to perish soon; 

Or wane and wax alternate like the moon. 
Around, a thousand winged wonders fly. 

Borne by the trumpet's blast, and wsatfbr’d 
through the sky. 

There, at one passage, oft you may survey 
A lie and truth contending for the way; 

And long 'twas doubtful, both so closely pent, 
Which first should issue through the narrow 
At last agreed, together out they fly, [vent j 
Inseparable now the truth and lie; 


(Unsure the tenure, but how vast the fine i) 
'J'he great man’s curse, without the gams, 
endure; 

Be envied, wretched—and be flatter'd, poor; 
All luckless wits tlieir enemies prol'est. 

And all successful, jealous friends at best^ 
Nor fame i slight, nor for her favors call; ^ 
She comes unlook’d for, if she comes at all. 
But if the purchase cost so dear a price 
As soothing folly, or exalting vice; 

Oh ! if the muse must flatter lawless sway. 
And follow still where fortune leads the way; 
Or if no basis bear my rising name 
But the fall'n ruins of another’s fame— 

Then teach me. Heaven ! to scorn the guilty 
bays, [praise. 

Drive from my breast that wretched lust of 
Unblemished let me live, or die unknojyn; 

Oh grant an honest fame, or grant me none ! 

$ 13. An Essay on Man. In Four Epistles. 

Pope. 

EPISTLE I. 

Heat'n from all creatures hides the book of 
Fate, 

All but the page prescrib’d, their present state . 
From brutes what men, from men what spirits 
know; 

Or who could sufi'er Being here below ? 

The lamb thy ript dooms to bleed to-day, 

Had he thy lieason, would he skip and play 7 
Pleas’d to the last, lie erdps the flow’ry loud. 
And licks the hand just rais’d to shed his blood. 
Oh blindness to the future ! kindly given. 
That each may fill the circle mark'd by 
Heaven; 

Who sees with equal eye, as God of all, 

A hero perish, or a sparrow fail; 

Atoms or systems into ruin hurl’d; , 

Jlnd now a bubble bunt, and flow a 
Hope humbly then; with trembling pinions 
- soar; 

Wait the great teacher, Death, and God adoi^ 
What foture bliss, he gives not thee to know. 
But gives that Hope to be thy blessing now. 
Hope springs eternal in the human breast: 
Man never is, but olways to be blest: 

The soul, uneasy, and confin’d from home, 
Rests and expatiates in a Ufe to come. 
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*Lothe pMr Indian, whow untutor'd mind Poun fierce ambition in a Csiar’s mind. 

Sees God in'clouds, or bears him in the wind j Or turns joung Ammon loose to scourge man- 
His soul proud Science never taught to stray kind 1 

Far as the solar walk, or milky way j hrom pride, from pride, our very reas’ning 

Yet simple Nature to his hope has given, springs; 

Behind the cloud-topt bill, an humbler heaven; Account for moral as for nat’ral things; 

■Some safer wor}d in depth of woods embrac’d. Why charge we Heaven in those, in these 
Some happier island in the wat'ry waste, acquit. 

Where slaves once more their native land In both, to reason right, is to submit. 

behold, Better for us, perhaps, it might oppear. 

No fiends torment, no Christians thirst for gold. Were there all harmony, all virtue here; 

To Be, contents his natural desire. That never air or ocean felt the wind; 

He asks no Angel's wing, no Seraph's fire; I'hat never passion discompos’d the mind. 

But tjiinks, admitted to that equal sky. But all subsists by elemental strife; 

His faithful dog shall bear him company; And passions a>^e the elements of Life. 

Go, wiser thou! and in thy scale of sense The gen'ral Order, since the Whole began. 

Weigh thy Opinion against Providence; Is kept in Nature, and is kept in Man. 

Call imperfection what thou fanciest such; ....... 

Say, here he gives too little, there too much; Far as Creation's ample range extends, 
Destroy all creatures for thy sport or gust. The scale of sensual, mental pow’rs ascends : 
Yet say, if Man's unhappy, G^'s unjust; Mark how it mounts to Man's imperial race. 

If J^an alone engross not Heaven’s high care. From the green myriads in the peopled grass' 
Alone made perlect here, immortal there; What medes of sight betwixt each wide ex* 
Snatch from his hand the balance and the treme, 

Re-judge his Justice, be the God of God. [rod, The mole's dim curtain, and the lynx’s beam ! 
In Pride, in reas'ning Pride, our error lies; Of smell, the hcadlongslioiiess between, 

All quit their sphere, and rush into the skies. .4nd hound sagacious on the tainted green* 
Pride still is aiming at the blest abodes; Of hearing, from the life that fills the flood, 
Men would be Angels, Angels would be Gods. To that which warbles through the vernal 
^Aspiring to be Gods, if Angels fell, wood ! 

Aspiring to be Angels, Men rebel; The spider’s touch, how exquisitely finel 

And who but wishes to invert the laws Feels at each thread, and lives along the line : 

Of Order, sins against th’ Eternal Cause. In the nice bee, what sense so subtly true, 
Ask for what end the heavenly bodies shine, From pois’nous herbs extracts the healing 
Earth for whose use ? Pride answers, “ ’Tis for dew! 

mine : IIow instinct varies in the grov’ling swine, 

For me kind Nature wakes her genial power, Compar’d, half-reasoning elephant, with thine! 
SSuckles each herb, and spreads out ev’ry flow’r; 'Twixt that and Reason what a nice barrier! 
Annual for me, the grape, the rose, renew For ever sep’rate, yet for ever near! 

’I'l.e juice nectareous, and the balmy dew; Remembrance and Reflection how allied, 

^ Fof'me, the mine a thousand trciisures brings; What thin partitions Sense from Thought di* 
For me, liealth gushes from a thousand springs; vide I 

Seas roll to wall me, suns to light me rise; And middle natures, how they long to join, 

My footstool earth, my canopy the skies.” Vet never pass th' insuperable line ! 

But errs nut Natur^from th^s gracious end, Without this just gradation, could they be 
From burning suns when livid deaths descend. Subjected, these to those, or all to thee 7 
When earthquakes sw'ollow, or when tempests The pow’rs of all, subdued by thee alone, 
sweep [deep '! Is not thy Reason all these pow'rs in one ? 

Towns to one grave, whole nations to the See through this air, this ocean, and this 
“No (’tis replied); the first Almighty Cause earth, 

Acts not by partial, but by gen’ral laws; All matter quick, and bursting into birth. 

Th’ exceptions few; some change since all Above, how high progressive life may go! 

began : [Man ? Around, how wide! how deep extend below! 

And what created perfect?—Why, then, Vast chain of being! which from God began; 

end he human happiness, ^atures ethereal, human, angel, man. 

Then Natura deviates; and can Man do less ? Beast, bird, fish, insect, what no eye can see, 
As much end a constant course requires No gThss van reach; from Infinite to thee, 
^)!l^how’r8 and sunshine, as of Man’s desires; From thee to Nothing.—On superior pow’rs 
As much eternal springs and cloudlcsa skies. Were we to press, inierior might on ours; 

As men for ever temp’rote, calm, and wise. Or in the full creation leave a void. 

If plagues or earthquakes break not Heaven’s Where, one step broken, the great scale’s 
Why then a Borgia or a Catiline ? [design, destroy’d : 

Who knows, but he whose hand the lightning From Nature's chain whatever link you strike, 
forms, [storms. Tenth, or ten-thousandth, breaks the chain . 

Who heaves old Oe'ean and who wings the alike. 

Voi V Nov73dt.74. 
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And, if each qratem in gradation roll 
Alike eHential to the amazing Whole, 

The least confusion but in one, not all 
That system only, but the whole must fall. 

Let earth unbalanc'd from her orbit fly, 
Planets and Suns run lawless through the sky; 
Let ruling Angels from their spheres be hurl'd, 
Being on Being wreck’d, and world on world j 
Heaven’s whole foundations to their centre 
nod. 

And Nature trembles to the throne of God. 

All this dread Order break—for whom 7 for 
thee 7 

Vile worm !—oh madness, pride, impiety ! 

What if the foot, ordain’d the dust to tread, 
Or band, to toil, aspir’d to be tlie bead 7 
What if the head, the eye, or ear, repin’d 
To serve mere engines to the ruling mind 7 
Just as absurd, for any part to claim 
To be another in this gen’ral frame : 

Just as absurd, to mourn the tasks or pains 
The great directing Mind of all ordains. 

All are but parts of one stupendous whole. 
Whose body Nature is, and God the Soul; 
That, chang’d through all, and yet in all the 
same. 

Great in the earth, as in th' ethereal frame; 
Warms in the sun, refreshes in the breeze, 
Glows in the stars, and blossoms in the trees; 
Lives through all life, extends through all 
extent. 

Spreads undivided, operates unspent; 
Breathes in our soul, informs our mortal part. 
As full, as perfect, in a hair as heart; 

As full, as perfect, in vile Man that mourns, 
As the rapt Seraph that adores and burns : 

To him no high, no low, no great, no small; 
Be fills, he bounds, connects, and equals all. 

Cease then, nor Order Imper’i'ection name : 
Our proper bliss depends on what wc blame. 
Know thy own point: this kind, this due de¬ 
gree 

Of blinduesa, weakness. Heaven bestows on 
Submit—in this, or any other sphere, [thee. 
Secure to be as blest as thou canst bear : 

Safe in the hand of one disposing Pow'r, 

Or m the natal, or the mortal hour. 

All Nature is but art unknown to thee; 

All Chance, Direction which tbon cans^ not 
All Discord, Harmony not understood; [see; 
All partial Evil, universal Good : 

And spite of Pride, in erring Reason's spite, 
One truth ia clear, Whatever i», ia right. 

EPISTLE 11. 

Know then thyself, presume not God to scan; 
The p.-nper study of mankind is Maiv * 

Flic d on this isthmus of a middle state, 

A beiag darkly wise, and rudely greit; 

With too much knowledge for the Scep:;ie side, 
With too much weakness for the Stoic s pride, 
He hangs between ; in doubt to act or rest. 

In doubt to deem himself a God, or Beast; 

In dopbt bis Mind or Body to prefer; 

Bom but to die, and reasoning but to err; 


Alike in ignorance, his reason sneh, 

Whether he thinks too little or too moeh: 
Chaos of Thought and Passion, tU confus’d, 
Still by himself abus'd or disabus'd; 

Created half to rise, and half to fall; 

Great lord of all things, yet a prey to all: 

Sole judge of Truth, in endless Error hurl’d: 
The glory. Jest, and riddle of the World 1 , 

Go, wondrous creature ! mount where Sci- 
ence guides, 

Go, measure ear^, weigh air, and state the 
tides; 

Instruct the planets in what orbs to run, 
(Correct old 'I'ime, and regulate the Suq: 

Go, soar with Plato to th’ empyreal sphere. 
To the first good, first perfect, and first fair ; 
Or tread the mazy round his followers trod, 
And quitting seiiso call imitating God; 

As E istern priests in giddy circles run. 

And turn their heads to imitate the Sun. 

Go, teach Eternal Wisdom how to rule; ^ 
Then drop into thyself, and be a fool! 


Extremes in Nature equal ends produce; 

In man they join to some mysterious use; 
Though each by turns the other’s bounds in¬ 
vade, [shade. 

As in some well-wrought picture, light and 
And oft so mix, the diflTrence is too nice 
Where ends the Virtue, or begins the Vice. 

Fools! who from hence into the notion fall. 
That Vice or Virtue there is none at (ill. 

If white and black blend, soften, and unite 
A thousand ways, is there no black or white 7 
Ask your own heart, and nothing is so plain; 
'I'ls to mistake them costs the time and pain. 

Vice IB a monster of so frightful mien. 

As, to be hated, needs but to be leen; 

Vet, seen too oft, familiar with her face; 

We first endure, then pity, then embrace, 
liut where th’ extreme of Vice, was ne’e' 
agreed; [Tweed, 

.Ask where’s the North 7 at York, ’tis on tliC 
In Bcotlaiid, at the Orcades; and there, 

At Greenland, Zembla, or the Lord knows 
wliere. 

No creature owns it in the first degree, 

But thinks his neighbor farther gone than be: 
E’en those who dwell beneath its very zone. 
Or never feel the rage, or never own; 

What happier natures shrinks at with afiiright. 
The hard inhabitant contends is right. 

Virtuous and vicious ev’iy man must be; 
Few in th’ extreme, but all in the degree: 

The rogue and fool, by fits, fair 

And e’en the best, by fits, what tlwy detpiae. 

’Tis but by puts we follow good ^11; 

For, Vice or Virtue, Self directs it still; 

Each individual seeks a several goal; 

But Heaven’s great view is One, and that the 
Whole: 

That eonnterworka each folly and caprice; 
That disai^ints th’ effect of ev’iy vice; 
That, happy ftailtiesto all lonks applied—. 
Shame to the virgin, to the matron pride, 
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Fear to the stateaimn, rashness to the chief. 
To kiiifs presumption, and to crowds belief: 
That, Virtue’s ends from vanity can raise, 
Which seeks no int'rest, no reward but praise; 
And builds on wants, and on defects of mind, 
The joy, the peace, the glory of Mankind. 

• Heaven, forming each on other to depend, 

A n|aster, or a servant, or a friend. 

Bids each on other fur assistance call, 

Till one Man’s weakness grows the strength 
of all. 

Wants, frailties, passions, closer still ally 
The common int'rest, or ende.ar the tie. 

To these we owe true friendship, love sincere. 
Each liome-felt joy that life inherits here; 

Yet from the same we learn, in its decline, 
Those joys, those loves, those int'rests to re¬ 
sign ; 

Taught half by Reason, half by mere decay, 

• To welcome death, and calmly pass away. 
Whate'er the Passion, knowledge, fame, or 
pelf, [self. 

Not one will change his neighbor with him- 
I'he learn’d is happy nature to eicploTC, 

The fool is happy that he knows no more; 
I’he rich is happy in the plenty given, [ven. 
I'he pooncontents him with the care of Hea- 
Sce the blind beggar dance, the cripple sing. 
The sot a hero, lunatic a king : 

The starving chemist in his golden views 
Supremely blest; the poet in his Muse. 

See some strange comfort ev’ry state attend. 
And prifle, bestow'’d on all, a common friend : 
See some fit pission ev’ry age supply : [die. 
Ilt.pe travels through, nor quits us when we 
lleliold the child, by nature’s kindly la’ 
Pleas’d with a rattle, tickled with a straw ; 
Some livelier plaything gives his youth delight, 
A little louder, hut as empty quite; 

Scarfs, garters, gold, amuse Ins riper stage, 

A luietteads and pray’r-books are the toys of 
age • 

Pleas’d with this bauble still, as that before; 
I’iH tird l.e sleeps, and Life’s poor play is o’er. 
/ Meanwhile Gpinion gilds with varying rays 
Those painted clouds that hcauAfy our days; 
Each vunt of happiness by Hope supplied, 
And each vacuity of sense by Pride: 

These build as fast as knowledge can destroy j 
" In folly’s cup still laughs the bubble, Joy : 

One prospect lost, another still we gain} 

And not a vanity is given in va':>. 

E’en mean Self-love becomes, by force divine, 
. The scale to measure others’ w'ants by Uiine. 

, ^89qonfeBB 4 K>ne comfort still must rise; 
”1'|8 this—t^ugh Man’s a fool, yet God is wise. 

^ EPISTtEIlI. 

. Look round our World} behold the chain 
of Love 

Combining all below and all above. 

See plastic Nature working to this end} 

The single atoms each to other tend ; 

■Attract, attracted to the next in place. 

Form’d and impcll'd its neighbor to embrace. 


See Matter next, with various life endued, 
Press to one centre still, the gen’ral Good. 
See dying Vegetables life sustain, 

See life dissolving vegetate again : 

All forms that perish other forms supply 
(By turns we catch the vital breath, and die)} 
Like bubbles on the sea of Matter borne, 

They rise, they break, and to that sea return. 
Nothing is foreign ; Parts relate to Whole} 
One all-extending, all-prercrving Soul 
Connects each being, greatest Ath the least} 
Made Beast in aid of Man, and Man of £east> 
All serv'd, all serving: nothing stands alone', 
The chain holds on, and where it ends 
nnknow'n. [geed. 

Has God, thou fool! work’d solely for thy 
Thy joy. thy pastime, thy attire, thy food ? 
Who for thy table feeds the wanton fawn, 

For him as kindly spreads the flow’ry lawn. 

Is it for thee the lark ascends and sings 7 
Joy tunes his voice, joy elevates his wings. 

Is it for thee the linnet pours liis throat 7 
Loves of his own and raptures swell the note. 
I'he bounding i^cd you pompously bestride 
Shares with l.is lord the pleasure and the 
pride. ■ 

Is thine alone the seed that strews tlie plain 7 
'I'he birds of heaven shall vindicate their 
grain. 

Thine the ftill harvest of the golden year 7 
Part pays, and justly, the deserving steer. 

The hog that plows not, nor obejs thy call, 
Lives on the labors of tins lord of all. 

Know, Nature’s children all divide her care. 
The fur that warms a monarch warm'd a hear. 
While Man exclaims, “ See all things for my 
use!” [goose; 

“ See man for mine!” replies a pamper’d 
And just as short of reason he must fall, 

Who thinks all made for one, not one for all. 
Grant that the pow’rful still tlie weak con¬ 
trol. 

Be Man the Wit and Tyrant of the whole : 
Nature that I’yrant checks} he only knows, 
And helps another creature's wants and woes. 
Say, will the falcon, stooping from above, 
Smit with her vaiying plumage, spore the 
dove 7 

Admires the jay the insect’s gilded wings 7 
Or hears the hawk when Philomela sings 7 
Man cares for all : to birds he gives his woods, 
To beasts his pastures, and to fish his fluods: 
For some his int’rest prompts him to provide, 
For more his pleasure, yet fur more his pride : 
All feed on one vain p-itron, and enjoy 
'fh’ extensive blessing of his luxury. 

That VteryJife his learned hunger craves, 

He saves nom famine, iVoni the savage saves} 
Nay, feasts the animal he dooms his feast. 

And till he ends the being, makes it hlost} 
Which sees no more tlie stroke, or feels the 
pain, 

Than favor’d Man by touch ethereal slain. 

The creature had his feast of life before; 

Thou too must perish when thy ibast [s o’er t 
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To each unthinking being, Heav’n, a friend, 
Givea not the uselem knowledge of its end : 
To man imparts it; but with such a view 
As, while he dreads it, makes him hope it too 
The hour conceal’d, and so remote the fear. 
Death still draws nearer, never seeming near. 
Great standing miracle! that Heaven as¬ 
sign’d 

Its only thinking thing this turn of mind. 


Who firg|taught souls enslav'd, and realms 
undone, 

Th’ enormous faith of many made for one; 
That proud exception to all Nature's laws, 

T’ invert the world, and counterwork its 
Cause? 

Force first made Conquest, and that conquest 
Law, 

Till Superstition taught the Tyrant awe. 

Then shar'd the tyranny, then lent it aid, 

Anid Gods of Conqu'rors, Slaves of Subjects 
made: 

Sl\e, ’midst the Ughtning’s blaze, apd thunder’s 
sound, [the ground, 

When rock'd the mountains, and when groan’d 
She taught the weqk to bend, the proud to 
pray. 

To Pow'r unseen, and mightier far than they : 
She from the rending earth, and bursting skies, 
Saw gods descend, and fiends infernal rise: 
Here fix'd the dreadful, there the blest abades ; 
Fear made her Devils, and weak Hope her 
Gods; 

Gods partial, changeful, passionate, unjust, 
Whose attributes were Rage, Revenge, or 
Lust; 

Such as the souls of cowards might conceive, 
And, form'd like tyrants, tyrants would be¬ 
lieve. 

Zeal then, not charity became the guide; 

And hell was built on spite, and heaven on 
pride. 

Then sacred seem’d tb’ ethereal vault no more; 
Altars grew marble then, and reek’d with 
gore: 

Then first the Flamen tasted living food. 

Next his grim idol smear’d with human blood : 
With heaven’s own thunders shook the world 
below, m 

And play’d the god an engine on his foe. 

So drives Self-love, through just and through 
unjust. 

To one man’s pow’r, ambition, lucre, lust: 
The same Self-love in all, becomes the cause 
Of what restrains him. Government and Laws. 
For, what one likes, if others like as well, 
What serves one will, when many yull^eM ? 
How shall he keep, what, sleeping or awake, 
A weaker may eurprise, a stronger take 1 
His safety must his liberty restrain: 

All join to guard what each desires to gain. 
Forc’d into Virtue thus by Self-de&nce, 

£v’n Kings learn'd justice and benevolence: 
Self-love forsook the path it first pursued, 

‘ And found the private in the public good. 


[ados II. 

’Twas then the studious bead or gen’rons 
mind, r 

Follower of God, or friend of human kind, 

Poet or Patriot, rose but to restore 
The faith and moral Nature gave before} 
Relum'd her ancient light, not kindled new ; 
If not God's image, yet his shadow drew; 
Taught power’s duo use to People and to 
Kings, [strings. 

Taught nor to slack nor strain its tender 
The less or greater set so justly true, 

That touching one must strike the other too ; 
Till jarring int’rests of themselves create 
7'h’ according music of a well-mix’d state. 
Such is the world’s great harmony, that iprings 
From Order, Union, full Consent of things : 
Where small and great, where weak and migh¬ 
ty, made 

To serve, not Buffer; strengthen, not inv.ade; 
More pow’rful each as needful to the rest. 

And, in proportion as it blesses, blest ;*% 

Draw to one point, and to one centre bring 
Beast, Man, or Angel, Servant, Lord, or King. 

For forms of Government let foola contest} 
Whate'er is best administer’d is best; 

For Modes of Faith let graceless zealots fight; 
His can’t be wrong whose life is in the right: 
In Faith and Hope the world will disagree. 
But all Mankind's conebrn is Charity: [end; 
All must be false that thwarts this one great 
And all of God, that bless Mankind, or mend. 

Man, like the geii’rous vine, snpparted lives: 
The strength he gains is from th’ embrace 
he gives. 

On their o>vn axis as the Planets run, 

Vet m ike at once their circle rou id the Sun; 
So two consistent motions act the Soul, 

And one regards Itself, and one the Whole. 
Thus God and Nature liiikd the geu’ral 
frame. 

And bade Self-love and Social be the sdliie 
EPISTLE IV. 

O Happiness ! our being's end and aim! 
Good, Pleasure, Ease, Content, whate’er thy 
name; [^igh> 

That something still w'hich prompts t]f eternal 
For which we bear to live, or dare to die; 
Which still so near us, yet beyond us lies; 
O’erlook'd, seen double, by the fool and wise : 
Plant of celestial seed! if dropt below. 

Say, in what mortal soil thou deign’st to 
grow ? 

Fair op’ningto some Court’s propitious shine, 
Or deep with diamouds in (be fla iii iw g i ^iliiu 7 
Twin’d with the wreaths Pariugsian laurels 
Or reap’d in iron harvests of the^ld » [yield, 
Where grows 7 where grows it not 7 ir-.ai" 
our toil, 

Wo ought to blame the culture, not the soil. 
Fix'd to no spot is happiness sincere, 

’Tib no where to be found, or ev'ry where : 
’Tis never to be bought, but always free; 

And fled from monarchs, St. John.dwells'with 
thee. • 
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Aik of the Leam’d the waj; the Leam'd 
arQ blind: 

< ThU bids to serve, and that to shun mankind} 
Some place the blisa in action, some in ease; 
Those call it pleasure, and contentment these; 
Some, sunk to beasts, hnd pleasure end in 
pain; 

Some, swell'd to gods, confess e'en virtue vain; 
Or indolent to each extreme they fall. 

To trust in ev’ry thing, or doubt of all. 

Who thus deliiie it, say they more or less 
Than this, that happiness is happiness 1 
Take Nature's path, and mad opinions leave; 
All states can reach it, and all heads conceive; 
Obviou8*her goods, in no extreme they dwell; 
There needs but thinking right, and meaning 
well; 

And, mourn our various portions as we please. 
Equal is common sense and common case. 

Remember, Man, “ the Universal Cause 
Acts not by partial, but by gen'ral laws;” 

And makes what Happiness we justly call. 
Subsist not in the good of one, but ail. 

There s not a blessing individuals find. 

But some way leans and hearkens to the kind. 
No bandit fierce, no tyrant mad with pride. 

No cavern^ hermit rests self-satisfied; 

Who most to shun or hate mankind pretend, 
Seek an admirer, or would fix a friend: 
Abstract what others feel, what others think, 
All pleasures sicken, and all glories sink : 
Loch has his share; and who would more ob¬ 
tain. 

Shall find the pleasure pays not half the pain. 
Order is Heaven's first law; and this con- 
fest. 

Some are, and must be, greater than the rest. 
More rich, more wise; but who infers from 
hence [sense.. 

That such are faapp'er, shocks all common 
He I'.cfi to mankind impartial we confess, 

It all areciiual in their happiness; 

But mutual wants this happiness increase ; 

All nature s ditTrence keeps all nature's peace. 
f Condition, circumstance; is not the thing; 
Bliss is tlie same in subject or in*king, 

In who ibtain defence, or who defend. 

In him who is, or him who finds a friend : 
Heaven breathes through ev’ry member of the 
whole 

On'c common blessing, as one common soul. 
But Fortune’s gifts, if each alike possess’d, 

, A"*! citch were equal, must not all contest 7 
If then to all men Happiness was meant, 

Hod in ^.yternals gfiuld not place content. 

Fortune her gifts may variously dispose. 

And these b^appy call'd, unhappy those; 

But Ileaven’s just balance equal will appear. 
• While those are plac’d in hope, and these in 
fear: 

Not present good or ill, the joy or curse; 

But future views of better, or pf worse. 

Ob, sons of earth! attempt ye still to rise, 
By moantains pil’d on mountains, to the 

skies 7 


Heaven still with laughter the vain toil sur¬ 
veys, 

And buries madmen in the heaps they raise. 

Know, all the good that individuals find. 

Or God and Nature meant to mere mankind, 
Reason’s whole pleasure, ail the joys of sense, 
Lie in three wo^s. Health, Peace, and Com¬ 
petence. 

But Health consists with Temperance alone; 
And Peace, Oh, Virtue! Peace iS'all thy own. 


What nothing earthly gives, or can destroy. 
The soul's calm sunshine, and the heart-felt 
Is virtne’s prizc\ a better would you fix 7 [joy. 
Then give humility a coach and six. 

Justice a conqu’ror's sword, or truth a gown, 
Or public spirit, its great cure, a crown. 
Weak, foolish man ! will heaven reward us 
there [here 7 

With the same trash mad mortals wish for 
I'he boy and man an individual makes. 

Yet sigh’st thou now for apples and for cakes ? 
Go, like thg Indian, in another life 
Expect thy dog, thv bottle, and thy wife; 

As well as dream such trifies arc assign'd, 

As toys and empires, for a^odlike mind. 
Rewards, that either would to virtue bring 
No joy, or be destructive of the tiling; 

How oft by these at sixty are undone 
The virtues of a saint at twenty-one ! 

To whom can riches give repute, or trust, 
Content or pleasure, but the good and just 7 
Judges and senates have teen bought for 
Esteem and love were never to be sold, [gold; 
Oh fool! to think God hates the worthy mind. 
The lover and the love of human kind, [clear, 
Whose life is healthful, and whose conscicnco 
Because he wants a thousand pounds a-ycar. 

Honor and shame from no condition rit-e; 
Act well your pirt, there all-the honor lies. 
Fortune in men has some small dilT rcnce m.idr; 
One flaunts in rags, one flutters in broc.ide; 
I'he cobbler apron’d, and the parson gon ii d. 
The friar hooded, and the monarch crown d. 

“ What difl'er more (you cry) than crown 
and cowl 7 

I’ll tell you, friend; a wise man and a fool. 
You’ll find, if once the monarch acts the monk. 
Or, cobbler-like, the parson will be drunk, 
Worth makes the man, and want of it the fel¬ 
low: 

Tho rest is all but leather or prunella, [strings, 
Stuck o’er with titles, and hung round with 
That thou mayst be by kings, or whores of 
kings, 

Btiast the pure blood of an illustrious race, 

In quiet fl(^ from Lucrece to Lucrece : 

But by your fathers' worlli, if yours you rate, 
Count me those only who were good and greaL 
Go! if your ancient, but ignoble blond 
Has crept thro’ scoundrels ever since the flood. 
Go ! and pretend your family is young; 

Nor own your fathers liave been ibols so long. 
What can ennoble sots, or slaves, or cowards I 
Alas I not all the blood of all tlie Howards. 
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Look next on greatness j say where greatness 
lies ? 

“ Where, but among the heroes and the wise V' 
Heroes are much the same, the point's agreed, 
From Macedonia's mtdinan to the Swede; 
The whole strange purpose of their lives, to 
find. 

Or make, an enemy of all mankind! 

Nut one looks backward, onward still he goes. 
Yet ne'er looks forward farther than his nose. 
No less alike the p ditic and wise ; 

All sly, slow things, with circuinspoctivo eyes: 
Men in their limse unguarded hours they take, 
Not that themselves are wise, but others weak. 
But grant that those can conquer, these can 
cheat j 

’Tls plirase absurd to call a villain great: 
Who wickedly is wise, or nndly brave, 

Is but the mure a fool, the more a knave. 

Who noble ends by noble me ins obtains, 

Or fiding, smiles iii eiile or iii chains, 

Like good Aurelius let him reign, or bleed 
Like Socrates, that man is gre it indeed. 


fancy’d 

f' 


life^iu others’ 


What's fame ? 
breith ; 

A thing beyond us, e'en before our death. 

Just what you hear Juu have, and what's un¬ 
known, 

Tlic same (iny Lord) if Tally’s, or your own. 
All that we feel pf it begins and ends 
In the small circle of our foes or friends; 

To all beside as much an empty shade; 

An Eugene living, as a Cajsar dead; 

Alike or when, or where, tliey shone, or shine, 
Or on the Rubicon, or on the Rhine. 

A wit's a fe ither, and a chief a rod ; 

An honest man's the noblest work of God. 
Fame but from death a villain's name can 
save, 

As justice tears his body from the grave; 
When what t’ oblivion better were resign’d. 

Is hung on high, to poison half mankind. 

All fame is foreign, but of true desert; 

Plays round the head, but comes not to the 
heart: 

One self-approving hour whole years outweighs 
Of stupid starera, and of loud huzzas ; 

And more true joy Marccllus exil’d feels. 

Than Cicsar with a senate at his heels. ^ 

In parts superior what advantage lies ? 

Tell (for you can) what is it to be wise 1 
’Tis but to know how little can be known. 

To see all others' faults, and feel our own; 
Condemn'd in business or in arts to drudge, 
Without a second, or without a judge. 
Truths would you teach, or save a sinking 
land 7 ^ 

All fear, none aid you, and few undSSrstand: 
Painful pre-eminence! yourself to view 
Above life’s weakness, and its comforts too. 
Bring then these blessings to a strict ac 
count i [mount > 

Make fair deductions; see to what they 
Bow much of other each is sure to cost; 

> Bow each for other oft is wholly lost; 


How inconsistent greater goods with these; 
How sometimes life is risk’d, an4 always 
ease: 

Think, and if still these things thy envy call, 
i^ay, wuiildst thou be the man to whom they 
fall? 

To sigh for ribands if thou art so silly, [|y! 
Mark how they grace Lord Umbra, or Sir Bil¬ 
ls yellow dirt the passion of lliy life 7 
Look but on Gripus, or on Gripus’ wife! 

If parts allure thee, think how Bacon shin’d, 
I'he wisest, brightest, meanest of mankind! 

Or ravish’d with the whistling of a name, 

See Cromwell damn'd to everlasting fame! 

Jf all, united, thy ambition call, 

From ancient story learn to scorn them all. 

$ 14. Moral Essays. In Four Epistles. 

Pops. 

To Sir Richard Temple, L. Cobham. 
EPISTLE 1. 

Yks, you de«pi8e the man to books confin'd, 
Who fiom his study rails at human kind ; 
Though what he learns he speaks, and may ad¬ 
vance 

Some gen’ral maxims, or be right by chance. 
The coxcomb bird, so talkative and grave, 
That from his cage, calls Cuckold, Whore, and 
Knave, 

Though many a passenger he rightly call, 

You hold him no philosopher at all. 

And yet the fate of all extremes is such. 
Men may be read, as well as books, too much. 
To observations which ourselves we make. 

We grow more partial for th' observer's sake} 
'J'o written wisdoiii, as another’s, less; 
Maxims arc drawn from notions, these from 
guess. 

There's some peculiar in each leaf and grain, 
Some unmark’d fibre, or some varying V 5 '^; 
Shall only man be taken in the gross 7 
Grant but os many sorts of mind as moss. 

That each from other differs, first confess; 
Next, that lie vanes from himself no less: 

,4dd nature's, custom's, reason’s, passion’s 
strife, ,, 

And all opinion’s colors cast on life. [finds. 
Our depths who fathoms, or our shallows 
Quick whirls, and shifting eddies, of our 
minds 7 

On human actions reason though you can, 

It may be reason, but it is not man; 

His principle of action once explore, 

That inst.ant ’tis his princi^e no mqr]^ 

Like following life, through creatures you dis¬ 
sect, 

You lose it in the moment you detect. 

Yet more; the dilf rence is as great between 
The optics seeing, as the objects seen. 

All manners take a tincture from our own; 

Or come discolor’d through our passions 
Or fancy’s beam enlarges, multiplies, [shown. 
Contracts, inverts, and gives tea thousand 


dyes. 
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liar will life’s stresm for observation stay; 

It -hurries all too fast to mark their way: 

In vain sedate reflections we would make, 
When half our knowledge we must snatch, 
not take. 

Oft, in the pissions’ wild rotation tost, 

Our spring of action to ourselves is lost; 

Tir’d, not determin’d, to the last we yield: 

And what comes tlien is master of the field. 

As the last image of that troubled heap. 

When sense subsides, and fancy sports in 
sleep, 

f’Fhough past the recollection of the thought,) 
Becomes the stulT of which our dream is 
• wrought: 

Something as dim to our internal view, 

Is thus, perhaps, the cause of most we do. 

True, some are open, and to all men known 3 
Others so very close, they’re hid from none, 
(So darkness strikes the sense no less than 
light;) 

Thus gracious Chandos is belov’d at sight; 

And ev’ry child hates ShylcKk, though his 
soul 

Still sits at squat, and peeps not from its hole. 
At all mankind when gen’rous Manly raves, 

All know 'tis virtue, for he thinks them knaves. 
When universal homage Umbra pays, 

All see 'tis vice, and itch of vulgar praise. 
When flatt’ry glares, all hate it in a queen 3 
While one there is who charms us with his 
spleen. 

BuUthese plain characters we rarely find : 
Though strong the bent, yet quick the turns 
of mind 3 

Or puzzling contraries confound the whole 3 
Or aflectations quite reverse the soul. 

The dull, flat falsehood serves for policy 3 
And in the cunning, truth itself s a he : 
Unthought>of frailties cheat us in the wise; 
Tlip fool lies hid in inconsistencies. 

See the same man, in vigor, in the gout 3 
Alone, in company; in place, or out; 

Early at business, and at hazard iatc; 

Mad at a fox-chase, w.ise at a debate; 

Drunk at a borough, civil at « ball; 

Friendly at Hackney, faithless at Whitehall. 

Catius is ever moral, ever grave, 

Thinks, who endures a knave is next a knave, 
Save just at dinner—then prefers, no doubt, 

■A rogue with venison to a saint without. 

Who would not praise Patricio’s high desert, 
His hand unstain’d, his uncorrupted heart, 

His comprehensive head; all int’rests weigh'd, 
All {lurope sav’d, yet Britain not betray’d ? 
He thanks you Hot, his pride is in piquet, « 
Newma^ 0 t fame, and judgment at a bet. 
JVhat made (say, Montagne, or more sage 
Charron!) 

Otho a warrior, Cromwell a buffoon ? 

A perjur'd prince a leaden saint severe, 

A godless regent tremble at a star 7 
TJm throne a bigot keep, a'genius quit, 
Faithless through piety, and dup’d through 
wit? 


Europe a woman, child, cr dotnrd rule, 

And just her wisest monarch made a fool 
Know, Gcd and Nature only are tl.e same ; 
In man, the judgment shoots at flying game; 

A bird of passage! gone as soon as found; 

Now in the moon perhaps, now under ground. 

In vain the sage, with retrospective eye. 
Would from th’ apparent What conclude the 
Why, 

Infer the Motive from the Deed, and show 
That what we chanc’d was what we meant 
to do. 

Behold ! if Fortune or a Mistress frowns. 

Some plunge in business, others shave their 
crowns : 

To ease the sou! of one oppressive weight, 
This quits an empire, that embroils a state ' 
The same adust complexion has impell’d 
Charles to the convent, Philip to the field. 

Not always actions show the man 3 we find 
Who does a kindness, is not therefore kind; 
Perhaps prosperity becalm’d his breast, 

Perhaps the wind just shifted from the east. 
Not thefteforc humble he who seeks retre.it 3 
Pride guides Ms steps, and bids him shun the 
great. 

Who combats bravely 1b not therefore brave ; 
He dreads a death-bed like the meanest slave 
Who reuBons wisely is not therefore wise 3 
His pride in reas’ning, not in acting, lies. 

But grant that actions best discover man 3 
Take the most strong, and sort them as you 
can. 

The few that glare, each character must mark 3 
You balance not the many in the dark. 

What will you do with such as disagree 7 
Suppress tliein, or miscall them policy 7 
Must then at once (tl.e character to save) 

The plain rough hero turn a crafty knave 7 
Alas ! in truth the man but chang'd his mii.d; 
Perhaps was sick, in love, or had not din’d. 
Ask why from Britain Cxsar would retreat 7 
Cxsar himself might whisper, he was beat. 
Why risk the world’s great empire for a punk 7 
CiBsar perhaps might answer, he was drunk. 
But, sage historians! ’tis your task to prove. 
One action, conduct; one, heroic love. 

’Tis from high life high characters are 
drawn; 

A saint in crape is twice a saint in lawn; 

A judge is just, a chanc’llor juster still; 

A gownman, learn’d; abishop, what you will; 
Wise, if a minister 3 but if a king, 

More wise, more learn’d, more just, more 
ev’ry thing. 

Court virtues bear, like gems, the highest rate, 
Boi|t where Heaven's influence scarce con 
^netrate 3 

In life’s low vale, the soil the virtues like. 
They please as beauties, here as wonders 
strike. 

Though the ssxne sun, with all-diffusive rays, 
Blush in the rose, and in the diamond blaze; 
We prize the stronger effort of his pow’r, 

And justly set the gem above the flow’r. 
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'Tit sJocKtion fomu the common mind; 

Just at the twig it bent, the tree't inclin’d. 
Boeetful and rough, your firat ton it a ’tquire ; 
The - next a tradesman, meek, and much a li¬ 
ar ; 

Tom struts a soldier, open, bold, and brave; 
Will sneikt a scriv’ner, an exceeding knave: 
Is he a churchman 1 then he't fond of paw r; 
A Quaker 7 sly; a Presbyterian 7 tour; 

A smart Free-thinker 7 all things in an hour. 

Ask men’s opinions: Scoto now shall tell 
How trade increases, and the world goes well; 
Strike off his pension, by the setting sun. 

And Britain, if not Europe, is undone. 

That gay Free-thinker, a fine talker once. 
What turns him now a stupid silent dunce 7 
Some god, or spirit, he has lately found; 

Or chanc’d to meet a minister that frown’d. 

Judge we by nature 7 habit can efface, 
int’rest o’ercome, or pnlicy take place : 

By actions 7 those uncertainty divides; 

By passions 7 these dissimulation hides ; 
Opinions 7 they still take a wider range; 

Find, if you can, in what you cannot change. 
Manners with fortunes, huprors turn with 
climes. 

Tenets with books, and-principles with times. 

Search then the ruling pission: there, alone, 
The wild are constant, and the cunning 
known; 

The fool consistent, and the false sincere; 
Priests, princes, women, no dissemblers here. 
This clew once found, unravels all the rest; 
The prospect clears, and Wharton stands coii- 
fest. 

Wharton, the scorn and wonder of our days. 
Whose ruling passion was the lust of praise; 
Born with whate'er could win it from the 
wise, 

Women and fools must like him, or he dies j 
Though wond’ring senates hung on all he 
spoke. 

The club must hail him master of the joke. 
Shall parts so various aim at nothing new 7 
He’ll shine a Tully and a Wilmot too: 

Then turns repentant, and his God adores 
With the same spirit that he drinks and 
whores; 

Enough if all around him but admire, 

And now the punk applaud, and now the iffar. 
Thus with each gift of nature and of art. 

And wantinjg nothing but an honest heart; 
Grown all to all, from no one vice exempt. 
And most contemptible to shun contempt; 

His passion still, to covet gen'ral praise; 

His lift, to forfeit it a thousand ways; 

A constant bounty, which no ftiend has ma^e;' 
An angel tongue, which no man edia ^r- 
suade; 

A feol, with more of wit than half mankind} 
Too rash for thought, for action too refin’d; | 

A tyrant to the wife his heart approves; 

A ti^l to the very king he loves} 

He ^es, ead oBteast of each church and state, 
And/ famder still! flagitious, yet not great. 


[aooK u. 

I Ask you why Wharton broke through er'ry 
‘ rule 7 [ttol. 

'Twas all for fear the knaves should nil him 
Nature well known, no prodigies remain} 
Comets are regular, and Wharton plain. 

Yet, in this search, the wisest may mistake, 
If second qualities for first they take. 

When Catiline by rapine swell d his store; 
When Cmsar made a noble dame a whore} 

In this the lust, in that the avarice. 

Were means, not ends; ambition was the vice. 
That very Cssar, born in Scipio’s days, 

Hod aim’d, like him, by chastity at praise. 
Lucullus, when frugality could charm, 

Had roasted turnips in the Sabine farm.* 

In vain th' observer eyes the builder’s toil} 
But quite mistakes the scaffold for the pile. 

In this one passion man can strength enjoy. 
As fits give vigor just when they destroy. 
Time, that on all things lays his lenient hand, 
Yet tames not this; it sticks to oar last 
Consistent in our follies and our sins. 

Here honest Nature ends as she begins. 

Old politicians chew on wisdom past, 

.Ind totter on in business to the last: 

As weak, as earnest, and as gravely out. 

As sober Lanesb’row dancing in the gout. 

Behold a rev’rend sire, whom want of grace 
Has made the father of a nameless race. 
Shov’d from the wall perhaps, or rudely prest 
By his own son, that passes by unblest: 

Still to his wench he crawls on knocking 
knees, * 

And envies ev'ry sparrow that he sees. 

A salmon's belly, Helluo, was thy fate: 

The doctor call'd declares all help too late. 

“ Mercy !” cries Helluo, " mercy on my soul! 
Is there no hope 7—Alaa !—then bring the 
jowl.” [tend, 

The frugal crone, whom praying priests at- 
Still strives to save the hallow’d taper’s 
Collects her breath, as ebbing life retires, 

For one puff more, and in that puff expires. 

“ Odious! in woollen ! ’twould a saint pro¬ 
voke,” 

(Were the last words that poor Narcissa spoke;) 
“ No, let a charming chintz and Brussels lace 
Wrap niy cold liint», and shade my lifeless 
face. [dead— 

One would not, sure, be frightful when one’s 
And—Betty—give this cheek a little red.” 
'fhe courtier smooth, who forty years had 
shin’d 

An humble servant to all human kind. 

Just brought out this, when 8C|trce his tongue 
I could stir, 

If—where I'm going—I could 8ervU^u,sir7” 
“ I give and I devise” (old Euclio said, ^ 
And sigh’d) "my lands and tenements to 
Ned.” [aUT 

Your money, rir?—“My money, sir, whet 
Why—if I must-(then wept) I give it Paul.” 
The manor, sir 7—“ The manor 1 h(dd,” he 
cried, [died. 

“ Not that,—1 cannot part with that,”—and 
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And ]wa, brare Cobham, to joor latoat 
breath, 

Shall fSel your ruling passion strong in death : 
Such in those moments, as in all the past, 

“ Oh, save my country, Heavenshall be 
your last. 

EPISTLE II. 

To a Lady. 

Of the Characters qf TVbmen. 

Notbieo bo true as what you once let fall, 

“ Most women have no characters at all 
Matter too soft a lasting mark to bear, 

And best distinguish’d by black, brown, or 
fair. 

How many pictures of one nymph we view. 
All how unlike each other, all how true! 
Arcsdia's countess here, in ennin’d pride, 

Is tliere Pastora by a fiiuntam side. 

Here Fannia, leering on her own good man; 
And tliere a naked Leda with a swan. 
l,ct then the fair one beautifully cry, 
lii M.igdaleiie’s loose hair and lifted eye; 

Or drest in smiles of sweet Cecilia shine, 
With simp’i'ing angels, palms, and harps di- 

Wh^thcr the charmer sinner it, or saint it, 
ir lolly grow romantic, 1 must paint it. 

Come, then, the colors and the ground 
prr-p irc! 

Dip ill tl.e rainbow, trick her off in air; 
Choose a firm cloud, before it fall, and in it 
Catch, ere she change, the Cynthia of this 
minute. [Park, 

Rufa, whose eye, quick glancing o’er the 
Attracts each Jiglit gay meteor of a spark, 
.\grees as ill with Rufa studying Locke, 

As Sappho’s diamonds with her dirty smock; 
Or S ippho at her toilet's greasy task, 

^V•th Sappho fragrant at an ev’ning mask: 

So morning insects, that in muck begun, 
Shine, buzz, and fiy-biow in the setting sun. 

How soft IS Silia! fearful to ofiend ; 

Tlie frail one's advpcate, the weak one’s 
friend! • 

To IjQt, Calista prov’d her conduct nice; 

.Knd good Simplicius asks of her advice. 
Sudden, she storms *. she raves! You tip the 
wink; 

' But spare your censure, Silia does not drink. 
All eyes may see from what the change arose : 
All eyes may see—a pimple on her nose. 

Papilla, wedded to her am'rous spark, 

Sighs for the shades—" How charming is a 
park !’* * • 

A park^jM|iurchas’d; but the fair he sees 
Ail bath’d in tecra—“ Oh odious, odious 
trees!” 

Ladies, like variegated tulips, show, 

'Tis to their changes half their charms we owe; 
Fine by defect, and delicately weak, 

Their happy spots the nied admirer take. 
Twas thus Calypso once each heart alarm'd, 
Aw’d .without virtue, without beauty charm’d; 


Her tongue bewitch'd w oddly m her eyw; 
Less wit than mimic, more a wit than wise; 
Strange graces still, and stranger flights ate 
had, 

Was just not ugly, and was just not mad; 

Yet ne’er so sure our passion to create, 

As when she touch’d the brink of ail we hate. 

Narcissa’s nature, tolerably mild. 

To make a wash, would hardly stew a child; 
Has e’en been prov'd to grant a lover’s pray’r, 
And paid a tradesman once, to make him 
stare; 

Gave alms at Easter, in a Christian trim, 

And made a widow happy, for a whim. 

Why then declare good-nature is her scorn, 
When ’tis by that alone she can be borne 1 
Why pique all mortals, yet affect a name ? 

A fool to pleasure, yet a slave to fame : 

Now deep in Taylor and the Book of Mar¬ 
tyrs, [tres. 

Now drinking citron with his grace and Cliar- 
Now conscience chills her. and now passion 
burns; 

And athwsm and religion take their turns; 

A very Heathe%in the carnal part. 

Yet still a sad good Christian at her heart. ' 
See sin in state, majestically drunk. 

Proud as a'peeress, prouder as a punk ; 

Chaste to her husband, frank to all Leside, 

A teeming mistress, but a barren bride. 

What then ? let blood and body bear the fault, 
Her head’s untouch’d, that noble seat of 
thought: 

Such this day's doctrine—in another fit 
She sms with poets through puie love of wit. 
What has not tir’d her bosom or her brain T 
Cffisarand Tail-boy, Charles and Charlemagne. 
As Helluo, late dictator of the feast. 

The nose uf haut-gout, and the tip of taste, 
Critiqu'd your wine, and analys d your meat, 
Yet on plain pudding deign’d at home to eat: 
So Philoinede, lect'ring ail mankiiul, 

On the soft passion, and the taste refin’d, 

Th’ address, the delicacy—stoops at once. 
And makes her hearty meal upon a dunce. 

Fiavia's a wit, has too much sense to pray ; 
To toast our wants and wishes, is her way; 
Nor asks of God, but of her stars to give 
The mighty blessing, " while we live, to 
live." 

Then all for death, that opiate of the soul! 
Lucretia’s dagger, Rosamonda’s bowl. 

Say, what can cause such impotence of mind ? 
A spark too fickle, or a spouse too kind. 

Wue wretch! with pleasures too refin'd to 
please; 

With too much spirit to be e’er at ease; , 
With t«o much quickness, ever to be taught; 
With too much thinking, to have common 
tiiought; 

You purchase pain with all that joy can give, 
And die of nothing but a rage to live. 

Turn then ftom wits, and look on Skno's 
mate; 

No ass ao meek, no ass so obstinate: ' 
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OrliAr thit owni her ftulte, hot never mendi, 
Beeenee ehe't honeit, and the beat of frienda; 
Or her, whoae lifii the church and acandal 
ahare, 

For ever in a paaaion or a pray'r : 

Or her who laughs at hell, but (like her grace) 
Criea, “ Ah! how charming, if there's no 
such place 1” 

Or who in sweet vieiaaitude appears 
Of mirth and opium, ratafie and tears. 

The daily anodyne, and nightly draught. 

To kill those foes to ikir ones, time and 
thought! 

Woman and fool are two hard things to hit; 
For true no*meaning puzzles more than wit. 

But what are these to great Atossa’s mind ? 
Scarce once herself, by turns all womankind 
Who, with herself, or others, from her birth 
Finds all her life one warfare upon earth : 
Shines in ezposing knaves, and painting fools, 
Yet ia whate'er she bates and ridicules. 

No thought advances, but her eddy brain 
Whisks it about, and down it goes again. 

Full sixty years the world has been ]»r trade, 
wisest fool much time hassever made. 
..^I^Hjjinovelesa youth to unrerpectod age, 
^^m^tssion gratified, encept her rage : 

So much the fury still outran the wit, 

The pleasure miss’d her, and the scandal hit. 
Who breaks with her, provokes revenge from 
hell; 

But he’s a bolder man who dares be well. 
Her ev'iy turn with violence pursu’d. 

Nor more a storm her hate than gratitude : 

To that each passion turns or soon or late; 
Love, if it makes her yield, must make her 
hate; 

Superiors 1 death ! and equals 7 what a curse! 
But an inferior not dependent! worse. 

Offend her, and she knows not to forgive; 
Oblige her, and she'll hate you while you live: 
But die, and she’ll adore you—then the bust 
And temple rise—^then fall again to dust. 

Last niglit, her lord was all that's good and 
great; 

A knave this morning, and his will a cheat. 
Strange! by the means defeated of the ends, 
By spirit robb’d of pow'r, by warmth of 
frienda, ^ 

By wealth of followers I without one distress, 
Sick of herself, through very selfishness 1 
Atossa, curs’d with ev’ry granted pray’r, 
Childless, with all her children, wants an 
heir. [store. 

To heirs unknown descends th’ unguarded 
Or wanders, Heaven-directed, to the poor. 

Pictures like these, dear madam, to design, 
Asks no firm hand, and no unerring lint^; ° 
Some wand’ring touches, some reflected light, 
Some flying stroke alone can hit them right: 
For how shwld equal colors do the knack 7 
Comeleons who can paint in white and black 7 
** Yet Cbloe sure was fonn'd without a 
spot.” 

Natun in her then err’d not, but forgot. 


“ With ev’ry pleasing, ev’ry prudent part, . 
Say, what can Chloe want 7”—She ^nts a 
heart. [ought j 

She speaks, behaves, and acts just as she 
But never, never reach’d one gen’rous 
thought. 

Virtue she finds too painful an endeavor > 
Content to dwell in decencies for ever. 

So very reasonable, so unmov'd, 

As never yet to love, or to be lov’d. 

She, while her lover pants upon her breast. 
Can mark the figures on an Indian chest; 

And, when she sees her friend in deep derpair, 
Observes how much a chintz exceeds mohair. 
Forbid it, Heav’ii! a favor or a debt 
She e'er should cancel—but she may forget. 
Safe is your secret still in Cbloe’s ear; 

But none of Chloe’s shall you ever hear. 

Of all her dears she never slander’d one, 

But cares not if a thousand are undone. 

Would Chloe know if you’re alive or deadl^t 
She bids her footman put it in her bead. 

Chloe is prudent—would you too he wise 7 
Then never break your heart when Chloe 
dies. 

One certain portrait may, I grant, be seen, 
Which Heaven has varnish'd out, and made a 
queen : 

The same for ever! and describ’d by all 
With truth and goodness as with crown and 
ball. 

Poets heap virtues, painters gems at will, 

And show their zeal, and hide their want of 
skill. [write, 

'Tis well—but, artists! who can paint or 
To draw the naked is your true delight. 

That robe of quality so struts and swells. 

None see what parts of nature it conceals : 
Th' exactest traits of bedy or of mind. 

We owe to models of an humble kind. 

If QueensLerry to strip there's no ccmpelliqg^ 
'Tie from a handmaid we must take a helem 
From peer or bishrp, 'tie no easy thing 
I'o draw the man who loves his Grd or King : 
Alas! 1 copy (or my draught would fail) 

From honest Alah'met, or plain Parson Hale. 
But grant, in public men sometimes are 
shown, 

A woman's seen in private life alone ; 

Our bolder talents in full light display’d; 

Your virtues open fairest in the shade. 

Bred to disguise, in public 'tie you hide; 

There none distinguish ’twixt your shame or 
pride. 

Weakness or delicacy; all so nice, « 
Xhat each may seem a virtue or a vice. 

In men we various ruling passionsi^d; 

In women, two almost divide the kiM; ^ 

Those, only fix’d, they first or last obey, 

The love of pleasure and the love of sway. 
That nature gives; and where the lesson 
taught 

Is but to please, campleasure seem a fault 7 
Experience, this; by man’s oppremion cunt. 
They aeek the second not to lose the first. 
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• Men, eome to bus ness, lome to pleunre 
But fiv’ry woman is at heart a rake : [take. 
Men, aome to quiet, some to public atrife; 

But ev’ry lady would he queen for life. 

Yet mark the fate of a whole sex of queens ! 
Pow’r all their end, but beauty all the means: 

. In youth they conquer with so wild a rage, 

As leaves them scarce a subject in their 
age; 

For foreign glory, foreign joy, they roam ; 

No thought of peace or happiness at home. 
But wisdom’s triumph is well-tim'd retreat, 

As hard a science to the fair as great; 
Beauties, like tyrants, 61d and friendless 
■ grown, 

Yet hate repose, and dread to be alone; 

Worn out in public, weary ev'ry eye. 

Nor leave one sigh behind them when they 
die. 

Pleasures the sex, as children birds, pursue; 
Still out of reach, yet never out of view; 
Sure, if they catoh, to spoil the toy at most. 
To covet dying, and regret when lost: 

At last, to follies youth could scarce defend. 

It grows their .age’s prudence to pretend; 
Asham'd to own they gave delight before, 
Reduc’d to feign it when they give no more * 
As hogs hold sabbaths less for joy than spite. 
So these their mewy, miserable night; 

Still round and* round tho ghosts of beauty 
glide. 

And haunt the places where their honor died. 

See how the world its veterans rewards 1 
A youth of frolics, an old age of cards; 

Fair to no purpose, artful to no end. 

Young without lovers, old without a friend; 
A (rp their passion, but their prize a sot. 
Alive ridiculous, and dead forgot! 

Ah, friend ! to dazzle let the vain design; 
To raise the thought and touch tlie heart he 

thine! [ring, 

That charm shall grow, while what fatigues tl.o 
Flaunts and goes down an unregarded thing; 
So when the sun’s broad beam has tir’d tlie 
sight, 

All mild ascends the moonts more sober light; 
Seiwne in virgin modesty she shines, 

And unobserv’d the glaring orb declines. 

Oh! blest with temper, whose unclouded 
ray 

Cam make to-morrow cheerful as to-day J 
She who can love a sister’s charms, or hear 
Sighs for a daughter with unwounded ear; 
She who ne’er answers till a husband cools; 
Or, if she rujps him, never shows she rules; 
Charms by accepting, by submitting swaye^ 
Yet her humor most when she obeys; 
•Let fops or fortune fly w'hich way they will; 
Disdains all loss of tickets, or c^ille ; 
Spleen, vapors, or smail-pox, above them all, 
And mistress of herself though china fail. 

And yet, believe me, good as well os ill, 
'Woman's at best a confradiction still. 
Heaven, when it strives to polish all it can 
* Itsjkst best work, but Imbis a si^r mans 


Picks fWim each set to make the fkT*ilto 
blest, 

I Your love of pleasure, our desire of restt 
Blends, in exeeption to all gen’ral rules. 

Your ta.*)te of follies with our scorn of fools; 
Reserve with frankness, art with truth allied. 
Courage with softness, medesty with pride ; 
Fix’d principles, with fancy ever new; 

Shakes all together, and prcdiices—ycu. 

Be this a woman’s fame; with this unblest, 
Toasts live a scorn, and queens may die a jest. 
This Phoebus promis'd (I forget the year) 

When those blue eyes first epen’d on the 
sphere; [care, 

Ascendant Phmbus watch’d that hour with 
Averted half your parents' simple prny’r; 

And gave you beauty, but denied the pelf 
That buys your sex a tyrant o’er itself. 

The gen’rous god, who wit and gold refines. 
And ripens spirits, as he ripens mines. 

Kept dross for duchesses, the world shall 
know it. 

To you gave sense, good-humor, and a poet. 

« 

EPIST1.K IlL 

To Richard Boyltj Earl of Burlington. 

’Tis strange, the miser should hia caret em> 
ploy 

To gain those riches he can ne'er enjdy : 

Is it less strange the prodigal should waste 
His wealth, to purchase what he ne'er can 
taste 7 

Not for himself he sees, or hears, or eats; 
Artists must choose his pictures, music, 
meats. 

He buys for Topham drawings and designs; 
For Pembroke statues, dirty gods, and coins; 
Rare monkish manuscripts for Hearnealone; 
And books for Alead, and butterflies fur 
Sloane. 

Think we all these arc for himself 7 No more 
Than his fine ivife, alas ! or finer whore. 

For what has Virro painted, built, and 
planted 7 

Only to show how many tastes he wanted. 
What brought Sir Visto’s *ll-got wealth to 
i waste 7 [taste." 

Some demon whisper’d, " Visto! have a 
Ileav’n visits with a taste the wealthy fool. 
And needs no rod but Ripley with a rule. 

See! sportive fate, to punish awkward pride 
Bids Bubo build, and sends him such a guide, 
A standing sermon, at each year’s opense 
That never coxcomb reach’d magnificence 
You show us, Rome was glorious, not pro¬ 
fuse, [use; 

j(ndqK>mpoas buildings once were things of 
Yet shall (my Lord) your just, your noble rules 
Fill half the land with imitating fools; 

Who random drawings from your sheets shall 
take. 

And of one beauty many .blunders make; 
Load some vain church with old theatric state, 
Turn arcs of triumph to a garden-gate j 
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R # rw e jaar oraafflMta, ud hang them all 
Oo aoDie patch'd dog-hole ek’d with enda of 
wellf 

Then clap foer alioea of pilaiter nn’t, 

That, lac'd with bita of rbatie, makea a front: 
Shall call the winda through long arcadea to 
roar, 

Proud to catch cold at a Venetian door; 
Conacioua they act a true Palladium part, 

And if they atarve, they atarve by ruiea of art. 

Oft have you hinted to your brother peer, 

A certain truth, which many buy too dear: 
Something there ia more needful than expenae. 
And aomcthing previoua e'en to taate—'tis 
aenae; 

Good aenae, which only ia the gift of Heaven, 
And, though no acience, fairly worth the se¬ 
ven : 

A light, which in yourself you must perceive; 
Jones and Le Notre have it not to give. 

. To build, to plant, whatever you intend. 

To rear the column, or the arch to bend. 

To swell the terrace or to sink the grot— 

In all, let Nature never be forgot; • 

But treat the goddess like a modeat fair, 

Nor over-dress, nor leave her wholly bare; 

Let not each beauty ev'ry>where be ap ed. 
Where half the skill is decently to hide. 

He gains all points who decently confounds, 
8 u priaea, varies, and conceals the bounds. 
Consult the genius of the place in all; 

That tells the watera or to rise or fall; 

Or help th’ ambitious hill the heavens to scale, 
Or scoops in circling theatres the vale; 

Calls in the country, catches op'ning glades. 
Joins willing woo^, and varies ahades from 
shades; 

Now breaks, or now directs, th' intending lines, 
Paints as you plant, and, as you work, de¬ 
signs. 

Still fallow sense, of every art the soul, 
Parts answering parts shall slide into a whole. 
Spontaneous beauties all around advance, 
Start ev'n from difficulty, strike from chance: 
Nature shall join you; time shall make it grow 
A work to- wonder at—perhaps a Stow. 

Without it, proSd Versailles! thy glory falls; 
And Nero’s terraces desert their wails: 

The vast parterres a thousand hands shall 
make, [lake; 

Lo! Cobham comes, and floats them with a 
Or cut wide views through mountains to the 
plain. 

You'll wish your hill or shelter'd seat again. 
E’en in an ornament its place remark. 

Nor in ao hermitage set Dr. Clarke. 

Behold Villario’s ten years' toil complete. 
His quincunx darkens, his espaliers meet ' 
'nie wood supports the plain, the parts unite. 
And strength of shade contends with strength 
of light; 

A waving glow the bloomy beds display. 
Blushing in bright diversities of day. 

With silver-quiy’Eing nils meander'd o'er>~ i 
Enjoy them,, you! Villario can no more; I 


Tir’d of the scene, paiteires and fbuntains 
yield. 

He finds at last he better likes a field. 

Thro’ his young woods how pleas’d Sabinus 
stray’d. 

Or sat delighted in the thick'ning shade. 

With annual joy the redd’ning shoots to greet, 
Or see the stretching branches long to meet! 
His son’s fine taste an op’ner vista loves. 

Foe to the dryads of his father’s groves; 

One boundless green, or flourish’d carpet 
views. 

With all the mournful family of yews; 

The thriving plants, ignoble broomsticks 
made, [shade. 

Now sweep those alleys they were Imrn to 
At Timon’s villa let us pass a day. 

Where all cry out, “ What sums are thrown 
away!” 

So proud, so grand; of that stupendous air. 
Soft and agreeable come never there. 
Greatness, with Timon, dwells in such a 
drought 

As brings all Brobdignag before your thought. 
To compass this, his building is a town. 

His pond an ocean, his parterre a down : 

Who but must laugh, the master when he 
A puny insect, shiv'ring at a breeze! [sees, 
Lo, what huge heaps of littleness around! 
The whole a labor’d quarry above ground. 
Two Cupids squirt before; a lake behind 
Improves the keennew of the northern wind. 
His gardens next your admiration call; • 

On ev’ry side you look, behold the wall! 

No pleasing intricacies intervene. 

No artful wildness to perplex the scene; 
Grove nods at grove, each alley has a brother, 
.And half the platform just reflects the other. 
The suiTring eye inverted nature sees. 

Trees cut to statues, statues thick os trees; 
With here a fountain never to be play’d; 

And there a summer-house that knows no 
shade; 

Here Amphitrite sails through myrtle bow’rs; 
There gladiators fight, or diq in flow’rs; 
Unwater’d see the drooping sea-horse mourn, 
And swallows roost in Nilas' dusty urn. 

My lord advances with majestic mien, 

Smit with the mighty pleasure to be seen: 
out soft—by regular approach—not yet— 
First through the len^h of yon hot terrace 
sweat; [your thighs. 

And when up ten steep slopes you've dragg’d 
Just at his study-door he’ll bless your eyes. 

His study! with what authors is it stor'd ? . 
In bpoks, not authors, curious is lAy lord; 

To all their dated backs he turns you rdbpd. 
These Aldus printed, those Du Sueil ha 
bound. 

Lo, some are vellum; and the rest as good. 
For all his lordship knows, but they are wood. 
For Locke or Milton ’tis in vain to look. 

These shelves admit not any modem book. 

And now the chapel’s silver bell you hear, 
That summons you to ail the pride of pray'r; 
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Light quirki of nunic, broken nad oaeren, 
9fa)v the eoul dance upon a jig to heaven. 

On painted ceilings you devoutly stare, 

Where sprawl the saints of Venio or La* 
guerre, 

Or gilded clouds in fair expansion lie. 

And bring all Paradise before your eye. 

To rest, the cushion and soil dean invite, 

Who never mentions hell to ears polite. 

But hark ! the chiming clocks to dinner call; 
A hundred footsteps scrape the marble hall; 
The rich buflet well-color’d serpents grace, 
And gaping Tritons spew to wash your face. 

Is this a dinner 7 this a genial room 7 
N6‘, ’tis a temple, and a hecatomb ! 

A solemn sacrifice perform’d in state; 

You drink by measure, and to minutes eat. 

So quick retires each flying course, you’d 
swear 

Sancho’s dread doctor and his wand were there 
Between each act the trembling salvers ring, 
From soup to sweet wine, and God bless the 
king. 

In plenty starving, tantaliz’d in state. 

And eomplaisantly help'd to all I hate; 
Treated, caress’d, and tir’d, I take my leave, 
Sick of his civil pride from morn to eve; 

I curse such lavish cost, and little skill. 

And swear no day was ever pass’d so ill! 

Yet hence the poor are cloth'd, the hungry 
fed ; 

Health to himself, and to his infants bread, 
The lab'rer bears; what his hard heart denies. 
His charitable vanity supplies. 

Another age shall see the golden ear 
Imbrown the slope, and nod on the parterre. 
Peep harvest bury all his pride has plann'd, 
And laughing Ceres re-aseume the land. 

Who then shall grace, or who improve the 
soil 7 [Boyle. 

Who plants like Bathurst, or who builds like 
’Tis use alone that sanctifies expense. 

And splendor borrows all her rays from sense. 

His father’s acres who enjoys in peace, 

Or makes his neighbors glad, if he increase ; 
Whose cheerful tenants btess their yearly toil, 
YaMo their lord owe more than to the soil; 
Whose ample lawns are not asham'd to feed 
The milky heifer and deserving steed: 

Whose rising forests, not for pride or show, 
Eut future buildings, future navies, grow: 

Let his plantations stretch f'om down to down 
First shade a country, and then raise a town. 

You too proceed! make falling aits your 
• care,. 

Erect new wonders, and the old repair; • 
Jon|g4nd Palladio to themselves restore, 

• And be whate’er Vitruvius was befiire: 

T4I kings call forth th’ ideas of your mind 
(Proud to accomplish what such hands de 
sign’d,) 

Bid harbours open, public ways extend; 

Bid temples, worthier of the God, ascend; 
Bid the br^ arch the dang'rous flood contain, 
Tbe mole Ejected break the roaring main; 


Back to hie bounds their subject sea eonnead. 
And roll obedient rivers through the land; 
These honors peace to happy Britain brings; 
These are imperial works, and worthy kings. 

$ 15. Epiftle to Mr. Addwtn, oeearioned by 
hia Vialoguu on Medala. Pope. 

See the wild waste of all*devouring years! 
How Rome her own sod sepulchre appears! 
With nodding arches, broken temples spread! 
The very tombs now vanish’d like their dead! 
Imperial wonders rais’d on nations spoil'd. 
Where, mix’d with slaves, the groaning mar¬ 
tyr toil 'd: 

Huge theatres, that now unpeopled woods. 
Now drain’d a distant country of her floods : 
Fanes, which admiring gods with pride sur¬ 
vey; 

Statues of men scarce less alive than they! 
Some felt the silent stroke of mould’ring age. 
Some hostile fury some religious rage : 
Barbarian blindness, Christian zeal conspire. 
And Papal piety, and Gothic fire. 

Perhal!{>s, by its own ruins sav’d from flame. 
Some buricAanarble half preserves a name; 
That name the learn’d with fierce disputes 
pursue, e 

And give to 'Titus old Vespasian’s due. 

Ambition sigh’d : she found it vain to trust 
The faithless column and the crumbling bust; 
Huge moles, whose shadow stretch'd from 
shore to shore. 

Their ruins perish'd, and their place no more! 
Convinc’d, she now contracts her vast design. 
And all her triumphs shrink into a coin. 

A narrow orb each crox'ded conquest keeps, 
Teneatb her palm here sad Judea weeps. 

Now scantier limits the proud arch confine, 
And scarce are seen the prostrate Nile or 
Rhine. 

A small Euphrates through the pieco k roll'd. 
And little eagles wave their wings in gold. 

The Medal, faithful to its charge of fame. 
Through climes and ages bears each form and 
name; 

In one short view, subjected to our eye, 

Gods, emp’rors, heroes, sages, beauties, lie. 
With sharpen’d sight pale antiquaries pore, 
Th' inscription value, but the rust adore. 

This the blue varnish, that the green endears, 
The sacred rust of twice ten hundred years! 
To gain Pescennius one employs bis schemes; 
One grasps a Cecrops in emtatic dreams. 

Poor Vadiua, long with learned spleen de¬ 
vour’d, (secur’d ; 

Can taste no pleasure since his shield was 
And Curio, restless by the fair cue’s side, 
for an Otho, and neglects his btite. 
Theirs is the vanity, the learning thine: 
Touch’d by thy hand, again Rome’s glories 
shine; 

Her gods and godlike heroes rise to view, 

And all her fsi^ garments bloom a-imw. 

Nor blush, these studies thy regard enpgt; 
These pleas'd the fathers of poetic yege: 
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The vene and sculptnre bore an equal part, 
And art reflected iraagee to art. [claim. 

Oh, when shall Britain, conscious of her 
Stand etiiulouB of Greek and Romm fame 1 
In living medals see her wars enroll'd, 

And vanquish'd realms supply recording gold 7 
Here, rising bold, the patriot’s honest face; 
There, warriors frowning in historic brass : 
Then future ages with delight shall see 
How Plato's, Bacon’s, Newton’s looks agree; 
Or in fair seriesjaurell d bards be shown, 

A Viigii there, and here an Addison. 

Then shall thy Cragga (and let me call him 
On the cast ore, another Pollio, shine; [mine) 
With aspect open shall erect his head. 

And round the orb in lasting notes be read,— 
Statesman, yet friend to truth ! of soul sin¬ 
cere, 

In action faithful, and in honor clear 3 
Who broke no promise, serv’d no private end. 
Who gain’d no title, and who lost no friend} 
Ennobled by himself, by all afqirov'd. 

And prais’d, unenvy’d, by the Muse he lov’d.” 

I 

$ 16. IMIT.4TIONS OF HOR4ECE. Pope. 

EPISTLE I. Tfi AttgtUtut. 

While you,great patron of mankind! sus¬ 
tain 

The balanc’d world, and open all the main; 
Your country, chief in arms, abroad defend, 
At home with morals, arts, and laws amend 3 
How shall the Muse from such a monarch 
steal 

An hour, and not defraud the public weal ? 

Edward and Henry, now the boast of fame, 
And virtuous Alfred, a more sicred name. 
After a life of gen’rous toils c.idjr’d. 

The Gaul subdued, or property secur’d, 
Ambition humbled, mighty cities stonn'd, 

Or laws establish'd, and the world reform’d 3 
Clos’d their long glories with a sigh, to find 
Th’ unwilling gratitude of base mankind! 

All human virtue, to its latest breath. 

Finds envy never conquer’d but by death. 

The great Alcides, ev'ry labor past. 

Had still this monster to subdue at last. 

Su'ie fate of all, beneath whose rising ray 
Each star of meaner merit fades away I 1 
Opprest we feel the lieam directly beat: 

Those suns of glory please not till they set. 

To thee the world its present homage pays, 
The harvest early, but mature the praise: 
Great friend of liberty ! in kings a name 
Above all Greek, above all Roman fame ; 
Whose word is truth, as sacred and rever’d 
As Heiven's own oracles from altars heard. ^ 
Wonder of k'ngs! like whom, to mortal ^yes 
None e'er has risen, and none e’er shall rise. 

Just in one instance, be it yet confest. 

Your people, sir, are partial in the rest: 

Foes to all living worth except your own. 

And advocates for folly dead and gone. 
Authors, like coins, grow dear as they grow 
It ii the rust we value, not the gold. [old, 


Chaucer’s worst ribaldry is leam’d by rota, 

And beastly Skelton heads of houses quote ; 
One likes no language but the Faiiy Queen; 

A Scot will fight for Christ’s kirk o’ the 
Green : 

And each true Briton is to Ben so civil. 

He swears the Muses met him at the Devil. 
Though justly Greece her eldest sons ad¬ 
mires. 

Why should not w'e be wiser than our sires 7 
In ev’ry public virtue we excel 3 [well t 

We build, we paint, we sing, we dance as 
And learned Athens to our art must stoop, 
Could she behold us trembling through a hrap. 

If time improve our wits as well as wine. 

Say at what age a p'let grows divine 7 
Shall we, or shall wc not, account him so. 

Who died, perhaps, an hundred years ago 7 
End all dispute, mid fix the year precise 
When British bards begin t' immortalize 7 
" Who lasts a century can have no flaw 7 ^ 
I hold that wit a classic, good in law.” 

Suppose he wants a year, will you com¬ 
pound 7 [sound 7 

And shall we deem him ancient, right, and 
Or damn to all pteriiity at once. 

At ninety-nine, a modern and a dunce 7 
” We shall not quarrel for a year or two} 

By courtesy of England he may do.” 

Then, % the rule that made the horse¬ 
tail bare, 

I pluck out year by year, as hair by hair, 

.\nd melt down ancients like a heap of snow. 
While you, to measure merits, look in Stowe 3 
And, estimating authors by the year. 

Bestow a g irland only on a bier. [bill 

Shakspeare (whom you and ev’ry playhouse 
Style the divine, the matchless, what you 
will) 

For gain, not glory, wing’d his roving flight. 
And grew immortal in bis own despite. 

Ben, old and poor, as little seem'd to heed 
The life to come, in ev’ry poet’s creed. 

Who now reads Cowley 7 if he pleases yet. 

His moral pleases, not his pointed wit} 

Foiget his epic, nay* Pindaric art I 
But still 1 love the language of his heart. 

” Yet surely, surely, these were famous 
» men ! 

What boy but hears the sayings of old Ben 7 
In all debates where critics bear a part, 

Not one but nods, and talks of Jonson's art. 

Of Shakspeare’s nature, and of Cowley's wit 3 
How Beaumont’s judgment check’d what 
Fletcher writ 3 , 

How Shadwell hasty, Wycherley was slow 3 
But, for the pasrions. Southern suA^nd 
Rowe. * 

These, only these, support the crowded stage. 
From eldest Heywo^ down to Cibber’s 
age.” 

All this may be; the jpeople’s voice is odd 3 
It is, and it is not, the voice of God. 

To Gammer Gurton if it give the bays, 

And yet deny the Careless Husbanil praise, ■ 
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Or tty, our fiithen oever broke a rule; 

Why tbfii, I ny, the public ii a fool. 

But let them own that greater faults than we 
They had, and greater virtues, I’ll agree. 
Spenser himself affects the obsolete, 

And Sydney’s verse halts ill on Roman feet: 
Milton’s strong pinion now not heaven can 
bound, [ground; 

Nodr, serpent'like, in prose he sweeps tlie 
In quibbles, angel and archangel join. 

And God the Father turns a school>divine. 

Not that I'd lop the beauties from his book. 
Like slashing Bentley, with hisdesp’rate book; 
Or damn ail Shakspeare, like th' affected fool 
At cdUrt, who hates whate’er lie read at school. 

But for the wits of either Charles’s days. 
The mob of gentlemen who wrote with ease; 
Sprat, Carew, Sedley, and a hundred more 
(Like twinkling stars the miscellanies o’er), 
One simile, that solitary shines 
In the dry desert of a thousand lines. 

Or lengthen'd thought that gleams through 
many a page. 

Has sanctified whole poems for an age. 

I lose my patience, and 1 own it too. 

When worksare censur’d not as bad, but new; 
While,.if our elders break all reason's laws. 
These fbols demand not pardon, but applause. 

On Avon’s bank, where flow’rs eternal blow, 
If I but ask if any weed can grow; 

One tragic sentence if 1 dare deride. 

Which Betterton’s grave action dignified. 

Or weil-mouth’d Booth with emphasis pro¬ 
claims, 

(Though but, perhaps, a muster-roll of names,) 
How will our fathers rue up m a rage, 

4nd swear all shame is lost in George’s age! 
Vou’d think no fools disgrac’d the former 
feign. 

Did not some grave examples yet remain. 

Who scorn a lad should teach his father skill. 
And, having once been wrong, will be so still. 
He who, to seem more wise than you or 1, 
Extols old bards, or Merlin's prophecy, 

Mistake him not; he pnvies, not admires; 

And to debase the sons, cxalts^he sires. 

Had qgpient times conspir’d to disallow 
What then was now, what had been ancient 
^ ^ now 1 

Or what remain’d, so worthy to be read 
By learned critics, of the mighty dead ? 

In days of ease, when now the weary sword 
Was sheath’d, and luxury with Charles re¬ 
stor’d} 

In ee’ry taste of foreign courts improv’d, 

“ All, by the kiffg’s example, liv’d and lov’d.”. 
Then BDpfk grew proud in horsemanship t’ 
^ excel} 

Newmarket’s glory rose as Britain’s fell} 

The soldier breath’d the gallantries of Fnnee, 
And ev'ry flow’ry courtier writ romance. 

Then marble, soften’d into life, grew warm; 
And yielding metal flow’d*to human form : 
Lely on animated canvas stole 
The deepy ey^Hhat spoke the melting soul. 


No wonder then, when all was love and sport. 
The willing Muses were debauch’d at court: 
On each enervate string they taughti the note 
To pant, or tremble through an eonueb’s 
throat. 

But Britain, changeful as a child at (day, 
Now calls in princes, and now turns awsy. 
Now Whig, now Tory, what we lov’d we hate} 
Now all for pleasure, now for church and 
state} 

Now for prerogative, and now for laws; 

Effects unhajqiy! from a noble cause. 

Time was, a sober Englishman would knock 
His servants up, and rise by five o’clock, 
Instruct his family in ev’ry rule. 

And send his wife to church, his son to school. 
To worship like his fathers was his care; 

To teach their frugal virtues to his heir} 

To prove that luxury could never hold ; 

And place, on good security, his gold. 

Now times are chang’d, and one poetic itch 
Has seiz’d the court and city, poor and rich 
Sons, sires, and grandsires, ail will wear the 
baps. 

Our wives read^Milton, and our daughters 
To theatres and to rehearsals throng; ^lays} 
And all our grace at table is a song 
1, who so oft renounce the Muses, lie} 

Not-’s self e’er tells more fibs than I: 

When, sick of muse, our follies we deplore. 
And promise our best friends to rhyme no more, 
We wake next morning in a raging fit, 

And call for pen and ink to show our wit. 

He serv’d a ’prenticeship, who sets up shop; 
Ward tried on puppies, and the poor, his drop; 
Even Radcliife’s doctors travel first to France, 
Nor dare to practise till they’ve learn’d to 
dance. 

Who builds a bridge that never drove a pile 7 
(Should Ripley venture, all the world would 
smile.) [can, 

But those who cannot write, and those who 
All rhyme, and scrawl, and scribble, to a man. 

Yet, sir, reflect, the mischief is not great; 
These madmen never hurt the church or state; 
Sometimes the foUy benefits mankind; 

And rarely av’rice taints the tuneful mind. 
Allow him but his plaything of bis pen, 

He ne’er rebels, nor plots, like other men : 
Flight of cashiers, or mo^, he’U never mind; 
Aad knows no losses while the muse is kind. 
To cheat a friend, or ward, he leaves to Peter, 
The good man heaps up nothing but mere 
metre; 

Enjoys his garden and his book in quiet; 

And then—a perfect liennit in his diet. 

Of litle use the man you may supprse, 

Whb si^s in verse what others say in prose : 
Yet let me show a p>'et’s of some weight, 
And (though no soldier) useful to the state. 
What will a child learn sooner than a song 7 
What better teach a foreigner the tongue 7 
What’s long or short, each accent where to 
place, 

And sjwsk in public with some sort of grace 7 
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I can think him nich a worthlen thing, 
Ualan be pram aome monitor of a king; 

Or virtiMior religion tom to ^rt, 

To pleiac a lewd or unbelieving court. 
Unhappy Dryden ! in all Charles’s days, 
Roecommon only boasts unspotted bays; 

And in our own (eicuae some courtly stains), 
No whiter page than Addison remains. 

He from the taste obscene reclaims our youth. 
And sets the passions on the side of truth; 
Forms the soft bosom with the gentlest art, 
And pours each human virtue in the heart. 

Let Ireland tell, how wit upheld her cause, 
Ifer trade supported, and supplied her laws ; 
And leave on Swill this grateful verse en- 
grav’d: 

“ The rights a court attack’d, a poet sav’d.” 
Behold the hand that wrought a nation's cure, 
Stretch'd to relieve the idiot and the poor. 
Proud vice to brand, or injur’d worth adorn. 
And stretch the ray to ages yet unborn. 

Not but there are who merit other palms; 
Hopkins and Sternhold glad the heart with 
psalms: < 

The boys and girls whom chi^ty maintains. 
Implore your help in these pathetic strains: 
llow could devotion Vouch the country pews. 
Unless the gods bestow’d a proper muse T 
Verse cheers their leisure, verse assists their 
work, [Turk. 

Verse prays for peace, or sings down Pope and 
The silenc’d preacher yields to potent strain, 
And feels that grace his pray'r besought in 
vain; 

The blessing thrills thro’ all the lab’ringthrong. 
And heaven is won by violence of song. 

Our rural ancestors, with little blest. 

Patient of labor when tho end was rest, 
I'id’ilg'd the diy that hous'd their annual grain I 
With feasts and olTrings, and a thankful strain. 
'Phe joy their wives, their sons, and servants 
share, 

Ease of their toil, and partners of their care: 
The laugh, the jest, attendants on the bowl, 
Smooth'd ev'ry brow, and open'd ev’ry soul; 
With growing years the pleasing license grew. 
And taunts alternate innocently flew. 

But times corrupt, and nature ill-incUn’d, 
Produc'd the paint that left a sting behind,^ 
Till friend with friend, and families at strife. 
Triumphant malice rag'd through private life. 
Who felt the wrong, or fear’d it, took th' 
alarm. 

Appeal’d to law, and justice lent her arm. 

At length, by wholesome dread of statutes 
bound. 

The poets team'd to please, and not to wound : 
Most warp'd to flattery’s side; but somt., i^ote 
nice. 

Preserv’d the freedom, and forbore the vice. 
Hence Satire rose, that just the medium bit, 
And heals with morals what it hurts with wit. 
We conquer'd France, but felt our captive's 
charms; 

Her Bits victorious triumph’d o’er our aims; 
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Britain to soft refinement less a fee, 

Wit grew polite, and numbers leam’d,to flow. 
Waller was amooth; but Dryden taught to 
join 

The varying verse, the full resounding line, 
The long majestic march, and energy divine. 
Though still some traces of our rustic vein . 
And splayfoot verse remain'd, and will re¬ 
main ; 

Late, very late, correctness grew our care, 
When the tir’d nation breath’d from civil war. 
Exact Racine, and Corneille’s noble fire, 
Show’d us that France had something to ad 
mire! 

Not but the tragic spirit was our own, ' 

.Ind full in Shakepeare, fair in Otway shone : 
But Otway fail'd to polish or refine, 

And fluent Shakspeare scarce effac’d a line. 
E’en copious Dryden wanted, or forgot, 

The last and greatest art, the art to blot. 

Some doubt if equal pains or equal iire^ 
The humbler muse of comedy require. 

But, in known images of life, 1 guess 
The labor greater, as th’ indulgence less. 
Observe how seldom even the best succeed : 
Tell me if Congreve's Fools are fools indeed 7 
What pert low dialogue hiu Farquhar writ! 
How Van wants grace, who never wanted wit 
The stage how loosely does Astrsa tread, 
Who fairly puts all characters to bed ! 

And idle Cibber, how he breaks the laws. 

To make poor Pinkey eat with vast applause ! 
But fill their purse, our poets’ work is done; 
Alike to them, by pathos or by pun. 

O you ! whom vanity’s light bark conveys 
On fame’s mad voyage by the wind of praise. 
With what a shifting gale your course you 

ply; 

For ever sunk too low, or borne too high ! 
W’ho pants for glory finds but short repase j 
A breath revives him, or a breath o’ertbrows. 
Farewell the stage '. if, just as thrives the play. 
The silly bard grows fat, or falls away. 

There still remains, to mortify a wit, 

The many-headed monster of the Pit; 

A senseless, woithless, and unhonor'd crowd, 
Who, to disturb their betters mighty pkcud, 
Clatt’ring their sticks before ten lines are 
spoke, [Jok» . 

Call for the Farce, the Bear, or the Black 
What dear delight to Britons farce affordi! 
Ever the taste of mobs, but now of lords! 
(Taste, that eternal wanderer! which flies 
From head to ears, and now from ears to eyes.) 
The play stands still! damn taction and <iis- 
( course, 

Back fly the scenes, and enter foot lilM^orse; 
Pageants on pageants, in long order drawn, , 
Peers, heralds, bishops, ermine, gold, and lawn; 
The champion too! and, to complete the jest. 
Old Edward’s armor beams on Cibber’s breast. 
With laughter sure Democritus had died. 

Had he beheld an audience gape so wide. 

Let bear or elephant be e'er so white, 

The people, sure the people, are the sight! 
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Ab, Inekloai poet! itretch tby lung* and roar, 
That,bear or eleidiant shall heed thee mote j 
While all its throats the gallery extends. 

And all the thunder of the pit ascends! 

Loud as the wolves, on Orcas’ stormy steep, 
Howl to the roarings of the northern deep, 
^uch is the shout, the long*applauding note. 
At tluin’s high plume, or Oldfield’s petticoat: 
Of when from Court a birth day suit bestow’d. 
Sinks the lost actor in the tawdry load. 

Booth enters—hark! the universal peal! 

But has he spoken 7" Not a ^UaUe. 

What shook the stage, and made the people 
stare 7” [chair. 

Catifs long wig, flower’d gown, and lacquer’d 
Yet, lest you think 1 rally more than teach. 
Or praise malignly arts 1 cannot reach; 

Let me for once presume t’ instruct the times. 
To know the poet from the man of rhymes: 
’Tis he who gives my breast a thousand pains. 
Can make me feel each passion that he feigns; 
Enrage, compose, with more than magic art. 
With pity and with terror tear my heart; 

And snatch me, o’er the earth, or through the 
air, [where. 

To Thebes, to Athens, when he will, and 
But jnot this part of the poetic state 
Alone deserves the favor of the great: 

Think of those authors, sir, who would rely 
More on a reader’s sense than gazer’s eye. 

Or who shall wander where the Muses sing 7 
Who climb their mountain, or who taste their 

• spring? 

How shall we fill a library with wit, 

When Merlin’s cave is half unfumish’d yet ? 
My liege! why writers little claim your 
thought [fault: 

I guess \ and, with their leave, will tell the 
W’e poets are (upon a poet’s word) 

Of all mankind the creatures most absurd ; 
The season when to come and when to go. 

To sing or cease to sing, we never know; 
And, if we will recite nine hours in ten. 

You lose your patience just like other men. 
Then, too, we hurt ourselves, when, to de* 
fend • 

A singW verse, we quarrel with a friend; 
Repeat unask’d; lament the wit's too fine 
JSot vulgar eyes, and point out ev’ry line. 

But most when, straining with too weak a 

• wing. 

We needs will write epistles to the king; 
And, from the moment we oblige the town. 
Expect a place or pension from the crown; 

Or dvbb’d histo^ns by express command, 

T’ enrol your triumphs o’er the seas and land f 
Be call'^ court to plan some work divine, 
As^pnce, for Louis, Boileau and Racine. 

Yet think, great sir I (so mny virtues shown) 
Ah think what poet best may make them 
known! 

Or choose at least some minister of grace, 

Fit to bestow the Laureat’s weighty place. 

Charles, to late times to be transmitted fiur. 
Assign’d his figure to Bernini’s care; 

VoL. Nos. 73 & 71. 


And great Nassau to Knar’s band decreed 
To fix him graceflil on tto boon^ng steed; 

So well in paint and stone they jnd^d of me* 
rit: 

But kings in wit may want diseernira spirit. 
The hero William, and the martyr Charles, 
One knighted Blackmoce, and one pension’d 
Quarles; 

Which made old Ben and aurly Dennis swear, 
No Lord’s anointed, but a Russian beat.” 
Not with such majesty, such bold relief. 

The forms august of king or conqu’ring chief 
E’er swell’d in marble, as in verse have shin'd 
(In polish’d verse) the manners and the mind. 
Oh! could I mount on the Btaeonian wing. 
Your arms, your actions, your repose to sing! 
What seas you travers’d, and what fields you 
fought! [bought! 

Your country’s peace bow oft, how dearly 
How barb’rous ra^ subsided at your word. 
And nations wonder'd while they dropp’d the 
sword! 

How, vjjhen you nodded, o’er the land and deep 
Peace stole h« wing, aud wrapp’d the world 
in slee^ 

Till earth’s extremes ypur mediation own. 
And Asia’s tyrants tremble at your throne. 

But verse, alas! your majesty disdains; 

And I’m not used to panegyric strains: 

The zeal of fools ofi’ends at any time. 

But, most of sll, the zeal of fools in rhyme. 
Besides, a fate attends on all I write; 

That, when I aim at praise, they say I bite. 

A vile encomium doubly ridiculn: 

There’s nothing blackens like the ink of fools. 
If true, a woeful likeness; and, if lies, 

“ Praise andeserv'd is satire in disguise 
Well may he blush who gives it or receives; 
And, when I flatter, let my dirty leaves 
(Like journals, odes, and such ftngotten things 
As Eusden, Philips, Settle, writ of kings) 
Clothe spice, line trunks, orflutt'ringin a row 
Befringe the rails of Bedlam and Soho. 

EPISTLB VII. 

ImilaUd in the Manner qf Dr. Steift 

'Tis true, my Lord, 1 gave my word 
1 would be with you, June the third; 

Chang’d it to August; and, in short. 

Have kept it—u you do at Court. 

You humor me when I am sick. 

Why not when I am splenetic 7 
In town what objects could I meet 7 
The shops shut up in ev’ry street. 

And fun’rals black’ning all the doors, 

An^yek more melancholy whores : 

And wlmt a dust in ev'iy place! 

And a thin Court that wants your face, 

And fevers raging up and down, 

Aitd W * and H* * both in town! 

Tbe dog-days are no more the coae.” 

’Tis true, but winter comes apace: 

Then southward let your bard retire, 

Hold out some months 'twixt sun and fire; 
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And ]Fou ihall we, the first worm weather, 
Me and the butterflies together. 

Mj lord, year favors well I know; 

'Tis with distinction you bestow; 

And not to ev’iy one that comes. 

Just as a Scotsman does his plums. 

Pray, take them, sir; enough’s a feast : 
Eat some, and pocket up the rest.” 

What, rob your boys, those pretty rogues 7 
" No, sir, you'll leave them to the hogs.” 
Thus fools with compliments besiege ye. 
Contriving never to oblige ye. 

Scatter your favours on a fop. 

Ingratitude's the certain crop; 

And ’tis but just; I’ll tell you wherefore. 
You give the things you never care for. 

A wiw man always is or should 
Be mighty ready to do good; 

But makes a di^rence in his thought 
Betwixt a guinea and a groat. 

Now this I'll say; you’ll find in me 
A saib companion, and a free : 

But if you’d have me always ne ir— 

A word, pray, in your Honor’s ear : 

I hope it is your resolution *>'* 

To give me back my Constitution ! 

The sprightly wit, thS lively eye, 

Th’ engaging smile, the gaiety. 

That laugh’d down many a summer sun, 
And kept you up so oft till one; 

And all that voluntary vein, 

As when Belinda rais’d my strain. 

A weasel once mode shill to slink 
In at a corn-loft through a chink; 

But, having amply stuff d his skin. 

Could not get out as he got in : 

Which one belonging to the house 
(’Twas not a man, it was a mouse) 
Observing, cried, *' You 'scape not so; 
Lean as you came, air, you must go.” 

Sir, you may spare your application, 

I'm 110 such bmst, nor his relation; 

Nor one that temperance advance, 
Cramm’d to the throat with ortolans : 
Extremely ready to resign 
All that may make me none of mine. 
South-sea subscriptions take who please. 
Leave me but liberty and ease. 

Ttvos what 1 said to Craggs and Child, * 
Who prais’d my modesty, and smil’d. 

" Give me,” 1 cried (enough for me), 

“ My broad, and independency !” 

So bought an annual rent or two. 

And liv'd—just as you see 1 do; 

Near fifty, and without a wife. 

I trust that sinking fund, my life. 

Can I retrench ^ ’I''ea, mi^htv well; 
Shrink hac'a to my pitemal cell, 

A little house, with trees a-row, 

And, like its master, very low. 

There died my father, no man’s debtor— 
And there 111 die, »(w worse nor. better. 

To set this matter full before ye, 

Our ifid friend Swift will tell his story : 
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" Harley, the nation’s great sappoit,”-r- 
But yon may read it, I stop short. 

SJITIRE VI. 

The first part imitated in the year 1714 by 
Dr. ; the tatter part added eifler~ 
warde. 

I ’v£ often wish’d that I had clear. 

For life, six hundred pounds a-year, 

A handsome house to lodge a friend, 

A river at my garden’s end, 

A terrace walk, and half a rood 
Of land set out to plant a wood. 

Well, now 1 have all this and more, ' 

I ask not to increase my store; 

“ But here a grievance seems to lie. 

All this is mine but till I die; 

1 can’t but think’t would sound more clever, " 
' To me. and to my heirs for ever.’ 

“ If I ne’er got or lost a groat w 

By any trick or any fault; 

And if 1 pray by reason's rules, 

And not like forty other fools, 

As thus : ‘ Vouchsafe, O gracious Maker! 

To gn-iiit me this and t'other acre; 

Or if it be thy will and pleasure. 

Direct my plough to find a treasure 
But only what my station fits, 

And to be kept in my right wits: 

Preserve, Almighty Providence! 

I Just what you gave me, competence : 

I And let me in the shades compose « 
Something in verse as true os prose ; 

Remov’d from all th’ ambitious scene, 

' Nor puff d by pride, nor sunk by spleen.” 

In short, I'm perfectly content, 

Let me but live on this side Trent; 

Nor cro.iR the Channel twice a year, 

’J'o spend six months with statesmen here. 

1 must by all means come to town, 

’Tis for the service of the crown. 

“ Lewis, the Dean will be of use; 

Send for him up, take no excuse.” 

The toil, the danger of the seas. 

Great ministero ne’er think of these; 

Or let it cost five hundred pound, 

No matter where the money s found . 

It is but so much more in debt, , 

And that they ne’er consider’d yet. 

" Good Mr. Dean, go change your gown. 

Let my Lord know you’re come to town.” 

I hurry me in baste away. 

Not thinking it is levee day; 

And find his'honor in a pound, a 

Hemm’d by a trip'e circle round, 

Chequer'd with ribbons blue and ge^n ; 

How should 1 thr.’st m''<eir between 7 ^ 
Some wag observes me much perplex’d, 

And smiling, whispers to the next, 

“ 1 thought the Dean had been too proud 
To jostle here among a crowd.” 

Another, in a surly fit, 

Tells me 1 have more zeal tbaxi wit -. 
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** 9o eager to esfoMu yarn lore, 

You ne’er consider whom jou ahove, 

But rudely preaa before a Duke.” 

I own I’m pleas'd with this rebuke, 

And take it kindly meant to show 
What I desire the world should know. 

• I get a whisper, and withdraw 3 
W^en twenty fbols I never saw 
Come with petitions fairly penn’d, 

Desiring I would stand their friend. 

I'his humbly offers me his case, 

That begs my int’rest for a place : 

A hundred other men’s affairs, 

Lik^bees, are humming in my ears. 

“ To-morrow my appeal comes on; 

Without your help the cause is gone—’’ 

The Duke expects my Lord and you. 

About some great affairs, at two— 

' Put my Lo^ Bolingbroke in mind. 

To get my warrant quickly signed : 

Consider, ’tis my first request.” ' 

Be satisfied. I’ll do my best. 

Then presently he falls to tease : 

“ You may for certain, if you please 3 
I doubt not, if his Lordship knew— 

And, Mr. Dean, one word from you—” 

'Tis (Jet me see) three years and more 
(October next it will be four) 

Since Harley bid me first attend. 

And chose me for an humble friend 3 
Would take me in his coach to chat. 

And question me of this and that 3 [wind ?” 
As. '“What’s o’clock,” and " How 's the 
" Whose chariot’s that we left behind 7” 

Or gravely try to read the lines 
Writ underneath the country signs 3 
Or, “ Have you nothing new to-day 
From Pope, from Parnell, or from Gay 7” 
Such tattle often entertains 
My Lord and me as far os Stains 3 
As once a week we travel down 
To Windsor, and again to town. 

Where all that passes inter nos 
Might be proclaim'd at Charing-Cross. 

Yet some I know with envy swell. 

Because they see me used so firell; 

" How think you of our friend the Dean 7 
I wonder what some people mean 3 
Lord and he are grown so great, 

Always together teie-a-iete : 

WlSaC; they admire him for his jokes— 

See but the fortune of some folks!” 

There flies about a strange report 
Of some express arriv’d at Court: 

I’m stopp’d by al^ the fools I meet, 

And catechis’d in ev’ry street. ' 

" Yqu, Ilr.^ean, freqajent the Great 3 
'Inform us, will the Emp’ror treat 7 
Or do the prints and papers lie 1” 

Faith, Sir, you know as much as I. 

" Ah, Doctor, bow you love to jest 1 
'Tis now no secret”—I protest 
’Tie one to me—" Then tell us, pray, 

W^en are the troops to have their pay ?” 
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And, though I solemnly declare 
I know no more than my Lord Bfay’r, 

They stand amaz'd, and think me grown 
The closest mortal ever known. 

Thus, in a sea of folly tost. 

My choicest hours of life are lost 3 
Yet always wishing to retreat: 

Oh, could I see my country seat! 

There, leaning near a gentle brook, 

Sleep, or peruse some ancient book 3 
And there in sweet oblivion drown 
Those cares that haunt the court and town 
Oh charming noons, and nights divine! 

Or when I sup, or when I dine, 

My friends above, my iblks below. 

Chatting and laughing all a-row, 

The beans and bacon set before ’em, 

The grace-cup serv’d with all decorum 3 
Each willing to be pleas’d, and please. 

And even the very dogs at ease ! 

Here no man prates of idle things, 

How this or that Italian sings, 

A neighbor’s madness, or his spouse’s. 

Or what's in ^ther of the bouses ; 

But something ftiuch more our concern, 

And quite a scandal no^ to learn : 

Which is the happier or the wiser, 

A man of merit or a miser 7 
Whether we ought to choose our friends 
For their own worth, or our own ends 1 
What good or better we may call. 

And what the very best of all 7 
Our friend Dan Prior told (you know) 

A tale extremely a propoa: 

Name a town lifb, and in a trice 
He had a story of two mice. 

Once on a time, so runs the (able, 

A countiy mouse, right hospitable. 

Receiv’d a town mouse at his board. 

Just as a fanner might a lord : 

A frugal mouse upon the whole. 

Yet lov’d his friend, and had a soul 3 
Knew what was handsome, and would do’t, 

On just occasion, eoute qui eoute. 

He brought him bacon (nothing lean), 

Pudding that might have pleas'd a dean 3 
Cheese, such as men in Sufiblk make, 

But wish’d it Stilton for his sake 3 
Yet, to his guest though no way sparing. 

He ate himself the rind and paring. 

Our courtier scarce would touch a bit, 

But show’d his breeding and his wit 3 
He did his best and seem’d to eat, 

And cried : " 1 vow you’re mighty neat: 

But, Lord! my friend, the savage scene! 

For God’s sake, come and live with men 3 
Conside|. mice like men must die. 

Both small and great, both you and I: 

Then spend your life in joy and sport 3 
This doctrine, (Hand, I leam'd at court.” 

I 'The veriest hermit in the nation 

May yield, God knows, to strong temptation 

Away they come, through thick and thin, 

To a tall house near Lineoln’s-Inn: 

m2 
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Twu on the night of a debate, 

When all their lordahipa had aate late. 

^hold the place wtere, if a poet 
Shin’d in deacription, he might show it; 

Tell how tho moon-beam trembling falla, 

And tips with ailrer all the walla j 
Palladian walla, Venetian doora, 

Groteaco roofa, and atucco floora : 

But let it in a word be aaid, 

The moon paa up, and men a bed. 

The napkin white, the carpet red: 

The gueata withdrawn bad left the treat. 

And down the mice aat, tete-a-tete. 

Our courtier walka from diah to diah, 

Taatea for hia friend of fowl and hah ; 

Tells all their names, lays down the law, 

" Que fa eat bon! Ah, goutex fa ! 

That jelly 'a rich, this malmaey healing; 

Pray dip your whiskers and your tail in.” 

Was ever such a happy swain ? 

He stuffs and swills; and stuffs again. 

".I’m quite asham’d-—’tie mighty rude 
To eat so much—^but all's so good ! 

I have a thousand thanks to give— 

My Lord alone knows how to live.” 

No sooner said, but from the hall 
Rush chaplain, butler, dogs and all: 

" A rat! a rat! clap to the door.”— 

The cat comes bouncing on the floor! 

O for the heart of Homer's mice, 

Or gods, to save them in a trice! 

(It was by Providence they think, 

For your damn’d atucco has no chink.) 

" An’t please your Honor,” quoth the peasant, 
" This same dessert is not so pleasant: 

Give me again my hollow tree, 

A crust of bread and liberty !” 

$ 17. Cooper's Hill. Denhah. 

Sure there are poets which did never 
dream 

Upon Parnassus, nor did take the stream 
Of Helicon; we therefore may suppose 
Those made not poets, liut the poets those. 
And as courts rnohe not kings, but kings the 
court, 

So where the Muses and their train resort, 
Parnassus stands} if 1 can be to thee^ 

A poet, thou Parnassus art to me. 

Nor wonder, if (advantag’d in my flight 
By taking wing from thy auspicious height) 
Through untrac’d ways and airy paths 1 fly, 
More boundless in my fancy than my eye} 

My eye, which swift as thought contracts the 
space 

That lies between, and first salutes the placer 
Crown’d with that sacred pile, so vgst, so 
high. 

That whether ’tis a part of earth or sky 
Uncertain seems, and nuy be thought a proud 
Aspiring mountain, or descending doud, 
Paul's, the late theme of such a Muse, * whose 
flight [height: 

Has bravely reach’d and soar’d above thy 
*Mt. Walter. 
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Now shalt thou stand, though swud, or -time, 
or fire, . [spire} 

Or zeal more fierce than they, thy &11 con- 
Secure whilst thee the best of poets sings. 
Preserv’d from ruin by ^e best of kings. 
Under his proud survey the city lies. 

And, like a mist beneath a hill, doth rise} 
Whose state and wealth, the business and the 
crowd. 

Seem at this distance but a darker cloud; 

And is, to him who rightly things esteems. 

No other in effect than what it seems: 

Where, with like haste, though several ways 
they run. 

Some to undo, and some to be undone} 

While luxury and wealth, like war and peace. 
Are each the other’s ruin and increase} 

As rivers lost in seas some secret vein 
Thence reconveys, there to be lost again. 

Oh happiness of sweet retir’d content 
To be at once secure and innocent. ^ 
Windsor the next (where Mars with Venus 
dwells. 

Beauty with strength) above the valley swells 
Into my eye, and doth itself present 
With such an easy and unforc’d ascent, 

That no stupendous precipice denies 
Access, no horror turns away our eyes; 

But such a rise as doth at once invite 
A pleasure and a rev’rcnce from the sight. 

Thy mighty master’s emblem, in whose face 
Sat meekness, heighten'd with majestic grace} 
Such seems thy gentle height, made only 
proud 

I’o be the basis of that pompous load : 

Than which a nobler weight no mountain 
bears. 

But Atlas only which supports their spheres. 
When nature’s hand this ground did thus ad¬ 
vance, 

'Twos guided by a wiser Pow’r than Chance; 
Mark’d out for such an use, as if ’twere meant 
T’ invite the builder, and his choice prevent. 
Nor can we call it choice, when what we 
choose 

Folly or blindfiess only could refuse. 

A crown of such majestic tow’rs doth grace 
The god's great mother, when her heav’nly 
race 

Do homage to her} yet she cannot boast. 
Among that num’rous and celestial host. 

More heroes than can Windsor; nor doth 
Fame’s 

Immortal book record more noble names. 

Not to look back so far, to whom this isle 
Owes the first glory of so brave a pile. 
Whether to Cesar, Albanact, orfls»te. 

The British Arthur, or the Danish Cnute, 
(Though this of old no less contest did move. 
Than when for Homer’s birth seven cities 
strove; [fame. 

Like him in birth, thou shouldst be like in 
As thine bis fate* if mine had been his flame;) 
But whosoe’er it was, Natuntdesign'd 
First a brave place, and then as brave a mind. 
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Not fo Tocoont thoie ■eVral kingi, to wiiom 
It gB«« « cradle, or to whom a tomb; 

But thee, great Edward, and thy greater Mn, * 
(The lilies which hia father wore he won,) 
And thy Belloqa;t who the consort came 
Not only to thy bed, bat to thy fame. 

She to thy triumph led one captive king, t 
And .brought that son which did the second 
bring.t 

Then didst thou found that order (whether love 
Or victory thy royal thoughts did move, 

Each was a noble cause, and nothing less 
Than the design has been the great success), 
Whicj^ foreign kings and emperors esteem 
'J'he second honor to their diadem. 

Had thy great destiny but given thee skill 
TI'o know, as well as pow'r to act, her will; 
That from those kings, who then thy captives 
■ were, 

In after-times should spring a royal pair, 

Who should possess all that thy mighty pow'r, 
Or thy desires more mighty, did devour; 

To whom their better fate reserves whate’er 
' The victor hopes for, or the vanquish’d fear; 
That blood which thou and thy great grand- 
sire shed, 

And all Shat since these sister nations bled. 
Had been unapilt, had happy Edward known 
That all the blood he spilt had been his own. 
M’hen he that patron chose, in whom are 
join’d 

Soldier and martyr, and his arms confin’d 
Within the azure circle, he did seem 
Hut to foretel and prophesy of him 
Who to his realms that azure round hath 
join’d, [sign'd; 

Which Nature for their bound at first de- 
That bound to w’hich the world’s extremest 
ends, 

Endless itself, its liquid arms extends. 

Nor doth he need those emblems which we 
paint, 

But is himself the soldier and the saint. 

Here should my wonder dwell, and here my 
praise; [l^rays. 

But my fix’d thoughts my waifd’ring eye be- 
fiewing a neighb’ring hill, whose top of late 
A chapel crown’d, till in the common fate 
• Tbt^djoining abbey fell (may no such storm 
Ealljon our times, where ruin must reform !) 
*l’ell me, my Muse, what monstrous dire of¬ 
fence, 

What crime, could any Christian king incense 
I'o such a rage T Was’t luxury, or lust 7 
Was hh to temper#te, so chaste, so just 7 
Were these their crimes 7 They were bis own 
. miwh Ihore. [poor; 

But wealth is crime enough to him that’s 
Who, having spent the treasure of his crown, 
Ckindemns their luxury to feed his own. 

And yet this act to varnish o’er the shame 
Of sacrilege, must bear Devotion’s name, 

. * Edward TIL and tbs Blaok Prines. 

Qiaesn Pbiliapi. 

The Kin^ of Franes and Scotland. 


No crime so bold buf would be underatood, 

A real, or at least a seemiiig, good : 

Who fears not to do ill, yet fhan the name, 
And, free from conscience, is a slave to fame: 
Thus he the church at'once protects and 
spoils: [styles. 

But princes' swords are sharper than their 
And thus to th’ ages past he makes emends, 
Their charity destroys, their faith defends. 
Then did religion in a lazy cell. 

In empty airy contemplations dwell; 

And, like the block, unmoved lay; but ours, 
As much too active, like the stork devours. 

Is there no temperate region can be known 
Betwixt their frigid and our torrid zone 7 
Could we not wake from that lethargic dream, 
But to be restless in a worse extreme 7 
And fur that lethargy was there no cure, 

But to be cast into a calenture 7 
Can knowledge have no bound, but must ad- 
So Ikr, to make us wish for ignorance; [vance 
And rather in the dark to grope our way, 

Than led j}y a false guide to err by day 7 
Who sees these^^ismal heaps, but n ould de¬ 
mand 

What barbarous invader^ck’d the land 7 
But when he hears, no Goth, no Turk did 
bring 

This desolation, but a Christian king ; 

When nothing but the name of zeal appears 
'Twixt our best actions and the worst of 
theirs; 

What does he think our sacrilege would spare. 
When such tb’ effects of our devotions are 7 
Parting from thence ’twixt anger, shame, and 
fear, [near. 

Those for what’s past, and this for what’s too 
My eye, descending from the hill, surveys 
Where Thames among the wanton vallera 
strays. 

Thames, the most lov’d of all the Ocean’s sons 
By his old sire, to his embraces runs; 

Hasting to pay his tribute to the sea, 

Like mortal life to meet eternity. 

Though with those streams he no resem¬ 
blance hold * 

Whose foam is amber, and their gravel gold, 
His genuine and less guilty wealth t’ explore. 
Search not hie bottom, but survey his shore, 
O’er which he kindly spreads his spacious 
wing, 

And hatches plenty for th’ ensuing spring; 

Nor then destroys it with too fond a stay, 

Like mothers who their infants overlay; 

Nor with a sudden and impetuous wave, 

Like profuse kings, resuiues the wealth he 
No unKxp|cted inundations spoil [g&ve. 
The mower’s hopes, or mock the plowman’s 
toil. 

But godlike his unwearied bounty flows; 

First loves to do, then loves the good he does 
Nor are his blessings to his banks confin’d, 
But free and common, as the sea or wind; 
When he, to boast or to disperse his stores, 
Full of the tributes of his grateful shores. 
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Viiiti the worid, end in hie 63ring tow’n 
Bring! home tow, end makes both Indies ours; 
Finds wealth where 'tis, bestows it where it 
wants; 

Cities in deserts, woods in cities, plants. 

So that to us, no thing, no place is strange, 
While his fair bosom is the world’s exciwnge. 
O couM I flow like thee, and make thy stream 
My great example, as it is my theme! 

Though deep, yet clear; though gentle, yet 
not dull; 

Strong without rage, without overflowing full. 
Heav'n her Eridanus no more shall boast, 
Whose fame in thine, like lesser current, 's 
lost. 

Thy nobler streams shall visit Jove’s abodes, 
To shine among the stars," and bathe the 
gods. 

Here Nature, whether more intent to please 
Us fbr herself, with strange varieties, 

(For things of wonder give no less delight 
To the wise Maker’s than beholder’s sight: 
Though these delights from sev’pil causes 
move; 

For so our children, thus ouiVviViends we love,) 
Wisely she knew, the hannony of things. 

As well as that of sounds, from discord springs. i 
Such was the discord which did first disperse , 
Form, order, beauty, through the universe; 
While dryness moisture, coldness heat resists. 
All that we have, and that we are, subsists. 
While the steep horrid roughness of the wood 
Strives with the gentle calmness of the flood. 
Such huge extremes when nature doth unite, 
Wonder from thence results, from thence de¬ 
light. 

The stream is so transparent, pure, and clear, 
That had the self-enamour’d youth gaz’d here. 
So fktolly deceiv'd he had not been. 

While he the bottom, not his face, had seen. 
But his proud head the airy mountain hides 
Among the clouds; his shoulders and his sides 
A shady mantle clothes; his curled brows 
Frown on the gentle stream, which calmly 
flows; 

While winds and storms hisloily forehead beat, 
The eonunon fate of all that’s high or great. 
Low at his foot a spacious plain is plac'd, 
Between the mountain and the stream em¬ 
brac’d ; 

Which shade and shelter from the hill derives, 
W'liUe the kind river health and beauty giiss; 
And in the mixture of all these appears 
Variety, which all the rest endears. [bard 
This scene hod some bold Greek or British 
Beheld of old, what stories had w,e heard * 
Of Riries, satyrs, and the nymphs their ^nmes. 
Their feasts, their revds, and theiV am’cous 
flames! 

^is still the same, although their airy shape 
All but a quick poetic sight escape. 

Tbsie Faunas and Sylvonuskeep their courts, 
Ai>d thither all tlie homed host resorts 


[lOOX II. 

To graxe the ranker mead, that noble herd, 
On whose sublime and sh^y fronts is rear’d 
Nature’s great master-piece; to show how 
soon 

Great things are made, but sooner are undone. 
Here have I seen the king, when great afiairs 
Gave leave to slacken and unbend his cares. 
Attended to the chase by all the flow’r 
Of youth, whose hopes a noble prey devour *, 
Pleasure with praise and danger they would 
buy, 

And wish a ibe that would not only fly. 

The stag, now conscious of his fatal growth, 
At once indulgent to his fear and sloth. 

To some dark covert his retreat had made, 
Where nor man’s eyes, nor heaven's should 
invade 

His soft repose; when th’ unexpected sound 
Of dogs, and men, his wakeful ear doci 
wound: [car. 

Rous’d witli the noise, he scarce believes his 
Willing to think th’ illusions of his fear 
Had given this false alarm, but straight his 
view 

Confirms, that more than all his fears are true. 
Betray'd in all his strengths, the wood beset; 
All instruments, all arts of ruin met; 

He calls to mind his strength, and then his 
speed. 

Ills winged heels, and then his armed head: 
With these t’avoid, with that his fate to 
meet: 

Rut fear prevails, and bids him trust his feet. 
So fast he flies, that his reviewing eye 
Has lost the chasers, and his ear the cry; 
Exulting, till he finds their nobler sense 
Their disproportion'd speed doth recompense; 
1’hen curses his conspiring feet, whose scent 
Betrays that safety which their swiftness lent. 
Then tries his friends; among the baser herd. 
Where he so lately was obey’d and fear’d, 

His safety seeks; the herd, unkindly wise. 

Or chases him from thence, or from him flies ; 
Like a declining statesman, left forlorn 
To his friends' pity, and pursuers’ scorn. 

With shame remembers, while himse^ was 
one 

Of the same herd, himself the same had done. 
Thence to the coverts and the consciaus 
groves. 

The scene of his past triumphs and hirfoves; 
Sadly surveying where he rang’d alone 
Prince of the soil, and all the herd his own; 
And, like a bold knight-errant, did proclaim 
Combat to all, and bore away the dame*; 

And taught the woods to echo to the stream 
His dret^ful challenge and his dlsl^ingbeam 
Yet faintly now declines the fatal strife,« 

So much Ids love was dearer than his life. 
Now ev’jy leaf and ev’ry moving breath 
Presents a foe, and ev’ry foe a death. 

Wearied, forsaken, and pursued, at last 
All safety in des^ir of safety plac’d, 

Courage he thence resumes, resolv’d tobm 
All their as^ulta, since 'tis in vain to fear 


* Ths Fsnest. 
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And now, too late, he wiahes for the fight 
That atrength he wasted in ignoble flight: 

But when he sees the eager chace renew’d, 
Himself bjr dogs, the dogs by men pursu'd, 
lie straight revokes his bold resolve, and more 
Repents his courage than his fear before j 
Finds that uncertain ways unsafest are, 

And doubt a greater mischief than despair. 
Then to the stream, when neither friends nor 
force, 

Nor speed, nor art avail, he shapes his course; 
'I'hinks not their rage so desp'rate to essay 
An element more merciless than they. 

But fearless they pursue, nor can the flood 
<Iu0nch their dire thirst; alas, they thirst for 
blood! 

So towards a ship the oar-finn’d galleys ply, 
Which wanting sea to ride, or wind to fly, 

. Stands but to fall reveng'd on those that dare 
Tempt the last fury of extreme despair. 

So fares the stag among th’ enraged hounds, 
Repels tlieir force, and wounds returns for 
wounds; 

And as a hero, whom his baser foes 
In troops surround, now these assails, now 
I'hough prodigal of life, disdains to die [those; 
By common hands; but if he can descry 
Some nobler foe approach, to him he calls, 
And begs his fate, and tlien contented falls : 

So when the king a mortal shaft lets fly 
From his unerring hand, then glad to die. 
Proud of the wound, to it resigns his blood, 
And stains the crystal with a purple flood. 
This a more innocent and happy chase, 

Than when of old, but in the self-same place, 
Fair Lilierty pursued, * and meant a prey 
To lawless pow’r, here turn'd, and stood at 
bay. 

When in that remedy all hope was plac'd 
Which was, or should have been at least, the 
last, [crown 

Here was that charter seal'd, wherein the 
All marks of arbitrary pow’r lays down - 
Tyrant and slave, those names of hate and 
fear, 

The happier style of king and subject bear ; 
Happy, when both to the same centre move, 
When kings give liberty, and subjects love. 
Therefore not long in force this charter stood; 
Wanting that seal, it must be scal’d in blood. 
The subjects arm’d, the more their princes 
gave, 

Th’ advantage only took the more to crave; 
Till kings by giving give themselves away, 

An A e’en that pow’r that ^ouM deny betray. 
^‘Who gives constrain’d, but his own feqf 
revHes; 

Not tlflnk’d, but scorn’d; nor arc they gifts, 
• but spoils.” [hold. 

Thus kings, by grasping more than they could 
First made their subjects by oppression bold; 
And pop’lar sway, by forcing kings to givo 
Jtfore than was fit for aubjetets to receive, 

* Runny-mead. 


Made both, by atriving to be grater, less. 
When a cairn river, rais'd with sudden rains. 
Or snows dissolv'd, o’erflows th' aryoiniiig 
plains, [cure 

The husbandman with high-rais’d banks se- 
Thcir greedy hopes; and this can he endure. 
But if with bays and dams they strive to force 
liis channel to a new or narrow course, 

No longer then within his banks he dwells; 
First to a torrent, then a deluge swells; 
Stronger and fiercer by restraint he roars, 

And knows no bound, but makes his pow'r his 
shores. 

$ 18. On Mr. Ahrdham Cowley’a Death and 
Burial atnoTig the Ancient Fotte. Dknuau 

Old Chaucer, like the morning star, 

To us discovers day from far; 

His light those mists and clouds dissolv’d 
Which our dark nation long involv'd; 

Hut, lie descending to the shades. 

Darkness again the age invades. 

Next (like Aurora) Spenser rose, 

Whose purple*blnsh the day foreshows; 

The otiier tliree with his own fires 
i'hcrbus, the poet's godf inspires; 

By Shakspeare's, Jonson’s, Fletcher’s lines 
Our stage's lustre Rome outshines; 

ThcL c poets near our princes sleep, 

And ui one grave our mansion keep. 

I'hey liv’d to see so many days, 

Till time had blasted all their baj's; 

But cursed be the fatal hour 

That pluck’d the fairest, sweetest fiow’r 

That in the muse’s garden grew, 

And amongst wither’d laurels threw! 

Time, which made their fame outlive, 

To Cowley scarce did ripeness give. 

Old mother Wit and Nature gave 
Shakspeare and Fletcher all they have; 

In Spenser, and in Jonson, Art 
Of slower Nature got tlie start; 

But both in him so equal are, 

None knows which bears the happiest sliare. 
To him no author was unknown. 

Yet what he wrote was all his own; 

He melted not the ancient gold, 

Nor, with Ben Jonson, did make bold 
To plunder all the Roman stores 
Of poets and of orators : 

Horace’s wit, and Virgil’s state, 

He did not steal, but emulate 1 
And when he would like them appear, 

I'heir garb, but not their clothes, did wear: 
He not from Rome alone, but Greece, 

Like Jason, brought the golden fleece; 
TotiinRthat language (though to none 
Of th’ others) as his own was known. 

On a stiff gale (as Flaccus sings) 

The Theban swan extends liis wings: 

When through th’ etberoal clouds he flies, 

To the same pitch our swan doth rise; 

Old Pindar’s flights by him are reach’d, 
W’hen on that gale his winga are rtretcli’d : 
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UufuM^ and hi* judgnant aneb, 

Each to tlie other warn’d too miiiBh} 

Hia aevaie judgment (^ving hw) 

Hia modeat fancy kept in awej 
Aa rigid hnabanda jealoua aie, 

When they believe their wivea too fkir. 

Ilia EngliA atreama ao pure did flow, 

Aa aJl that aaw and taaM know j 
But for hia Lidin vein, ao clear, 

Strong, full, and high, it doth appear. 

That, were immortal Virgil here, 

Him for hia judge he would not fhar; 
or that great portraiture, ao true 
A copy pencil never drew. 

My rauae her abng had ended here. 

But both their genii atraight appear; 

Joy and amaaement her did atrike. 

Two twina ahe never aaw ao like. 

’Twos thought by wiae Pythagoraa, 

One aoul might through more bodiea paaa 
.Seeing auch tronamigration there, 

Slie thought it not a fable here; 

Such a reaemblance of all parta, 
l.iih, death, age, fortune, nature, arte: 

*l'hen lighta her torch at theirg) to tell. 

And show the world thia parallel: 

I'ix’d'and contemplatire their looka. 

Still turning over natore’a booka; 

'I’lieir worka chaate, moral, and divine. 

Where profit and delight combine; 

They, gilding dirt, in noble verse 
ICiistic philoBophy rehearse. 

When heroes, gods, or godlike kings 
They praise, on their exalted wings 
To the celestial orbs they climb. 

And with th’ harmonious spheres keep time: 
Nor did their actions fall behind 
Their words, but with like candor shin’d } 
Each drew fair characters, yet none 
<)f those they feign’d excels their own. 

Both by two generous princes lov’d. 

Who knew, and judg’d what they approv’d; 
Vet having each the same desire, 

1 loth from the busy throng retire. 

Their bodies, to tteir mu^ resign’d, 

'(’ar’d not to propagate their kind; 

Yet though twth fell before their hour, 

’J'lme on their ofiapring hath no pow’r j 
Nor lire nor fate their bays ahall blast, 

Nor death’s dark veil their day o’ercast. 

6 19. Abaidom and Aehitopha. Drtdsi^ 

In pious times, ere priestcraft did begin, 
liefore polygamy was made a sin; 

When man on many multiplied hia kind, 

X>e one to one was euraemy confin’d! 

When nature prompted, and no law d^nu^ 
Tromisoaous use of coBCubine and bride j 
^'Imn Israel’s monarch, after Heaven’s own 
heart, 

f lis vigorous warmth did variously imp^ 

To wives and slaves; and wide as his com¬ 
mand, 

Scatter'd hia Maker’s image through the land. 


[book is 

Michal, of royal blood, the emni did wear; 

A soil ungmteftil to the tiller’s care: 

Not so the rest; for aeveral mothers bm 
To godlike David aeveral sons before: 

But since, like slaves, his bed they did ss 
cend. 

No true succession could thpir seed attend. 

Of all the numerona progpSny, was none 
So beautiful, ao brave, as /^isalem: 

Whether inspired by some diviner lust. 

His father got him with a greater gust; 

Or that hia conscious destiny made way. 

By manly beauty, to imperial away. 

Early in foreign fields he won renown, 

With kings and states allied to Israel's crown: 
In peace the thoughts of war he could m- 
move, ’ 

And seem’d as he were only born for love. 
Whate’er he did was done with so much ease,. 
In him alone 'twas natural to please ; 

His motions all accompanied with grace; 

And paradise was open'd in his face. 

With secret joy indulgent David view’d 
His youthful image in hie son renew’d : 

To all hia wishes nothing he denied; 

And made the charming Annabel his bride. 
What faults he had (for who from faults is 
free 7) 

His father could not, or he would not see. 
Some warm excesses which the law forbore. 
Were construed youth that purg’d by boiling 
o’er; 

And Ammon’s murder, by a specious name, 
Was call’d a just revenge for injur’d fame. 
Thus prais’d and lov’d the noble youth re¬ 
main’d, 

While David undisturb’d in Sion reign’d; 

But life can never be sincerely blest: 

Heaven punishes the bad, and proves the best. 
The Jews, a headstrong, mo<^y, murm’ring 
race. 

As ever tried th’ extent and stretch of grace; 
God’s pamper’d people, whom, debauch’d with 
ease. 

No king could govern, nor no god could plea.se. 
Gods they had tged of ev’ry shape and size, 
That goldsmiths could produce, or priests 
devise : 

These Adam-wits, too fortunately free, 

Began to dream they wanted liberty; 

And when no rule, no precedent was found' 

Of men by laws less circumscrib’d and bound. 
They led their wild desires to woods and caves, 
And thought that all but savages were slaves. 
They who, when Saul was dead, without a 
, blow, ^ 

Made fooUsh lahbosheth the crown ferwo; 
Who banish’d David did from Hebron Drin^, 
And with a gen’ral shout proclaim’d him 
king; 

Those very Jews, who at their very best 
Their humor more than loyalty express'd. 

Now wonder’d why'-so long they had (feey’d 
An idol monarch which their hands had 
made; 
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Thojutshtth^ W#it niui bam they could or«- 

Of Built him to tb«t golden oalf of state. | 
But theee were random bolu: no form’d de< 

«gn> 

Nor int’reit made the factious crowd to join: 
’I^e sober part of Israel, fVee from stain, 

Well knew the value of a peaceful reign { 

And lookii^ backward with a wise affright. 
Saw seams of wounds dishonest to the sight; 
In contemplation of whose ugly scars, 

They curs’d the memory of civil wars. 

The moderate sort of men thus qualified, 
Inclin’d the balance to the better side : 
AmihOavid’s mildnesB manag’d it so well. 

The bad found no occasion to rebel. 

But when to sin our biass’d nature leans. 

The careful devil is still at hand with means; 
.And providently pimps for ill desires : 

The good old cause reviv’d a plot requires, 
riots true or false are necessary things 
To raise up commonwealths, and ruin kings. 

Th’ inhabitants of old Jerusalem—— 

Were Jebusites; the town so call'd from 

And theirs the native right- [them; 

Rut when the chosen people grew more strong, 
The rightful cause at length became the 
wrong j 

And ev'ry loss the men of Jebns bore. 

They still were thought God’s enemies the 
more. 

Thus worn or weaken’d, well or ill content, 
Submit they must to David’s government; 
Impoverish’d, and deprived of all command, 
Their taxes doubled as they lost their land; 
And what was harder yet to flesh and blood, 
Their gods disgrac’d, and burnt like common 
wood. 

This set the heathen priesthood in a flame; 
For priests of all religions are the same. 

Of whatsoe’er descent their godhead be, 

Stock, stone, or other homely pedigree. 

In his defence his servants are as bold 
As if he had been born of beaten gold. 

The Jewish rabbins, though their enemies, 

In this conclude them honest men and wise : 
For 'twas their duty, all the feamed think, 

T’ espouse his cause by whom they eat and 
drink. 

From hence began that plot, the nation’s curse, 
Rad in itself, but represented worse; 

Rais’d in extremes, and in extrenms decried ; 
With oaths affirm'd, with dying vows denied. 
Not weigh’d nor winnow’d by the multitude; 
Bul^ swallow’d in the mass, unebew’d and 
crude. * 

Some truto there was, but dash’d and brew’s 
%ith lies; 

Td please the fools, and puzzle all tlie wise. 
Succeeding times did equal folly call. 
Relieving nothing, or believing all. 

Th* Egyptian rites the Jebusites embrac’d; 
Where gods were recommended by their taste. 
Such savory deities must needs be good. 

As serv'd at once for worship and for food. 


By force they eould net intnduee these geds; 
For ten to one in former daya wae odds; 

So fraud was us’d, the saorificer’s trade: 

Fools are more hard to conquer than persuade. 
Their busy teachers mingled with the Jews, 
And rak’d for converts ev'e the court and 
stews: [took. 

Which Hebrew priests the more unkindly 
Because the fleece accompanies the flock. 
Some thought they God’s anointed meant to 
slay 

By guns, invented since full many a day: 

Our author swears it not; but who can know 
How far the devil and Jebusites may go 1 
This plot, which fail’d for want of common 
sense. 

Had yet a deep and dangerous consequence: 
For, as, when raging fevers boil the blood. 
The standing lake soon floats into a flood. 

And every hostile humour, which before 
Slept quiet in its channel, bubbles o’er; 

So sev’ral factions, from this first ferment. 
Work up to foam, and threat the government. 
Some b> their friends, more by themselves, 
thought jj^ise, 

Oppos’d the pow'r to which they could not rise. 
Some had in courts bqpn great; and thrown 
from thence 

Like fiends, were harden’d in impenitence. 
Some, by their monarch’s fatal mercy, grown 
From pardon’d rebels kinsmen to the throne. 
Were rais'd in pow’r and public office high; 
Strong bands, if bands ungrateful men could 
tie. 

Of these the false Achitophel was first: 

A name to all succeeding ages curst; 

For close designs and crooked counsels fit; 
Sagacious, boU, and turbulent of wit; 
Restless, unfix’d in principles and place; 

In pow’r unpleas’d, impatient of disgrace: 

A fiery soul, which, working out its way. 
Fretted the pigmy-body to decay. 

And o’er-inform’d the tenement of clay. 

A daring pilot in extremity; 

Pleas’d with the danger when the waves went 
high, 

He sought the storms; but, for a calm unfit, 
Would steer too nigh the sands to boast his 
wit. 

Great wits are sore to madness near allied. 
And thin partitions do their bounds divide; 
Else why should he, with wealth and honor 
blest, 

Refuse his age the needful hours of rest 7 
Punish a body which he could not please 
Bankrupt of life, yet prodigal of ease 7 
And all to leave what with his toil he won 
To AhaL unfeather’d two-legg’d thing, a son; 
Got, while his soul did hud^ed notions try; 
And bom a shapeless lump, like anarchy. 

In friendship false, implacable in hate; 
Resolv’d to ruin or to rule the state: 

To eompasB this, the triple bond he broke; 
The pilkrt of the public safety shook; 

And fitted Israel for a foreign yoke : 
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Thn^ Milwith ftcr, yet itiH affecting famei 
Unirp'd a patriot'a ali-atoning name. I 

8 o eaay atili it provei, in factious times, 

With public zeal to cancel private crimes, 
How safe is treason, and how sacred ill, j 

Where none can sin against the people's will! 
Where crowds can wink, and no offence be 
known, I 

Since in another’s guilt they find their own! 
Yet fame deserv’d no enemy can grudge ; 

The statesman we abhor, but praise the judge. 
In land’s courts ne’er sat an Abethdin 
With more discerning eyes, or hands more 
clean, « 

Unbrib’d, unsought, the wretched to redrem, 
Swift of despatch, and easy of access. 

Oh! had he been content to serve the crown 
With virtues only proper to the gown ; 

Or had the rankness of the soil been freed 
From cockle, that oppress’d the noble seed; 
David (or him his tuneful harp had strung. 
And heaven had wanted one immortal song. 
But wild ambition loves to slide, not stand : 
And ibrtunc’s ice prefers to virtue’s lund. 
Achitoptiel, grown weary to pncsess 
A lawful fame, and lazy happiness, 

Disdain’d the golden f**uit to gather free. 

And lent the crowd his arm to shake the tree. 
Now, manifest of crimes contriv’d long since, 
He stood at bold defiance with his prince j 
Held up the buckler of the people's cause 
Against the crown, and sculk’d behind the 
laws. 

The wish’d occasion of the plot he takes; 
Some circumstances finds, but more he 
makes: 

By buzzing emissaries fills the ears 
Of list’ning crowds with jealousies and fears 
Of arbitrary counsels brought to light. 

And proves the king himself a Jebusite. 

Weak arguments! which yet, he knew full 
well. 

Were strong with people easy to rebel. 

For, govern’d by the moon, the giddy Jews 
Tread the same track when she the prime re¬ 
news ; 

And once in twenty years, their scribes record. 
By natural instinct they change their lord. 
Achitophel still wants a chief, and none 
Was round so fit as warlike Absalom. 

Not that he wish’d his greatness to create. 

For politicians neither love nor hate ; ^ 

But, for he knew his title not allow’d 
Would keep him still depending on the crowd: 
That kingly pow’r, thus ebbing out, might be 
Drawn to the dregs of a democracy. 

Him he attempts with studied arts to please, 
And sheds his venom in such words a^hcje ; 

Auspicious prince! at whose nativity 
Some royal planet rul’d the southern sky; 

Thy longing country's darling and desire; 
Their cloudy pillar and their guardian fire; 
Their second Moses, whose extended wand 
Divides the seas, and shows the promis’d 
land} 


[boos II. 

Whose dawning day, in ev’ry distant age,. 
Has exercis’d the sacred prophet’s rsge,} 

The people’s pray’r, the glad diviner’s theme, 
The young nien’s vision, and the old men’s 
dream! 

Thee, Saviour, thee the nation's vows confess, 
.\nd, never satisfied with seeing, bless : 

Swift unbespoken pomps thy steps proclaim, 
And Stamm'ring babes are taught to lisp thy 
name. 

How long wilt thou the gen’ral joy detain. 
Starve and defraud the people of thy reign; 
Content ingloriously to pass thy days, 

Like one of virtue’s fools that feed on praise; 
Till thy fresh glories, which now sbilfe so 
bright. 

Grow stale, and tarnish with our daily sight ? 
Believe me, royal youth, thy fruit must te 
Or gather’d ripe, or rot upon the tree. 

Heaven has to all allotted, soon or late, 

Some lucky revolution of their fate; 

Whose motions if we watch and guide with 
skill, 

For human good depends on human will, w 
Our fortune rolls as from a smooth descent, 
And from the first impression takes the bent: 
But if unseiz'd, she glides away like wind, 
And leaves repenting folly far behind. 

Now, now she meets yon with a glorious prize, 
And spreads her locks before you as she flies. 
Had thus old David, from whose loins you 
spring, 

Not dar'd when fortune call’d him to be-king, 
At Gath an exile he might still remain, 

And heaven’s anointing oil had been in vain. 
Let his successful youth your hopes engage; 
But shun the example of declining age: 
Behold him setting in his western skies, 

The shadows length'niiig as the vapors rise. 
He is not now, as when on Jordan’s sand 
The joyful people throng’d to see him land. 
Covering the beach, and blackening all the 
strand; 

But, like the prince of angels, from his height, 
Come tumbling downward with diminuh’d 
light; £ 

Betray'd by one poor plot to public scorn; 

Our only blessing since his curs’d return : 
Those heaps of people which one sheaf did 
bind, 

Blown off and scatter’d by a puff of wind, 
What strength can he to your designs oppose. 
Naked of friends, and round beset with foes ? 
If Pharaoh’s doubtful succor he should use, 

A foreign aid would more incense the Jew*: 
Proud Egypt would dissembled friendship 
bring; u 

Foment the war, but not support the king: 
Nor would the royal party e’er unite 
With Pharaoh’s arms to assist the Jebusite} 
Or, if they should, their int’rest soon would 
break, 

And with such odiotls aid make David weak. 
All sorts of men, by my successful arts, 
Abhorring kings, estrange their alter’d hearts 
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From DaTid’s mlc; and 'tia their gen'ral cry. 
Religion, commonwealth, and liberty. 

If you, ai champion of the public 
Add to their arms a chief of royal blood, 
What may not Israel hope, and what applause 
Might such a gen'ral gam by such a cauee 1 
Not barren praise alone, that gaudy flow'r. 
Fair only to the sight, but solid pow’r; 

And nobler is a limited command, 

Given by the love of all your native land, 
Than a successive title, long and dark. 

Drawn from the mouldy rolls of Noah’s ark. 

What cannot praise effect in mighty minds, 
When flatt’ry soothes, and when ambition 
blinds ? 

Desire of pow’r, on earth a vicious weed. 

Yet sprung from high, is of celestial seed: 

In God ’tis glory; and when men aspire, 

'Tis but a spark too much of heavenly fire. 
Th’ ambitious youth, too covetous of fame. 
Too full of angel’s metal in his frame. 
Unwarily was led frem virtue’s ways. 

Made drunk with honor, and debauch’d with 
praise. 

Half loth, and half consenting to the ill. 

For royal blood within him struggled still, 

He thus replied '—And what pretence have I 
To take up arms for public liberty ? 

My father governs with unquestion’d right; 
The faith’s defender, and mankind’s delight; 
Good, gracious, just, observant of the laws; 
And Heaven by wonders has espous’d his cause. 
Whom has he wrong'd in all his peaceful 
reign ? 

Who sues for justice to his throne in rain ? 
What millions has he pardon’d of his foes, 
Whom just revenge did to his wrath expose ! 
Mild, easy, humble, studious of our good; 
Inclin’d to mercy, and averse from blood. 

If mildness ill with stubborn Israel suit, 

His crime is God’s belov’d attribute. 

What could he gain his people to betray, 

Or change his right for arbitrary sway 7 
Let haughty Pharaoh curse with such a reign 
His fruitful Nile, and yoke a servile train. 

If David’s rule Jesusalem displease. 

The dog-star heats their brains to this disease. 
Why then should I, encouraging the bad, 
I’urn rebel, and run popularly mad 7 
Were he the tyrant, who by lawless might 
Oppress’d the Jews, and rais’d the Jebusite, 
Well might I mourn; but nature’s holy 
bands , [hands; 

Would curb my spirits, and restrain my 
The people mjght assert their liberty j 
But what was right in them were crime in ne. 
His ^vA leaves me nothing to require, 
prevents my wishes, and outruns desire; 
What more can I expect while David lives ? 
All but his kingly diadem he gives : 

And that—^but here he paus’d; then, sighing, 
said— 

Is justly destin’d for a worthier head. 

.For when qiy ftther from his toils shall rest, 
Am} late augment the number of the blest, 


'His lawful issue shall the throne ascend, 

Or the collateral line, where that shall end. 
His brother, though oppress’d with vulgar sjate, 
Yet dauntless, and secure of native right, 

Of cv’ry royal virtue stands poseest; 

Still dear to all Ihe bravest and the best. 

His courage foes, his friends his truth pro¬ 
claim. 

His loyalty the king, the world his fame. 

His mercy e'en th’ ofiending crowd will find } 
For sure he comes of a forgiving kind. 

Why should 1 then repine at Heaven’s decree, 
Which gives me no pretence to royalty 1 
Yet, oh that fate, propitiously inclin’d. 

Had rais’d my birth, or had debas’d my mind! 
To my large soul not all her treasure lent. 
And then betray’d it to a mean descent! 

I find, I find my mounting spirits bold, 

And David’s part disdains my mother’s mould. 
Why am 1 scanted by a niggard birth 7 
My Boul diaclaims the kindred of her earth; 
And, made for empire, whispers me within. 
Desire of greatness is a godlike sin. [found, 
Him daggering so when hell’s dire agent 
While faiutiiigs virtue scarce maintain'd her 
ground, 

He pours fresh forces iw, and thus replies: 

Th' eternal God. supremely good and wise. 
Imparts not these prodigious gifts in vain: 
What wonders are reserv’d, to bless your reign! 
Against your will your arguments have shown, 
Sudi virtue’s only giv’n to guide a throne. 
Not that your father’s mildness 1 contemn; 
But manly force becomes the diadem. 

’Tis true he grants the people all they crave; 
And more perhaps than subjects ought to 
have ; 

For lavish grants suppose a monarch tame, 
And more his guudness than his wit proclaim. 
But when should people strive their bonds to 
break, 

If not when kings are negligent or weak 7 
Let him give on till he can give no more. 

The thrifty sanhedrim shall keep him poor: 
And ev'ry shekel which he can receive 
Shall cost a limb of his prerogative. 

To ply him with new plots shall be my care 
Or plunge him deep in some expensive war; 
Which when his treasure can no more supply. 
He must, with the remains of kingship, buy. 
His faithful friends, our jealousies and fears 
Call Jebusites, and Pharaoh’s pensioners; 
Whom when our fury from his aid has tom. 
He shall be naked left to public scorn. 

The next successor, whom 1 fear and hate, 

.My arts have made obnoxious to the state : 
Turn’d all his virtues to his overthrow, 

Altd gain'd our elders to pronounce a foe. 

His right, for sums of necessary gold. 

Shall first be pawn’d, and afterwards be sold; 
Till time shall ever-wanting David draw 
To pass your doubtful title into law: 

If not, the people have a right supreme 
To mike their kings; for Ungs are made fbr 
them. 
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All is no owre Gum pow’r in tnut, 

Which, when ranim'd, can be no lo^r jaat. 
ffanrnnwimij for the general good design’d, 

In itB<own wrong a nation cannot bind; 
if alt’ring that the people can relieve, 

Better one suffer than the nation grieve. 

The Jews well know their pow’r: ere Saul 
they chose, ** 

God was their king, and Ood they durst depose. 
Uige now your piety, your filial name, 

A Other’s right, and fear of future fane; 

The public good, that universal call, 

To which e'en ifeaven anlmutted, answers all. 
Nor let his love enchant your gen’rous mind; 
'Tia nature's trick to propagate her kind. 

Our fond begetters, who would never die. 
Love but themselves in their posterity. 

Or let his kindness by th’ effects be tried. 

Or let him lay his vain pretence aside. 

God said, he lov’d your father} could he bring 
A better proof than to anoint him king 7 
It surely show'd, he lov’d the shepherd well, 
Who gave so fair a flock as Israel. 

Would David have you thought his darlTUg son, 
Whatdneans he then to alienat?cthe crown 7 
The name of Godly he may blush to bear; 

Is't after God’s own heart to cheat his heir 7 
He to his brother gives supreme command. 

To you a legacy of barren land ; 

Perhaps th' old harp on which he thrums his 
Or some dull Hebrew ballad in your praise. 
Then the next heir, a prince severe and wise, 
Already looks on you with jealous eyes} 

Bees through the thin disguises of your arts, 
And marks your progress in the people’s 
hearts; [tains; 

Though now his mighty soul his grief con- 
He meditates revenge who least complains: 
And like a lion, slumb’ring in the way. 

Or sleep dissembling, while he waits his prey. 
His fearless foes within his distance draws. 
Constrains his roaring, and contracts his paws; 
Till at the last, his time for fury found, 

He shoots with sudden vengeance from the 
ground; 

The prostrate vulgar passes o’er and spares. 
But with a lordly rage his hunters tears. 

Your case no tame expedients will afford: 
Resolve on death, or conquest by the sword, 
Which for no less a stake than life you draw; 
And self-defence is nature's eldest law. 

Leave the warm people no considering tim^ 
For then rebellion may be thought a crime. 
Avail yourself of what occasion gives. 

But try your title while your father lives : 
And, that your arms may have a fair pretence, 
Proclaim you take them in the king’s defence; 
Whose sacred life each moment would e..po%e 
To plots, from seeming friends and secret foes. 
And, wboean sound the depth of David’s soul 7 
Perhaps his fear his kindness may control. 

He fears bis brother, though he loves his son, 
For plighted vows too late to be undone. 

If so, by fence he wishes to be gain’d: 

Like women’s lechery to seem constrain’d. 


Doubt not: but, when he most uftets the 
frown, V 

Commit a pleasing rape upon the crown. 

Secure his person to secure your cause; 

They who possets the prince possess the laws. 

He said : and this advice above the rest, 
With Absalom’s mild nature suited best} 
Unblam’d of life, ambition set aside, 

Not stain’d with cruelty, norpulTd with pride. 

How liappy bad he been, if destiny 

Mad higher plac’d his birth, or not so high ! 

His kingly virtues might have claimed a 
throne. 

And jjlesa’d all other countries but his ow% 

But charming greatness since so few refusb, 
’Tis juBter to lament him than accuse. 

Strong were his hopes a rival to remove, 

With blandishments to gain the public love: 
To bead the faction while their zeal wan hot. 
And popularly prosecute the plot. 

To further this, Achitophel unites 
The malcontents of all the Israelites; 

Whose dilTring parties he could wisely join, 
For sev’ral ends, to serve the same design. ^ 
The best, and of the princes some were such. 
Who thought the pow’r of monarchy too 
much; 

Mistaken men, and patriots in Uieir hearts; 

Not wicked, but seduc’d by impious arts ; 

By these the springs of property were bent. 
And wound so high, they crack’d the govern¬ 
ment. [state, 

The next for int'rest sought t’ embroil "the 
To sell their duty at a dearer rate. 

And make their Jewish markets of the throne 
Pretending public good to serve their own. 
Others thought kings an useless, heavy load. 
Who cost too much, and did too little good. 
These were for laying honest David by, 

On principles of pure good husbandry. 

With them join’d all th’ haranguers of the 
throng. 

That thought to get preferment by the tongue 
Who follow next, a double danger bring, 

Not only hating David, but the king. 

The Solymean roui; well vers'd of old 
In godly faction, and in treason bold; 

Cow’ring and quaking at a conqu’ror’s aword. 
But lofty to a lawful prince restor’d; 

Saw with disdain an Ethnic plot begun. 

And scorn’d by Jebnsites to be outdone. 

Hot Levites headed these; who pull’d before 
From th’ ark, which in the judos’ days they 
bore. 

Resum’d their cant, and, with a^zealons cry; 
Pursu’d their old bclov'd theocracy ; 

When sanhedrim and priest enslav’d -the na- 
tion. 

And justified their spoils by inspiration: 

For who BO fit to reign as Aaron’s race. 

If once dominion they could found in grace 7 
These led the pack, though not of sureat scent. 
Yet deepest mouth'd against the government. 

A num’rous host of dreaming saints soeceed, 

Of the true old enthusiastic breed j 



173 


Boos u.] DIDACTIC, DESCRIPTIVE, Ac. 


YSainit fimn and oidar they their pow’r em- 

. , P%» 

Nothing to build, and all thingi to destroy. 
But far more num’roui was the herd of such 
Who think too little, and who talk too much} 
These, out of mere instinct, they knew not 
• why. 

Ador’d their fathers* God, and property; 

Ahd, by the same blind benefit of fate. 

The devil and the Jebusite did hate : 

Bom to be sav’d, e’en in their own despite, 
Because they could not help believing right. 
Such were the tools ; but a whole Hydra more 
Remains of sprouting heads too long to score 
Soifie of their chiefs were princes of the land: 
In the first rank of these did Zimri stand; 

A man so various that he seem'd to be, 

Not one, but all mankind’s epitome : 

Stiff in opinions, always in the wrong} 

Was ev’ry thing by starts, and nothing long; 
But, in the course of one revolving moon, 
Was chemist, fiddler, statesman, and buffoon; 
Then all for women, painting, rhyming, drink¬ 
ing, [ing. 

Besides ten thousand freaks that died in think- 
Blest madman ! who could ev’ry hour employ 
With.something new to wish, or to enjoy. 
Railing and praising were his usual themes; 
And both, to show his judgment, in extremes: 
So over-violent, or over-civil. 

That ev'ry man with him was God or devil. 

In squand'ring wealth was his peculiar art; 
Notldng went unrewarded but desert; 
Beggar’d by fools, whom still he found too late. 
He had his jest, and they had his estate : 

He laugh’d himself from court; then sought 
relief 

By forming parties, but could ne’er be chief; 
For, spite of him, the weight of business fell 
On Atealom and wise Achitophel: 

Thus, wicked but in will, of means bereft. 

He left not faction, but of that was left. 

Titles and names ’( were tedious to rehearse. 
Of lords, below the dignity of verse. 

Wits, warriors, commonwealths-men, were 
the best; , 

Kind husbands and mere nobles all the rest. 
And therefore, in the name of dulness. be 
The well-hung Balaam and cold Caleb free; 
And canting Nadab let oblivion damn, ' 
Who made new porridge for the pascal lamb. 
Let friendship’s holy band some names assure; 
Some their own worth, and some let scorn se¬ 
cure. 

Ntr shall the rascal mbble here have place. 
Whom kings do title gave, and God no grace: 
Not bulhfac'd Jonas, who could statutes draw 

S o ^ean rebellion, and make treason law. 

at he, though bad, is follow’d by a worse. 
The wretch who heaven’s anointed dar’d to 
eurse; 

Shimei, whose youth did early promise bring 
Of zeal to God and hatred to his king, 

Did wisely from expensive sins refrain, 
And>a$xer broke the sabbath but for gain; 


Nor ever was he known an oath to vent, 

Or curse, unless against the government. 
Thus heaping wealth, by the most ready way 
Among the Jews, which wastocheat and pray; 
The city, to reward his pious hate 
A^inst his master, chose him magistrate. 

His hand a vase of justice did uphold; 

His nock wai loaded with a chain of gold; 
During his office treason was no crime! 

The sons of Belial bad a glorioin time; 

For Shimei, though not prodigal of pelf. 

Yet lov’d hia wicked neighbour aa himaelf. 
When two or three were gather’d to declaim 
Against the monarch of Jerusalem, 

Shimei was always in the midst of them; 
And, if they curs’d the king when he was by, 
Would rather curse than break good com- 
pany; 

If any durst his factious friends accuse, 

He pack’d a jury of dissenting Jews; 

Whose fellow-feeling in the godly cause 
Would free the suff’ring saint from human 
laws: 

For laws are only made to punish those 
Who serve thCtking, and to protect his foes. 
If any leisure-time he had from pow’r. 
Because ’tis sin to missmploy an hour, 

His business was, by writing to persuade 
That kinp were useless, and a cl<^ to trade ; 
And, that hia noble style he might refine. 

No Rechabite more shunn’d the fumes of 
wine. 

Chaste were his cellars, and his shrieval board 
The grossness of a city feast abhorr’d : 

Hia cooks, with long disuse, their trade for¬ 
got ; [hot. 

Cool was hia kitchen, tho’ hia hnina were 
Such frugal virtue malice may accuse; 

But sure ’twas necessary to the Jews: 

For towns, once burnt, auch magistrates 
require 

As dare not tempt God's providence by fire. 
With spiritual food he fed his servants well, 
But free from flesh that made the Jews rebel: 
And Moses’ laws he held in more account. 

For forty days of fasting in the mount. 

To speak the rest, who better are forgot, 
Would tire a well-breath’d witness of the 
plot. 

Yet, Corah, thou shall from oblivion pass; 
Erect thyself, thou monumental brass. 

High as the serpent of thy metal made. 

While nations stand secure beneath thy shade. 
What though hia birth were base, yet comets 
rise 

From earthly vapors ere they shine in skies. 
Prodigious actions may as well be done 
Byfw^ver’s issue as by prince’s son; 

This arch-attestor for the public good, 

By that one deed, ennobles all hia blood. 

Who ever ask’d the witness’s high race. 
Whose oath with martyrdom did Stefflien 
grace 1 

Ours was a Levite: and, as times went then, 
His tribe were God Almighty’s gentlemen. 
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Sunk were hie eyee, hie voice wu her^ and 
load; 

Sue ngna he neither choleric waa, nor proud : 
Hie long chin prov’d hie wit} hia eaint like 
grace 

A church vermilion, end a Moaea’ face. 

Hia memory, miraculously great, 

Could plots, exceeding man’s belief, repeat; 
Which, therefore, cannot be accounted lies. 
For human wit could never such devise. 

Some future truths are mingled in his book} 
But, where the witnesa fail'd, the prophet 
spoke; 

Some things like visionary flights appear; 

The spirit caught him up the lord knows 
where} 

And gave him his rabbinical degree. 

Unknown to foreign university. 

His judgment yet his memory did excel} 
Which pierc’d his wondrous evidence so well. 
And suited to the temper of the times. 

Then groaning under Jebusitic crimes. 

I,et Israel’s foes suspect his heavenly call. 
And rashly judge his writ apocryphal! 

Our laws for such affronts hai^orfeits made} 
He taken his life who takes away his trade. 
Were I myself in witpjess Corah’s place, 

The wretch who did me such a dire disgrace 
Should whet my memory, though once forgot, 
To make him an appendix of my plot. 

His zeal to Heav’n made him his prince de¬ 
spise, 

And lo^ his person with indignities. 

But zeal peculiar privilege affords. 

Indulging latitude to deeds and words: 

And Corah might for Ag.ig’s niurder call. 

In terms as coarse as Samuel us’d to riaul. 
What others in his evidence did join. 

The beat that could be had for love or coin. 

In Corah’s own predicament will fall} 

For witness is a common name to all. 

Surrounded thus with friends of ev’iy sort, 
Deluded Absalom forsakes the court: 
Impitient of high hopes, urg’d with renown, 
And fir’d with near possession of a crown, 

Th’ admiring crowd are dazzled with surprise, 
And on hia goodly person feed their eyes. 

Hia joy conceal’d, he sets himself to show} 

On each side bowing popularly low : 

His looks, his gestures, and bis words he 
frames. 

And with familiar ease repeats their namufr 
Thus form’d by nature, furnish'd out with arts. 
He glides bnfelt into their secret hearts. 
Then, with a kind compassionating look, 

' And sighs, bespeaking pity ere he spoke. 

Few wor^ be said; but easy those and fit, 
More slow than Hybla-drops, and far^^ m'^re 
sweet. ' 

I mourn, my countrymen, your lost estate, 
Though far unable to prevent your fate: 
BehoM a banish’d man, for your dear cause 
Expos’d a prey to arbitrary laws! 

Yet oh! that I alone should be undone. 

Cut off from empire, and no more a son! 
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Now all your liberties a spoil are made} . 
Egypt and Tyrus intercept your trade} 

And Jebusites your sacred rights invade. 

My father, whom with rev’rence yet 1 name, 
Charm’d into ease, is careless of hia fkme} 
And, brib’d with petty sums of foreign gold, 

I Is grown in Bathsheba’s embraces old} 

Exalts his enemies, his friends destroys; 

And all his pow’r against himself employs. 

He gives, and let him give my right away} 

But why should he his own and yours betray ? 
He, only he, can make the nation bleed. 

And he alone from my revenge is freed, [eyes). 
Take then my tears (with that he wip’d his 
’Tis all the aid my present pow’r supplies} 

No court-informer can these arms accuse} 
These arms may sons against their fathers use : 
And 'tis my wish, the next successor's reign 
May make no other Israelite complain. 

Youth, beauty, graceful action, seldom fail} 
But common iiit’rest always will prevail; 

And pity never ceases to to shown 
To him who makes the people’s wrongs ,Ua 
own. 

The crowd, that still believe their kings op- 
With lilted hands their young Messiah bless} 
Who now begins his progress to ordain 
With chariots, horsemen, and a numerous 
train ; 

From east to west his glories he displays, 

And, like the sun, the promis’d land surveys. 
Fame runs before him as the morning star. 
And shouts of joy salute him from afar}, 

Each house receives him as a guardian god, 
And consecrates the place of his abode. 

But hospitable treats did most commend 
Wise Issachar, his wealthy western friend. 
This moving court, that caught the peopled 
eyes. 

And seem’d but pomp, did other ends disguise} 
Achitophcl had form'd it, with intent 
To sound the depths, and fathom where it 
went, [foes. 

The people’s hearts} distinguish friends from 
And try their strength before they came to 
blows: 

Yet all was color’d with a smooth pretence 
Of specious love and duty to their prince. 
Religion, and redress of grievances, [please. 
Two names that always cheat and always 
Are often uig’d} and good king David’s life 
Endanger’d by a brother and a wife. 

Thus, in a pageant show, a plot is made; 

And peace itself is war in masquerade. 

Oh foolish Israel! never warn'd by ill! 

Still the same bait, and circumvented still! 
Did ever men forsake the present eazp I 
In midst of health imagine a disease ? ^ 
Take pains contingent mischiefs to foresee ? 
Make heirs for monarchs, and for God decree 1 
What shall we think t Can people give away. 
Both for themselves and sons, their native 
sway 7 

Then they are left defenceless to the sword 
Of each unbounded, arbitraiy lord: 
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And kwi ue vain, by which we right enjoy, 

If hinn unquection’d can those laws destroy: 
Yet, if the crowd be judge of fit and just. 

And kings are only officers in trust. 

Then this resuming cov’nant was declar’d 
When kings were made, or is for ever barr’d. 
If those who gave the sceptre could not tie 
By their own deed their own posterity, 

Hotv, then, could Adam bind his future race 7 
How could his forfeit on mankind take place 7 
Or how could heavenly justice damn us all. 
Who ne’er consented to our father’s fall 7 
Then kings are slaves to those whom they 
command, 

An^^enants to their people’s pleasure stand. 
Add, that the pow’r for property allow’d 
Is mischievously seated in the crowd : 

For who can be secure of private right. 

If sovereign sway may be dissolv’d by might 7 
Nor is the people’s judgment always true : 
The most may err as grossly as the few ; 

And faultless kings run down by common cry. 
For vice, oppression, and for tyranny. 

What standard is there in a fickle rout. 
Which, flowing to the mark, runs faster out 7 
Nor only crowds, but sanhedrims may be 
Infected with this public lunacy. 

And share the madness of rebellious times. 

To murder monarchs for imagin'd crimes. 

If they may give and take whene'er they 
please; 

Not kings alone, the Godhead’s images, 

But government itself, at length must fall 
To nature’s state, where ail have right to all. 
Yet, grant our lords the people kings can make. 
What prudent men a settled throne would 
shake 7 

For, whatsoe’er their sufTerings were before, 
That change they covet makes them sufi'er 
more. 

All other errors but disturb a state; 

But innovation is the blow of fate. 

If ancient fabrics nod, and threat to fall. 

To patch their flaws, and buttress up the 
wall, 

Thus far ’tis duty : but here the mark; 

For all beyond it is to touch the ark. 

To change foundations, cast the frame anew. 
Is work for rebels, who base ends pursue. 

At once divine and human laws control. 

And mend the parts by ruin of the whole. 

The tamp’nng world is subject to this curse. 
To physic their disease into a worse. 

Now what relief can righteous David bring 7 
Ho|v fatal 'tis to be too good a king ! 

Friends he hdl few. so high the madness 
grsws} • 

Who^aroB be such must be the people’s foes. 
Tat some there were, e’en in the worst of 
days; 

Some let me name, and naming is to praise. 

In this short file Bmillai first appears; 
Banillai, crown’d with honor and with yean. 
Long since, the rising rebels he withstood 
Ib'Kgu^'Wtote beyond the Jordan’s flood: 


m 

Unfortunately bnve to buoy the state j 
But sinking underneath his master’s fate: 

In exile with his godlike prince he meom’d; 
For him he sufi'er’d, and with him return’d. 
The court he practis’d, not the courtier's art: 
Lar^ was his wealth, but larger was hie heart; 
Which well the noblest objects knew to 
choose. 

The fighting warrior, and recording muse, 
liis bed could once a fruitful issue boast; 

Now more than half a father’s name is lost. 
His eldest hope, with ev’ry grace adorn’d, 

By me (so Heaven will have it) always mourn’d. 
And always honor’d, snatch in manhood's 
prime, 

B’ unequal iktes, and providence’s crime: 

Yet not before the goal of honor won. 

All parts fulfill 'd of subject and of eon: 

Swift was the race, but short the time to run 
Oh, narrow circle, but of pow’r divine. 
Scanted in space, but perfect in thy line ! 

By sea, by land, thy matchless worth was 
known. 

Arms thy delight, and war was all thy own: 
Thy force ittf^s’d, the fainting Tyrians 
propp’d; [stopp'd. 

And haughty Pharaoji found his fortune 
Oh ancient honor! oh unconquer’d hand. 
Whom foes unpunish’d never could withstand 1 
But Israel was unworthy of his name ; 

Short is the date of all immod’rate fame : 

It looks as Heaven our ruin had design’d. 

And durst not trust thy fortune and thy mind. 
Now, free from earth, tby disencumber’d soul 
Mounts up, and leaves behind the clouds and 
starry pole: 

From thence thy kindred legions mayst thou 
To aid the guaidian angel of thy king, [bring. 
Here stop, my Muse, here cease thy painful 
flight; 

No pinions can pursue immortal height: 

Tell good Barxillai thou canst sing no more. 
And tell thy soul she should have fled before : 
Or fled she with his life, and left this verse 
To hang on her departed patron’s hearse 7 
Now take thy steepy flight from heaven, and 
see 

If thou canst find on earth another he : 
Another he would be too hard to find; 

See, then, whom thou const see not for behind. 
Zadoc the priest, whom, shunning pow'r and 
place, m 

His lowly mind advanc’d to David's grace. 
With him the Sagan of Jerusalem, 

Of hospitable soul, and noble stem; 

Him of the western dome, whose weighty 
sense 

Plcsvs jn fit words and heav’nly eloquence. 
The prophet’s sons, by such example led, 

To learning and to loyalty were bred : 

For colleges on bounteous kings depend; 

And never rebel was to arts a friend. 

To these succeed the pillars of the laws; 

Who best can plead, and best canjw^ a 
cause. 
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Next them a train of loyal peers ascend j 
Sharp<judging Adriel, the moses’ friend, 
Himself a muse : in sanhedrim’s debate 
True to his prince, but not a slave of state; 
Whom David’s love with honors did adorn, 
That from his disobedient son were torn. 
Jotham, of piercing wit, and pregnant thought, 
Endued by nature, and by learning taught 
To move assemblies, who but only tried 
The WORM a while, then chose the better side : 
Nor chose alone, but turn'd the balance too; 
So much the weight of one brave man can do. 
Httshai, the fHend of David in distress, 

In public storms of manly stedfastness: 

By foreign treaties he inform'd his youth, 

And join'd experience to his native truth. 

His frugal care supplied the wanting throne 3 
Frugal for that, but bounteous of his own. 

'Tis easy conduct when exchequers flow; 

But hard the task to manage well the low : 
For sov’reign pow’r is too depress’d or high, 
When kings are forc’d to sell, or crowds to 
buy. 

Indulge one labor more, my weary muse, 

For Amiel: who can Amierstpraise refuse ? 
OP ancient race by birth, but nobler yet 
la his own worth, and without title great: 
The sanhedrim long time as chief he rul’d. 
Their reason guid^, and their passion cool'd : 
So dex’trous was he in the crown’s defence. 

So form’d to speak a loyal nation’s sense. 
That, as their band was Israel’s tribes in small. 
So fit was he to represent them all. 

Now rasher charioteers the seat ascend, 
Whose loose careers his steady skill com¬ 
mend : 

They, like th’ unequal ruler of the day, 
Misguide the seasons, and mistake the way 3 
While he, withdrawn, at their mad labors 
smiles. 

And safe enjoys the sabbath of his toils. 

These were the chief, a small but faithful 
hand 

Of worthies, in the breach who dar'd to stand, 
And tempt th’ united fury of the land. 

With grief they view’d such pow’rful en¬ 
gines bent 

To batter down the lawful government: 

A num'rous faction, with pretended frights. 

In sanhedrims to plume the regal rights 3 
The true successor frolh the court remov’d 3 
The plot by hireling witnesses improv’d. * 
These ills they saw, and, as their duty bound, 
They show’d the king the danger of the wound ; 
That no concessions from the throne would 
please. 

But lenitives fomented the disease ; 

That Absalom, ambitious of the crowi^' 

Was made the lure to draw the people down 3 
That false Achitophel’s pemicious hate 
Had tam’d the |dot to ruin church and state 3 
The council violent, the rftbble worw : 

That Shtmei taught Jerusalem to curse. 

With all these loads of usuries opprest. 
And long revolving in his careful brmst 


Th’ event of things, at last his patieaca tir’d. 
Thus from his royd throne, by heayen ita* 
spir’d. 

The go^ke David spoke 3 with awfhl ftar 
His train their Maker in their master hear: 

Thus long have 1, by native mercy sway’d. 
My wrongs dissembled, my revenge delay'd i 
So willing to forgive th’ eroding age 3 
So much the father did the king assuage. 

But now so far my clemency they slight, 

Th' offenders question my forgiving right: 

That one was made for many they contend 3 
But 'tis to rule, for that’s a monarch’s end. 
They call my tenderness of blood my fear 3 
Though manly tempers can the longest bear. 
Yet, since they will divert my native course, 
’Tis time to show I am not good by force. 
Those heap’d affronts that haughty subjects 
bring 

Are burthens for a camel, not a king. 

Kings are the public pillars of the state. 

Born to sustain and prop the nation’s weight: 
If my young Samson will pretend a call 
To shake the column, let him share the fkff: 
But, oh! that yet he would repent and live! 
How easy ’tis for parents to forgive ! 

With how few tears a pardon might be won 
From nature, pleading for a darling son! 

Poor, pitied youth, by my paternal cate 
Rais’d up to all the height his fame could bear: 
Had God ordain’d his fate for empire born. 

He would have giv’n his soul another turn : 
Gull’d with a patriot’s name, whose modem 
sense 

Is one that would by law supplant his prince 3 
The people’s brave, the politician’s tool 3 
Ne’er was patriot yet but was a fool. 

Whence comes it that religion and the laws 
Should more he Absalom’s than David’s cause 1 
His old instructor, ere he lost his place, 

Was never thought endued with so much grace. 
Good Heavens! how faction can a patriot 
paint! 

My rebel ever'proves ray people’s saint. ' 
Would they impose an heir upon the throne, 
Let sanhedrims taught to give their ovrn. 

A king’s at least a part of government 3 
And mine ns requisite as their consent: 
Without my leave a future king to choose 
Infers a right the present to depose. 

True, they petition me t’ approve their choice. 
But Esau’s hands suit ill with Jacob’s voice. 
My pious subjects for my safety pray, 

Which to secure, they take my pow’r away. 
From plots and treasons heav’n preserve my 
years, *" 

But save me most from my petitioners 
Gnsatiate as the barren womb or grave, 

God cannot grant so much as they can crave. 
What then is left, but, with a jealous eye. 

To guard the small remains of loyalty 1 
The law shall still direct my peaceful stn^. 
And the same law teach retels to obey: 

Votes shall no more estaUish’d power eon- 
Such votes as make a part exceed ths-whUe. 
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No gtoundloH oluDon dmll my friendt re* 
* move, 

Nor crowds hsve pow’r to punish ere they 
prove j [press, 

For godlike kings their cares ex* 

Still to 4limd their servants in distress. 

* Oh, that my pow’r to saving were confin’d f 
Why am I forc’d, like heaven, against my 

mind, 

To make examples of another kind 7 
Must I at length the sword of justice draw 7 
Oh curst effects of necessary law ! 

How ill my fear they by my mercy scan! 
Bbware the fury of a patient man. 

Law they require, let law then show her face; 
They could not be content to look on grace. 
Her hinder parts, but with a daring eye 
To tempt the terror of her front, and die. 

By their own arts ’tis righteously decreed, 
Those dire artificers of death shall bleed ; 
Against themselves their witnesses will swear, 

• Till, viper-like, their mother plot they tear 3 
And suck for nutriment that bloody gore, 
Which was their principle of life before. 

Their Belial with their Beelxebub will fight 3 
T hns on my foes my foes shall do me right. 
Nor doubt th' event: for factious crowds en¬ 
gage. 

In their first onset, all their brutal rage. ‘ 
Then let them take an unresisted course : 
Retire, and traverse, and delude their force: 
But when they stand aii breathless, urge the 
fight. 

And rise upon them with redoubled might 3 
P'or lawful pow'r is still superior found s 
When long driv'n back, at length it stands the 
ground. [sent 3 

He said: th’ Almighty nodding gave con- 
And peals of tAnder shook the firmament. 
Henceforth a series of new time began. 

The mighty years in long procession ran : 
Once more the godlike David was restor’d, 
And willing nations knew their lawful lord. 

$ 20. Cymon and Iphigenia. Dbvdek. 
Poeta loquitur. 

Old as I am, for ladies’ love unfit. 

The pow’r of beauty 1 remember yet. 

. Which once inflam'd my soul, and still inspires 
my wit. 

If love Im folly, the severe divine 
Has felt that folly, though he censures mine 3 
Pollutes the pleasures of a chaste embrace, 
Ac|a what I write, and prop;igates in grace. 
With riotous cScess, a priestly race. , 

Suppose ^im free, and that 1 ibrge th’offence, 
. .He fhow'd the way, perverting first my 
* sense; 

In malice witty, and with venom fraught, 

He makes me speak the things I never thought. 
Compute the gains of his ungovem’d zeal; 

Ill suits bis cloth the praise of railing well. 
The world will think that what v^^ieosely 

Though now a^ng’d, her reads with some de- j 

VoL V. Nos;73A.ir4. 
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Because he seems to chew tin eud i^ulb, 
When his broad comment ttuikes the text toe 
plain; 

And teaching more, in one exfiaiiiiiig page, 
Than all the double meanings of the stage. 
What needs he paraphnse on whM we 
mean 7 

We were at most but wanton; he *9 ohseene. 

I not my fellows nor myself excuse: 

But love's the subject of the comic Mnse; • 
Nor can we write without it, nor wouU you 
A tale of only dry instruction view. 

Nor love Is always of a vicious kind. 

But oft to virtuous acta inflames the aund; 
Awakes the sleepy vigor of the soul, 

And, brushing o'er, adds motion to the pool. 
Love, studious how to {dease, improves our 
parts 

With polish’d manners, and adorns with arts. 
Love first invented verse, and form’d the 
rhyme. 

The motion measur'd, harmoniz’d the chime; 
To liiAral acts enlarg’d the narrow soul’d. 
Soften’d theffierce, and made the coward bold; 
The world, when waste, he peopled with in* 
crease, • 

And warring nations reconcil’d in peace. 
Ormond, the first, and all the fair may find, 

In this one legend, to their fame design'd, 
When beauty fires the blood, how love exalts 
the mind. [court, 

In that sweet isle where Venus keeps her 
And ev'ry Grace, and all the Loves, resort; 
Where either sex is form’d of softer earth, 
And takes the bent of pleasure from their 
birth; 

There^’d a Cyprian lord, above the rest 
WiBe,lpalthy, with a num’rous issue blest: 
But, as no gift of fortune is sincere. 

Was only wanting in a worthy heir. 

His eldest born, a goodly youth to view, 
Excell’d the rest in shape and outward shew; 
Fair, tall, his limbs with due pn^rtion 
join’d. 

But of a heavy, dull, degen’rate mind. 

His soul belied the features of his face; 
Beauty was there, but beauty in disgrace: 

A clownish mien, a voice with rustic sound. 
And stupid eyes that ever lov’d the ground. 
He look’d like nature’s error; as the mind 
And body were not of a piece design’d, 

But made for'two, and by mistake in one were 
join’d. 

The ruling rod, the father’s forming care. 
Were exercis’d in vain on wit’s despair; 

The more inform'd, the less he underat^; 
Aiitl cbeper sunk by flound’ring in the mod. 
Now scorn’d of all, and grown the poUie 
shame. 

The people from Galesus chang’d his nanw. 
And Cymon call’d, which signifies a brute; 
So well his name did with natun suit. 

His father, when he found his labw lost, 
And care employ’d that answer’d not t^ 
cost. 
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ChoM an ungrateful object to remoTe, [love; 
And loath'd to see what nature made him 
So to the country farm the fool confin’d: 
Rude work vvell suited to a rustic mind. 

Thus to the wilds the sturdy^ymon went, 

A 'squire among the swains, and pleas’d with 
banishment. 

His com and cattle were his only care. 

And his supreme delight a country fair. 

> It haf^n’d on a summer’s holiday, 

'That to the green-wood shade he took his way; 
Jpor Cymon shunn’d the churhh, and us’d not 
much to pray. [sake, 

His quarter^ataff, which he could ne’er for- 
Hung half before, and half behind his back. 
He trudg’d along, unknowing what he 
sought, [thought. 

And whistled as he went, for want of 
By chance conducted, or thirst con¬ 
strain'd. 

The deep recesses of the grove he gain’d; { 

fiVhere, in a plain defended by the wood, 
jCrept through the matted grass a crystal flood, 
>’By which an alabaster fountain stood : 

And on the margin of the fount was laid 
(Attended 1^ her slaves) a sleeping maid : 
Like Dian and her jymphs, when tir’d with 
sport, 

To rest by cool Eurotas they resort. 

The dame herself the goddess well espress’d, 
Not more distinguish’d by her purple vest. 
Than by the charming features of her face. 
And e’en in slumber a superior grace : 

.Her comely limbs compos’d with decent care, 
''Her body shaded with a slight cymarr; 

Her bosom to the view was only bare, • 
Where two beginning paps were scarcely 
spied, ^ 

For yet their places were but Bigni|la ; 

The fanning wind upon her bosom blows. 

To meet the fanning wind the bosom rose : 
The fanning wind and purling streams conti¬ 
nue her repose. 

The fool of nature stood with stupid eyes. 
And gaping mouth that testified surprise. 

Fil’d on her face, nor could remove his sight, 
New as he was to love, and novice to delight: 
Long mute be stood, and, leaning on his 
stair. 

His wonder witness’d with an idiot laugh; 
Then would have spoke, but by his glimm’ring 
sense, [^ce; 

First found his want of words,* and fear'd of- 
Doubted for what he was he should be 
known. 

By his clown accent, and his country tone. 
'ITirough the rude chaos thus the running 
night 4 * 

Shot the first ray that pierc’d the native night: 
Then day and darkness in the mass were 
mixM, 

Till gather’d in a globe the beams were fix’d : 
I.ast shone the sun, who, radiant in his sphere. 
Illumin’d Hmv’n and earth, and roll’d around 
the year. 


So reason in this brutal soul began: 

Love made him first suspect he was ■ man; 
Love, made him doubt his broad barbarian 
sound} 

By love his want of words and wit be found } 
That sense of want prepar’d tfatfbture way 
To knowledge, and disclos’d tHPromise of a 
day. 

What not his father’s care, nor tutor’s art; 
Could plant with pains in fus unpolish’d 
heart. 

The best instructor, love, at once inspir’d. 

As barren grounds to fruitfulness are fir’d : 
Love taught him shame} and shame, with love 
at strife. 

Soon taught the sweet civilities of life ; 

His gross material soul at once could find 
Somewhat in her excelling all her kind : 
Exciting a desire till then unknown ; 
Somewhat unfound, or found in her alone; 
This made the first impression on his mind. 
Above, but just above, the brutal kind. 

For beasts can like, but not distinguish tim} 
Nor their own liking by reflection know 
Nor why they like or this or t’other face. 

Or judge of this or that peculiar grace} 

But love in gross, and stnpidly admire,. 

As flies, allur'd by light, approach the fire. 
Thus our man-beast, advancing by degrees, 
First likes the whole, then sep’rates what he 
sees: 

On sev’ral parts a sev’ral praise bestows : 

The ruby lips, tho well proportion'd nqpe. 

The Buowy skin, and raven-glossy hair. 

The dimpled cheek, and forehead rising fair. 
And e’en in sleep itself, a smiling air. 

From thence his eyes descending view’d the 
rest, [ing breast. 

Her plump round arms, whim hands, and lieav- 
Long on tho last he dwelt, roough every put 
A pointed arrow sped to pierce his heart. 

Thus in a trice a judge of beauty grown, 

(A judge erected from a country clown) 

He long’d to dee her eyes, in slumber hid. 

And wish'd his own could pierce within the 
lid; c [thought. 

He would have wak’d her, but restrain’d fain 
And love now-born the first good manners 
’ taught, 

And awful fear his ardent wish withstood, 

Nor durst disturb the goddess of the wood } 
For such she seem’d by her celestial face, 
Excelling all the rest of human race. 

And things divine, by common sense he knew. 
Must be devoutly seen, at distant view ; j 
So checking bis desire, with trembling heart, 
Gazing he stood, nor would noiy could de¬ 
part; ’ 

Fix’d as a pilgrim wilder’d in his way, 

Who dares not stir by night, for fear to stray. 
But stands with awful eyes to watch the dawn 
of day. 

At length awaking, Ipl%ene the fkir 
(So JKOS the beauty call’d who eaua’d his 
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Uoeloa'd her eye«, end double day reveal’d, 
While those of ail her slaves in sleep* were 

* seal’d. 

The slav’ring curden, propp’d upon his staff. 
Stood ready gaping, with a grinning laugh. 

To welcome her awake ; nor durst begin 
To speak, but wisely kept the fool within. 
Then she: What makes you, Cymon, here 
" * alone? [known, 

(For Cymon’s name was round tho country 
Because descended of a noble race. 

And for a soul ill sorted with his face). 

But still the sot stood silent with surprise, 
With dxt regard on her new'open’d eyes. 

And In bis breast receiv’d th' envenom’d dart, 
A tickling pain that pleas’d amid the smart. 
But conscious of her form, with quick distrust. 
She saw his sparkling eyes, and feu’d his bru¬ 
tal lust: 

This to prevent, 8h|||prak|||hm' sleepy crew. 
And, rising hasty, tmk a mnrt adieu. 

Then Cymon first his rustic voice essay’d. 
With proffer’d service to the parting maid, 

* To see her safe ; his hand she long denied. 
But took at length, asham’d of such a guide. 
So Cymon led her home, and leaving there, 

""■iwaibre would to his country clowns repair; 
But sought his father’s house with better 
mind, 

Kelusing in the farm to be confin’d. 

The father wonder’d at the son’s return. 
And knew not whether to rejoice or mourn; 
But doabtfully receiv’d, expecting still 
To learn tlie secret causes of his alter’d will. 
Nor was he long delay’d ; the first request 

- He made, was like his brothers to be dress'd. 
And, as his birth requir'd, above the rest. 

With case his suit was granted by his sire. 
Distinguishing his heir by rich attire ; 

His body thus adorn’d, he next design’d 
With lib'ral arts to cultivate the mind : 

He sought a tutor with his own accord, 

And studied lessons he before abhorr’d. 

Thus the man-child advanc'd and leam’d so 
fast, 

That in short time his equals Hb surpass’d; 

His brutal manners from his breast exil'd. 

His mien he fashion’d, and his tongue he fil'd; 
In ev’ry exercise of all admir’d, 

‘He seem’d, nor only seem’d, but was, inspir’d 
Inspir'd by love, whose business is to please; 
He rode, he fenc’d, he mov’d with graceful 
ease; 

More fam’d for sense, for courtly carriage more. 
Than Tor his bnit^ folly known before. 

What then of alter’d Cymon shall we say, 
Butjha^b#fire which chok’d in ashes lay, 

- Aloud too heavy for his soul to move, 

* Was upward blown below, and brush’d away 

by love 7 [mind. 

Love made' an active progress through his 
The dusky parts he clear'd, the gross refin’d. 
The drowsy wak’d; and, as M went, im- 
1 _pre8s'd^., 

Tlie Bfa^t'ii’tmage on the IjjuiiknDreast. 


Thus was the man amended hj daein: 

And though he lov’d perhaps witli tat( wnah 
fire. 

His fiither all his faults with reason seaaiK^, 
And lik’d an error of the better hand} 
Excus’d th’ excess of passion in hie mind, 

By flames too fierce, perhaps tocnmiich re¬ 
fin’d : , 

So Cymon, since his sire indulg’d hie will, 
Impetuous lov’d, and would be Cymon etill j 
GaJesus he disown'd, and chose to bear 
The ndme of fool, confirm’d, and bishop’d by 
the fair. 

To Cipseusby his friends hiaeuit he mov’d, 
Cipseus, the father of the fair he lov’d: 

But he was pre-engag’d by former ties, 

While Cymon was endeav'ring to bo wise : 
And Iphigeue, oblig'd by former vows, 

Had giv’n her faith to wed a foreign epoose : 
Her sire and she to Rhodian Posimond, 
Though both repenting, were by promise 
bound. 

Nor could retract 3 and thus, as .fate deereefl, 
Though better,|pv’d, he spoke .too late to 
speed. 

The doom was past, tjie ship already sent 
Did all his tardy diligence prevent: 

Sigh’d to herself the fair unhappy maid. 
While stormy Cymon thus in seccet said: * 
The time is come for Iphigene to find 
The miracle she wrought upon my mind; 

Her charms have made me man, her ravish’d 
love 

In rank shall place me with the blest above. 
For mine by love, by force she shall be mine, 
Or death, if force should fail, shall finish my 
design. 

Resolv’d he said 3 and rigg’d with speedy care 
.4 vessel strong, and well equipp'd for war. 
The secret ship with chosen friends he etor’di 
And, bent to die or conquer, went abroad. 
rVmbush'd he lay behind the Cyprian shore. 
Waiting the sail that all his wishes bore 3 
Nor long expected, for the following tide 
Sent out the hostile ship and beauteous bride. 

To Rhodes the rival bark directly steer’d, 
When Cymon sudden at her back appear’d. 
And Btopt her flight 3 then, standing on his 
prow, 

In haughty terms he thus defied the ibe: 

Or strike your sails at summons, or prepare 
To prove the last extremities of warj^ 

Thus warn'd, the Rhodians for the fight pro¬ 
vide. 

Already were the vessels ride by ride} 

[These obstinate to save, and those to seise the 
i>rjge. 

But Cymon soon his crooked grapples cast. 
Which with tenacious hold his foes embrac’d. 
And, arm’d with sword and shield, emid the 
press he pass’d. 

Fierce was the fight; but, but’nlng to hie 
By force the furious lover freed his way 3 
Himself alone dispers’d the Rhodian crew. 
The weak disdain’d, the valiant overthiew. 
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Cheap conquest for his foUowing friends re¬ 
main’d } 

He reel’d the fieM, and thej but only glean’d. 

His Tictoiy confess’d, the foes retreat. 

And cast the weapons at the victor’s feet, 
Whom thus he cheer’d; O Rhodian youth, 1 
fbwht 

For love Vone, nor other booty sought; 

Your lives are safe j your vessels I resign; 
Yours be your own, restoring what is mine; 

In Iphigene I claim my rightful due, 

Robb’d by my rival, and detain'd by you. 

Your Pasimond-a lawless bargain drove; 

The parent could not sell the daughter’s love: 
Or, if he could, my love disdains the laws. 
And, like a king, by conquest gains his cause; 
Where arms ti^e place, all other pleas are 
vain; [maintain; 

Love taught me force, and force shall love 
You, what by strength you could not keep, re¬ 
lease, 

And at an easy ransom buy your peace. 

Fear on the conquer’d side soon sign’d th’ 
accord, * 

And Iidiigene to Cymon was^stor’d : 

While to his arms the blushing bride he took, 
To seeming sadness Aie compos’d her look j 
As if by force subjected to his will, 

Timugh pleas’d dissembling, and a woman still. 
And (fbr she wept) he wip’d her falling tears, 
'And pray’d her to dismiss her empty fears j 
For yours I am, he said, and have deserv’d 
Your love much better whom so long I serv'd, 
Than he to whom your formal father tied 
Your vows, and sold a slave, not sent a bride. 
Thus while be spoke, be seiz’d the willing 
prey. 

As Paris bore the Spartan spouse away. 
Faintly she scream'd, and e’en her eyes con¬ 
fess’d [tress d. 

She rather would be thought, than was, dis- 
'Who now esultsbut Cymon in his mind; 

Vain hopes and empty joys of human kind. 
Proud of the present, to the future blind 
Secure of fkte, while Cymon ploughs the sea. 
And steers to Candy with his conquer’d prey, 
Seuee the thiid glass of measur’d hours was 
run. 

When, like a fiery meteor, sunk the sun, 

The promise of a storm; the shifting gales 
Fors^ by fits, and fill the flogging sails j ^ 
Hoarse murmurs of the main from far wore 
heard. 

And night came on, not by degrees prepar’d. 
But all at once , at once the winds arise. 

The thunders rw, the furky lightning flies 
In vain the master issues out commands^ 

In vain the trembling sailors ply theif hands : 
The tempest unfiireaeen prevents their care. 
And from the first they labor in despair. 

Thq giddy ship, betwixt the winds and tides, 
Fore^ bvk aiul forwards, in a circle rides, 
Stunn'd wjtb the difTcent blows; then shoots 


Till, equBterbulPd, she stops, and sleeps again. 
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Not more aghast the proud archangel fidl, 
Plung'd from the height of heaven to deepest 
hell, 

Than stood the lover of his love possest'. 

Now curst the more, the more he bod been 
blest; 

More anxious for her danger than his own, • 
Death he defies, but would be lost alone. 

Sad Iphigene to womanish comjdaints ' 

Adds pious prayers, and wearies all the saints; 
E’en if she could, her love she would repent j 
But since she cannot, dreads the punishment. 
Her forfeit faith, and Pasimond betray'd. 

Are ever present, and her crime upbraid.^ 

She blames herself, nor blames her lovet leas. 
Augments her anger as her fears increase; 
From her own back the burden would re¬ 
move, 

And lays the load on his ungovem’d love. 
Which interposinaj^rstgin Heaven’s despite. 
Invade and violatOTrnotffi'’s right: 

The pow’rs incens’d a while deforr’d his paidJb 
And made him master of his vows in vain: 

But soon they punish’d his presumptuous 
pride; 

That for his daring enterprise she died. 

Who rather not resisted than complied. - ' 
Then, impotent of mind, with alter'd sense 
She hugg’d th’ offender, and forgave th’ of¬ 
fence } 

Sex to the last: meantime, with sails declin'd, 
I’he wand'ring vessel drove before the wind; 
Toss'd and retoss’d, aloft, and then below, 

Nur port they seek, nor certain course they 
know, 

But every moment wait the coming blow. 

Thus biindly driv’n, by breaking day they 
view’d [new'd; 

The lands before them, and their fears re- 
I’he land was welcome, but the tempest bore 
The threaten’d ship against a rocky shore. 

A winding bay was near; to this they bent. 
And just escap'd; their force already spent. 
Secure from storms, and panting from the sea. 
The land unknown at leisure they survey; 

And saw (but %oon their sickly sight with¬ 
drew) 

The rising tow'rs of Rhodes at'distant view : 
And curs’d the hostile shore of Pasimond, 
Sav’d from the seas, and shipwreck d on the ' 
’ ground. [vain 

The frighted sailors tried their strength in 
To turn the stern, and tempt the stormy main : 
But the stiff wind withstood tba-lab'riiig oar, 
And forc'd them forward on^he fatal shkre ! 
lA'lie crooked keel now bites the Rhodian 
strand, * ^ [lud. 

And the ship moor’d constrains the crev'tor 
Yet still they might be safe, because unknown ; 
But, as ill fortune seldom comes alone, 

The vessel they dismiss’d was driv'n b^ra. 
Already shelter’d pn their native shore; 

Known each, they know, tuft each with change 
■* "*Bf .*!heer; 

The vanaui8ird*:!ide exults, the^^tori leu : 
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NottbMB bat thcin, made pria’aen ere they 
fight, 

‘ Desiring conqvert, and depriv’d of flight. 
The country nogs around >vith loud darma,| 
And raw in fields the rude militia swarms $ 
Mouths without hands, maintain'd at vast ex- 
*• pense, 

In RBace a charge, in war a weak defence: 
Stout once a mouth they march, a blust’ring 
band; 

And ever, but in times of need, at hand; 

This was the mom wl en, issuing on the guard, 
Drawn up in rank and file they stood prepar'd 
Ofwqeming arms to make a short essay. 

Then hasten to be drunk, tlie business of the 
day. 

The cowards would have fled, but that they 
knew 

Themselves so many, and their foes so few: 
But, crowding on, the last the first impel; 

Till overborne with weight, the Cyprians fell. 
Cymon enslav'd, who first the war began; 

And fphigene once more is lost and won. 

’ Deep in a dungeon was the captive cast. 
Depriv'd of day, and held in fetters fast; 

His life was only spar’d at their request, 

W noSPtaken he so nobly had releas’d; 

But Iphigenia was the ladies' care, 

Esph in their turn address’d to tre.at the fair: 
While Pasimond and his the nuptial feast pre¬ 
pare. 

Her secret soul to Cymon was inclin'd, 

But skd must Bufier what her fates assign'd; 
So passive is the church of womankind. 

What worse to Cymon could his fortune deal, 
Roll'd to the lowest spoke of all her wheel 1 
It rested to dismiss the downward weight. 

Or raise him upward to his former height; 
The latter pleas’d; and love (concern’d the 
most) * 

Prepar’d th’ amends for^liat by love he lost. 
The sire of Pasimond had left a son. 

Though younger, yet for courage early known, 
Ormi^a call’d, to whom, by promise tied, 

A Rhodian beauty was the destin'd bride; 
Cassandra was her name, above the rest 
Renown'd for birth, with fortune amply blest. 
Lysimachus, who rul’d the Rhodian state, 
,Was then by choice their annual magistrate; 
He.lov’d Cassandra too with equal fire. 

Bat fortune had not favor’d his desire, 
‘‘Cross’d by her friends, by her not disapprov’d. 
Nor yet preferr'd, or like Ormisda lov'd; 

So stood th’ aflfair; some little hope remain'd, 
That Should his rival chance to lose, he gain’d. 
Mean tinm young Pasimond his marriage' 

^ Oidsii’d the nuptial day, prepar'd the feast; 

^ And frugally resolv'd (the charge to shun, 
'^tWhicb would be double should he wed alone) 
^'o jdn his brother’s bridal with his own. 

Lysiinaclitts, opprsas’d with mortal grief, I 
Receiv'd the news, and studied quick relief: ^ 
TbeJktal day-approach’d; if force <wdre us’d, 
The msgistnite his puUic tcuisf abas’d; 


To justice liable, as law requir’d; 

For, when his office ceas'd, his pew*r ei^r'd : 
While pow’r remain’d, the means were in his 
band, 

By force to seise, and then forsake the land ; 
Betwixt extremes he knew not how to move y 
A slave to fame, but more a slave to loye: 
Restraining others, yet himself not free, 

Made impotent by pnw’r, debas'd by dimity. - 
Both sides he weigh’d; but, after muRi de* 
bate, 

The man prevail’d above the magistrate. 

Love never fails to master what he finds,'’! 
But works a diffirent way in difTrcnt minds;. 
The fool enlightens, and the wise he blinds. ^ 
This youth proposing to possess and 'scape, 
Began in murder, to conclude in rape: 
Unprais'd by me, though Heav’n sometimes 
may bless 

.4n impious act with undeserv’d success: 

The gieat, it seems, are privileg’d alone 
To punish all injustice but their own. 

But hereiT stop, not daring to proceed, ] 

Yet blush to flayer an unrighteoua deed;') 

For crimes are but permitt^, not decreed.! 

Resolv’d on force, hi^wit the prstor bent 
To find the means that might secure th' event; 
Nor long he labor’d, for his lucky thought 
In captive Cymon found the friend he sought; 
Th' example pleas’d; the cause and crime 
the same; 

An injur’d lover and a ravish’d dame. 

How much he durst he knew by what he dar’d. 
The less he had to lose, the leas he car'd 
To manage loathsome life when love was the 
reward.' 

This ponder'd well, and fix'd on his intent, 
In depth of night he for the pris'ner sent; 

In secret sent, the public view to shun ; 

Then, with a sober smile, be thus begun : 

The pow’rs above, who bounteously bestow 
Their gilts and graces on mankind below, 

Yet prove our merit first, nor blindly give 
To such as arc not worthy to receive; 

For valor and for virtue they provide 
Their due reward, but first they must be tried : 
These fruitful seeds within your mind they 
Bow’d; 

'Twas yours t* improve the talent they be¬ 
stow’d : 

They gave you to be bom of noble kind; 
They gave you love to lighten up your mind. 
And purge the grosser parts; they gave you 
care 

To please, and courage to deserve the feir. 

' Thus far they tried you, and by proof they 
•fiqgDd 

The grain intrusted in a grateful ground; 

>But still the great experiment remaia’d, 

They snfi'er'd you to lose the prize you gain’d. 
That yon might learn the gift was thein 
alone; 

And, when restor’d, to them the blessing own. 
Restor’d it soon will bs ^ the means prepar'd,. 
The difficulty smooth’d, the danger shar’d; 
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Be but jrouneir, tbe care to me resign, 

'Rien Iphigene is yours, Cassandra mine, 
your rival Paaimond pursues your life; 
Impitient to revenge his ravish’d wife. 

But yet not his, to>morrow is behind, 

And love our fortunes in one band has join’d; 
I'wo brothers are our foes; Ormisda mine. 

As much declar'd as Paaimond is thine. 

'To* wrrow must their common vows be tied; 
.iWitftove to friend, and fortune for our guide, 
< Let both resolve to die, or each redeem a bride. 
Right I have none, nor hast thou much to 
plead; 

'Tie force, when done, must justify the deed ; 
Our task perform’d, we next prepare for flight, 
And let the losers talk in vain of right: 

We with the fair will sail before the wind; 

If they are griev’d, 1 leave tho laws behind. 
Speak thy resolves; if now thy courage droop. 
Despair in prison, end abandon hope : 

But if thou dar’st in arms thy love regaii; 

(For liberty without thy love were vain) 
i'hen second my design to seize the prey, 

Or lead to second rape, for thou know’st 
the way. 

Said Cymon, overjoy’d, Do thou propose 
The means to fight, and only show thy foes ; 
For from the fint, when love had fir’d my 
mind. 

Resolv'd 1 left the care of life behind. 

To this the bold Lysimachus replied : 

Let Heav’n be neuter, and the sword decide; 
The spousals are prepar'd, already play 
The minstrels, and provoke the tardy day : 

By this the brides are wok’d, their grooms are 
dress’d; 

‘ All Rhodes is summon'd to the nuptial feast. 
All but myself, the sole unbidden guest. 
Unbidden though I am, I will be there; 

And, join’d by thee, intend to joy the fair. 
Now hear the rest; when day resigns the 
light. 

And cheerful torches gild the jolly night. 

Be ready at my call; my chosen few 
With arms administer’d shall aid thy crew. 
Then, ent’ring unexpected, will we seize 
Our destin’d prey, from men dissolv’d in ease. 
By wine disabled, unprepar’d for fight; 

And, hastening to the seas, suborn our flight; 
The seas are ours, for I command the fort^ 

A ship well*mann’d expects us in the port: 

If tfa^, or if their friends, the prize contest, 
Death shall idtend the man who' dares resist. 

' It pleas’d: the pris’ner to his hold retir’d; 
.'His troop with equal emulation fir’d. 

Ail fix’d to fight, and all'their wanton work 
requir’d. i£ai%und. 

The sun aroee; the streets were throng’d 
The palace open'd, andthe posts were crown’d. 
Tbc double bridegroom at the door attends 
Tb* eiqieeted spouse, and entertains the 
fiiends; [voke 

They meet, they lead to church, the priests in- 
Tb* and (bed the flames with fragrant 
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This done, they feast, and at the close of flight, I 
By kindled torches vary their delight; { 

These lead the lively dance, and those the ‘ 
brimming bowls invite. [sign’d,, 

Now at th’ appointed place and hour as- 
With souls resolv'd, tbe ravishers were join’d; 
Three bands are form'd ; the fint is sent be¬ 
fore 

To favor the retreat, and guard the shore; 

The second at the palace gate is plac’d. 

And up the lofty stairs ascend the last; 

A peaceful troop they seem with shining vests. 
But coats of mail beneath secure their breasts. 

Dauntless they enter, Cymon at their, head. 
And find the feast renew’d, the table spread ; 
Sweet voices, mix’d with instrumental sounds. 
Ascend the vaulted roof, the vaulted roof re¬ 
bounds : 

Wlien, like the harpies, rushing through the 
hall, 

The sudden troop appears, the tables falt,*^ 
Their smoking load is on the pavement tbro^; 
Each ravisher prepares to seize his own; 

The brides, invaded with a rude embrace. 
Shriek out for aid, confusion fills the place. 
Quick to redeem the prey, t))eir plighted lordA 
Advance, the palace gleams with 'shining 
swords. 

But late is all defence, and succour vain; 
The rape*is made, the ravishers remain ; 

Two sturdy slaves were only sent before 
To bear the purchas'd prize in safety to the 
shore; 

The troop retires, the lovers close the rear, 
With forward faces not confessing fear; 
Backward they move, but scorn their pace to 
mend; [scend. 

Then seek the stairs, and with slow haste de- 
Fierce Pasimond, their passage to>prevent. 
Thrust full on Cymon’s back in his descent; 
The blade return’d nnbath'd, and to the han¬ 
dle bent. 

Stout Cymon soon remounts, and cleft in two 
His rival’s head with one descending blow ; 
And as the nex{ in rank Ormisda stood, 

He turn’d the point; the sword, inur’d to 
blood, [purple flood. 

Bor’d his unguarded breast, which pour’d a 
With vow’d revenge, the gath’ring crowd pur - 
sues, 

The ravishers turn head, the fight renews ; 

The hall is heap’d with corps; the sprinkled 
gore 

Besmears the walls, and floats the marble' 
floor. - [flies; 

Dispers’d at length, the drunkq^' squadron 
The victors to their vessel bear the prke; 

And hear behind loud groans and lamentable 
cries. [weigh, 

The crew with merry shouts their anchors 
Then ply their oars, and brush the buxom sea. 
While troopa of gather’d Rbodiana Mwd the 

W^iTsfiBolddiiie people do when left alone f 
The governor anh jovernmeat axe onrir: 
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The public wealth to foreign parte convey'd; 
Some troops disbanded, and the rest unpaid. 
Rhodes is the sov’reign of the sea no more: 
Their ships unrigg'd, and spent their naval 
store; 

They neither could defend, nor can pursue, 
But grinn’d their teeth, and cast a helpless 
. view} 

In vain with darts a distant war they try. 
Short, and More short, the missive weapons 
fly. 

Meanwhile the ravishers their crimes enjoy. 
And flying sails and sweeping oars employ ; 
The plilfs of Rhodes in little space are lost} 
Jove’s isle they seek, nor Jove denies his coast. 

In safety landed on the Candian shore, 

'With gen’rous wines their spirits they restore; 
There Cymon with his Rhodian foiends resides. 
Both court and wed at once the willing brides. 
A war ensues, the Cretans own their cause. 
Stiff to defend their hospitable laws ; 

Both parties lose by turns, and neither wins. 
Till peace propounded by a truce begins. 

The kindred of the slam forgive the deed. 

But a short eaile must for show proceed: 

The term expir’d, from Candia they remove; 
And Uhppy each at home enjoys bis love. 

$ 2i. Theodore and Honoria. Drydxn. 

A trantlalion from Boecace. 

Of all the cities in Romanian lands, 

The chief, and most renown'd, Ravenna 
Itands, 

Adorn’d in ancient times with arms and arts. 
And rich inhabitants with gen’rous hearts. 

But 1'heodore the brave, nbovc the rest. 

With gifts of fortune and of nature blest, 

The foremost pLace for wealth and honor held, 
And all in feats of chivalry excell’d. 

'J'his noble youth to madness lov’d a dame 
or high degree; Honoria w'as her name; 

Fair as the fairest, but of haughty mind. 

And fiercer than became so soft a kind; 

Proud of her birth (for equal she liad none) 
The rest she scorn’d, but hatejj him alone : 

His gifts, his constant courtship, nothing 
gain’d •, 

For she, tlie more he lov’d, the more disdain’d. 

, He liv’d with all the pomp he could devise. 

At tilts and tournaments obtain’d the prize; 
But found no favor in his lady’s eyes: 
Relentless as a rock, the lofty maid 
Turn’d all to poison that he did or said : 

Nor lyuyerB, nor tears, nor ofler’d vows, could 
move; • [strove 

The work mevX backward: and the more he' 
T' advoBce his suit, the farther from her love. 

^Vyried, at length, and wanting remedy, 
He doubted oft, and oft resolv’d to die : 

But pride stood ready to prevent the blow. 

For who would die to gratify a foe ! 

His gen’rous mind disdain'd«o mean a fate! 
That pass’d, bis next endeavour was to hate. 
But'Vainer that relief than all the rest. 

The lew he hop'd, with moro'desire possess’d: 


Love stood the siege, and would not yield his 
breast. [care; 

Change was the next, but change deceiv’d his 
He sought a fairer, but found none ao fkir. 

He would have worn her out by slowMiegrees, 
As men by fasting starve th' untam’d disease; 
but present love requir’d a present ease. 
Looking he feeds alone his famish'd eyes, 
Feeds Tiiig’ring death; but looking not he 
dies. 

Vet still he chose the longest way to fate. 
Wasting at once his life, and his estate. 

His friends beheld, and pity'd bim in vain; 
For what advice can ease a lover’s pain 1 
Absence, tlie best expedient they could find. 
Might save the fortune, if not cure the mind : 
This means they long propos’d, but little 
gain’d; 

Yet, after much pursuit, at length obtain’d. 

Hard you may think it was to give consent. 
Blit struggling with his own desires he went, 
With large expense, and with a pompous train 
Provided* as to visit France and Spain, 

Or for some dii|f|nt voyage o’er the main. 

But love had clipp'd his wings and cut him 
short, * 

Confin'd within the purlieus of the court. 
Three miles be went, nor farther could retreat; 
His travels ended at his countiy-seat; 

’Fo Chassis' pleasing plains he took his way. 
There pitch’d his tents, and there resolv’d to 
stay. 

The spring was in the prime; the neigh- 
b’ring grove 

Supply’d with birds, the choristers of love 
Music unbought, that minister'd delight 
To morning walks, and lull’d his cares by 
night: [expense 

There he discharg’d his friends; but not th’ 
Of frequent treats, and proud magnificence. 
He liv’d as kings retire, though more at large 
From public busineas, yet with equal charge; 
With house and heart atill open to receive; 
As well content as love wouU give him leave, 
He would have liv’d more free; but many a 
guest, 

Who could forsake the friend, pursu’d the 
feast. 

It happ’d one morning as hia fancy led, 
Before his usual hour he left his bed; 

To walk within a lonely lawn that stood 
On every side surrounded by a wood : 

Alone, be walk’d to please his pensive mind. 
And sought the deepest solitude to find; 
'Twas in a grove of spreading pines he stray'd; 
'The winds within the quiv’ring branches 
apjgy’d. 

And dancing trees a mournful music made. 
The place itself was suiting to his care, * 
Uncouth and savage, as the cruel fair. 

He wander'd on, unknowing where he went, 
Lost in the wood, and all on love intent: 

The day already half hia race had run, 

And summon’d him to due repast at nooB } 

But love coulo' feel no hanger but his own. 
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lut’ning to tlie murm'rin^ leaves he He said, at once dismoanting bm. the 
itood, steed > 

Mom than a mile immers’d within the wood, For now the hellhounds, with superior speed. 
At once the wind was laid', the whisp’ring sound Had reach’d the dame, and fast’ningon her 
Was dumb; a rising earthquake rock'd the side, [dy’d; 

ground; The ground with issuing streams of purple 

With deeper brown the grove was overspread; Stood Theodore surpris’d in deadly fright, 

A sudden horror seiz’d his giddy head. With chatt’ring teeth, and bristling hair up- 

And his ears tingled, and his color fled ; right; [he, 

Nature was in alarm; some danger nigh Yet arm’d with inborn worth, Whate’er, aaid 
.Seem’d threaten’d, though unseen to mortal Thou art, who know’st me better than I thee, 
eye. Or prove thy rightful cause, or be defied. 

Vnos’d to fen, he summon’d all his soul. The spectre, fiercely staring, thus reply’d: 

And stood collected in himself, and whole; Know, Theodore, thy ancestry I claim. 

Not long: for soon a whirlwind rose around. And Guido Cavalcanti was my name: 

And from afar he heard a screaming sound, One counnon sire our fathers did beget. 

As of a dame distress'd, who cried for aid. My name and story some remember yet: 

And fill’d with loud laments the secret shade.' Thee, tlien a boy, within my arms I laid, 

A thicket close beside the grove there stood When for my sins 1 lov’d this haughty maid; 
With briers and brambles choak'd, and dwarf* Not less ador’d in life, nor serv’d by me, 
ish wood : [ing near. Than proud Honoria now is lov’d by thee, 

from thence the noise, which now approach- What did I not her stubborn heart to gain% 
With more distinguish d notes invades his ear; but all my vows were answer’d with disdain: 
He rais’d his head, and saw a bcautedbs maid. She scorn'd my sorrows, and despis'd m; pain. 
With hair disheveU’d, issuiBg' through the j Long time I dr^g'd my days in fruitless care; 

shade, Then, loathing life, and plung’d in deep de* 

.Stripp'd of her clothev, and e’en those parts spair, 

reveal’d, [ceal’d.; To finish my unhappy life, I fell [hell. 

Which modest nature keeps from sight con-1 On this sharp swoid, and now am damn’d in 
Her face, her hands, her naked limbs were Short was her joy, for soon the insulting 
torn, [thorn, maid 

With passing through the brakes, and prickly By Heaven’s decree in this cold grave was laid: 
Two mastiffs gaunt and grim her flight pur-1 And as in unrepented sin she dy'd, 

su’d, Doom'd to the same bad place, is punish’d for 

And oft their fasten’d fangs in blood embru’d her pride; 

•Oft they came up, and pinch’d her tender side;' Because she deem’d I well deserv’d to die, 
Mercy, O merey. Heaven ! she ran, and cry’d : And made a merit of her cruelty. 

When Heav’n was nam’d, they loos'd their Wd There, then, we mot; both try’d, and both 
again; were cast, 

Then spning'she forth, they follow’d her amain. And this irrevocable sentence pass’d; 

Not for behind, a knight of swarthy face, That she, whom I so long pursu’d in vain. 
High on a coal-black steed pursu'd the chase; Should suffer from my hands a ling’nng pain ! 
With flashing flames his ardent eyes were Renew'd to life, that she might daily die, 
fill'd, 1 daily doom'd to follow, she to fly : 

And ill his hand a naked sword he held: No more a lover but a mortal foe. 

He cheer’d the dogs to follow her who fled, 1 seek her life (fer love is. none below): 

And vow’d revenge on her devoted head. As often as my dogs with better speed 

As Theodore was born of noble kind. Arrest her flight, is she to death decreed: 

The brutal action rous’d his manly mind; Then with this fatal sword, on which 1 dy’d. 

Mov’d with unworthy usage of the maid, 1 pierce her open back, or tender side. 

He, though unarm’d, resolv’d to give her aid^ And tear that harden’d heart from out her 
A nplin pine he wrench’d from out the breast, 

ground, Which, with her entrails, makes myhungiy 

The rMdiest weapon that his fury found. hounds a feast. 

Tbue fhraiah'd for offence, he cross’d the way Nor lies she long, but, as the fates ordain,'* 
Setwizt the graceless villain and his prey. i^rings up to life, an^ fresh t^ second pain. 
The knight came thund'ring on, bat, from b sav'd to-day, to-morrow to be slafll. 

afar, ti This, vers’d in death, the infernal uight 

Tins, in io^erioos tone, forbad the war: relates, “ , 

Cease, The^ore, to profler vain relief. And then for proof fulfill’d the common fates^* 

Nor »top the vengeance of so just a grief; Her heart and bowels through her back he 
But give me leave to seize my destin’d prey, drew, 

And let atemd justice take the way: And fed the bounds'that help’d him to jpanqf 

J but revenge my fate, disdain’d, betray’d, Stern look’d the fiend, as frustrate of his wiU, 
And salTring death for this ungrateful maid Not half suffic’d, sjid greedy yet to kUl. 





DIDACTIC, DESCRIPTIVE, &c. 


18& 


Asd-now tb« m>ul,e»piriiig through the wound, 
Hud the body breathleis on the ground, 

• When thui the grisly spectre spoke again : 
Behold the fruit of ill-rewarded pain: 

As many months as I sustain'd her hate, 

So many years is she condemn'd by fate 
To daily death; and ev’ry several place, 
Conscious of her disdain and my disgrace, 
MuM witness her just punishment, and be 
A siwne of triumph and revenge to me! 

As in this grove 1 took the last farewell. 

As on this very spot of earth I fell. 

As Friday saw me die, so she my prey 
Becomes e’en here, on this revolving day. 
Tlius while he spoke, the virgin from the 
ground 

Upstarted fresh, already clos’d the wound. 

And unconcern’d for all she felt before, 
Precipitates her flight along the shore : 

The hell-hounds, as uiigorg'd with flesh and 
blood. 

Pursue their prey, and seek their wonted food : 
The fiend remounts liis courser, mends his 
pice, 

And all the vision vanish’d from the place. 
Long stood the noble youth oppress’d with 
” "“^owe. 

And stupid at the wondrous things he saw, 
Surpassing common faith, transgressing na¬ 
ture's law. [wake j 

He would have been asleep, and wish'd to 
But dreams, he knew, no long impression 
%aake. 

Though strong at first; if vision, to what end, 
But such as must his future state portend ? 

His love the damsel, and himself the fiend. 
But yet, reflecting that it could not be 
From heaven, which cannot impious acts 
decree, 

Resolv'd within himself to shun the snare, 
Which hell for his destruction did prepare; 
And as his better genius should direct. 

From an ill cause to draw a good eifect. 
Inspir’d from lieaveii, he homeward took his 
way. 

Nor pall’d his new design with long delay: 

But of his train a trusty servant sent 
To call his friends together at his tent. 

They came, and, usu^ salutations paid, 

With words premeditated, thus he said : 

What you have often counsell'd, to remove 
’ My vain pursuit of unregarded love. 

By thriA my sinking fortune to repair. 

Though late, yet is at last become my care; 
My lieart slmll l|p my own; my vast expense 
RMuc’d to bounds, by timely providence: • 

TUs §Bly*) require; invite for me 
' Honoria, with her father’s family, [play, 
Ilc^friends and mine ; the cause I shall dis- 
Friday next; for that’s the appointed day, 
Well pleas’d were all his friends, the task was 
light, 

'The father, mother, deugbtee, they invite; 
Hardly the dame was drawn to this repast; 
Sat ]ret resolv'd, because it was the last.. 


The day was come, the guests invited osme. 
And with the rest, th’ inexorable dsme: 

A feast prepar’d with riotous expense. 

Much cost, more care, and most magnificence, 
The place ordain'd was in that haunted grove, 
Where the revenging ghost pursu'd his love. 
The tables in a proud pavilion spread, 

With flow'rs below, and tissue overhead : 

The rest in rank, Honoria ohief in place. 

Was artfully contriv'd to set her face 
To front the thicket, and behold the chase. 
The feast was serv'd, the time so well forecast. 
That just when the dessert and fruits were 
plac’d, 

The fiend’s alarm began ; the hollow sound 
Sung in the leaves, the forest shook around. 
Air blacken’d, roll’d the thunder, groan’d the 
ground. 

Nor long before the loud laments arise 
Of one distress’d, and mastiffs' mingled cries; 
And first the dame came rushing through the 
wood, [their fbod. 

And next the famish’d hounds that sought 
And grim’d her flanks, and oil essay’d their 
jaws intflhod. 

Last came the felon, on his sable steed. 

Arm’d with his naked %word, and urg’d his 
dogs to speed. 

She ran. and cry'd, her flight directly bent 
A guest unbidden) to the fatal tent. 

The scene of death, and place design'd for 
punishment. 

Loud was the noise, aghast was ev’ry guest, 
’J'he women shriek'd, the men forsook the 
feast; 

The hounds at nearer distance hoarsely bay’d; 
The hunter close pursu’d the visionary maid. 
She rent the heav’n with loud laments, implor¬ 
ing aid. 

The gallants, to protect the lady’s right. 
Their falchions brandish’d at the grisly spright; 
High on his stirrups he provok’d the fight. 
Then on the croud be cast a furious look. 

And wither'd all their strength before he 
spoke : 

Back, on your lives; let be, said he, my prey. 
And let my vengeance take the destin'd way : 
Vain are your arms, and vainer your defence. 
Against th’ eternal doom of Providence: 

Mine is th’ ungrateful maid by heaven design’d. 
Mercy she would not give, nor mercy sbaU 
At this the former tale again he told, [she find. 
With thund’ring tone, and dreadful to behold. 
Sunk were the hearts with horror of the crime, 
Nor needed to be warn’d a second time. 

Out bore each other back: some knew the 
face, 

Ana alf had heard the much lamented case 
Of him who fell for love, and this the fatal 
place. 

And now th’ infernal minister advano'd; 
Seis’d the due victim, and with fury lano’d 
Her back, and pieicing through her inmoet 
heart, 

Drew backward, as before, th' offittdiitf paifi 
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TIm reeking entrails next he tore away. The parallel they needed not to name, 

And to his meigre mastifis made a prey. But in the dead they damn’d the living dame. 
The pale assistants on each other star’d. At ev’ry little noise she look’d behind, 

With gaping mouths for issuing words pre- For still the knight was present to her mind : 

par d; And anxious oft she started on the way, 

The still-born sounds upon the palate hung, And thought the horseman-ghost came thun- 

And dy'd imperfect on the fait’ring tongue. d'ring for his prey 

The fright was gen’ral; but the female band Return’d, she took her bod with little rest, 

(A helpless train) in more confusion stand; But in soft slumbers dreamt the fun ral feast: 
With horror shudd’ring, on a heap they run, Awak’d, she turn’d her side, and slept again ; 

Sick at the sight of hateful justice done; The same black vapors mounted in her brain, 

For conscience rung the alarm, and ma^ the And the same dreams return'd with double 
case their own. pain. 

So spread upon a lake, with upward eye, Now forc’d to wake, because afraid to sleep, 
A plump of fowl behold their foe on high; Her blood all fever’d, with a furious leap. 
They close their trembling troop, and all at- She sprang from bed, distracted in her mind, 
tend And fear’d, at ev’ry step, a twitching spright 

On whom the sowsing eagle will descend. behind. 

But most the proud Uonona fear’d the Darkling and desperate, with stagg’ring pace, 
event, Of death afraid, and conscious of di^ace; 

And thought to her alone the vision sent. Fear, pride, remorse, at once her heart^s- 
Her guilt presents to her distracted mind sail'd, 

Heaven’s justice, Theodore’s revengeful kind. Pride put remorse to flight, but fear prevail'd. 
And tlie same fate to the same sin assign’d : Friday, tlie fatal day, when next it came. 
Already sees herself the monsUSi-’s prey, Her soul forethought the fiend would change 
And feels her heart and entrails torn away. his game, 

’Twas a mute scene tjf sorrow, mix'd with And her pursue, or Theodore be slain, 

fear ; And two ghosts join their packs to hunt her 

Still on the table lay th’ unfinish’d cheer; o’er the plain. 

The knight and hungry mastiffs stooil around, This dreadful image so possess’d her mind, 
The mangled dame lay breathless on the That, desperate any succor else to find, 

ground} She ceas’d all farther hope; and now began 

When on a sudden, re-inspir’d with breath. To make reflection on th’ unhappy man. 

Again she rose, again to suffer deatli; Rich, brave, and young, who past expression 

Nor staid the hell-hounds, nor the hunter staid, lov’d. 

But follow'd, as before, the flying maid : Proof to disdain, and not to be remov’d ' 

Th’ avenger took from earth th’ avenging Of all the men respected and admir’d, 
sword, [spurr’d : Of all the dames, except herself, desir’d : 

And mounting light as air his sable steed be Why not of her ? preferr'd above the rest, 

The clouds dispell’d, the sky resum'd the light. By him with knightly deeds, and open love 
And nature stood recover’d of her fright. profess’d ? [dress'd. 

But fear, the last of ills, remain’d behind, So had another been, where he his vows ad- 

And horror heavy sat on ev’ry mind. This quell’d her pride j yet other doubts re- 

Nor Theodore encourag'd more the feast, main’d. 

But sternly look’d, as hatching in his breast That, once disdaining, she might be disdain’d. 

Some deep designs; which when Honoria The fear was just^ but greater fear prevail’d, 

view’d. Fear of her life by hellish hounds assail’d : 

The fresh impulse her former fright renew’d; Ho took a low’ring leave; but who can tell 
She thought herself the trembling dame who What outward hate might inward love con- 
fled, [nal steei^ ceal ? 

And him the grisly ghost that spurr’d th’ infer- Her sex’s arts she knew; and why not, then, 
The more dismay’d, for when the guests with-; Might deep dissembling have a place in men 7 
drew, Here hope began to dawn ; .resolv’d to try, 

Their courteous host, saluting all the crew, She fix'd on this her utmost remedy ; 
Regardless pass’d her o’er; nor grac'd with Death was behind, but hard it ,’vaB to die. “ 
kind adieu. ’T»vas time enough at last on death ^o call, 

Thst^rtiSig infix'd within her haughty mind, The precipice in sight: a shrub was ail, « 

The downfall of her empire she divin'd [ ' ' That kindly stood betwixt to break the fqtal 

And her prond heart with secret sorrow pin’d. fall. 

Home as tl ey went, the sad discourse renew’d. One maid she had, belov’d above the rest: 
Of the relentless dame to death pursu’d, Secure of her the secret she confess’d; 

And of the sight obscene so lately view’d. And now the cheerfql light her fears dispell’d, 
None durst arraign the righteous doom she She with no winding turns the truth con- 
bore, [more: ceal’d, 

E’on they who pty’d most, yet blam’d her But pat the woman off, and stood reveal’d,: 
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With faults confeBs’d commisBion'd her to go, 
If pity yet had place, and reconcile her foe : 
The welcome message made, was soon receiv'd; 
'Twaa to be wish'd, and liop’d, but scarce be¬ 
liev’d } 

Fate seem’d a ftir occasion to present; 

He knew the sex. and fear'd she might repent, 
Sliould he delay the moment of consent. 
Thhre yet remain d to gain her friends (a care 
The modesty of maidens well might spare); 
But she with such a zeal the cause embrac'd 
(As women, where they will, are all in haste) 
The father, mother, and the kin beside, 

Were overborne by fury of the tide; 

With full consent of all she chang'd her state; 
Resistless in her love, as in her hate. 

By her example warn’d, the rest beware; 

More easy, less imperious, were the fair; 

And that one hunting, which the devil design’d 
For one fair female, Tost him half the kind. 

^ 22. EpUtle to John Dryden, Eaq. Dryoen. 
How blest is he who leads a country life. 
Unvex’d with anxious cares, and void of strife! 
Who, studying peace, and shunning civil rage, 
Enjoy'd his youth, and now enjoys his age : 

All v'ho deserve his love, he makes his own ; 
And to be lov’d himself, needs only to be 
known. [come, 

Just, good, and wise, contending neighbors 
From your award to wait their final doom ; 
And, fi.es before, return in friendship home. 
Witheut their cost, you terminate the cause ; 
And save th’ expense of long litigious laws : 
Where suits are traversed ; and so^ little won, 
That he who conquers is but last undone : 
Such are not your decrees; but so design’d, 
The sanction leaves a lasting peace behind; 
Like your own soul, serene; arpattern of your 
mind. 

Promoting concord, and composing strife; 
Lord of yourself, uncumber’d with a wife ; 
Where, for a year, a month, perhaps a night. 
Long penitence succeeds a short delight: 
Min^ are so hardly match’d, that e'en the 
first, s [curs’d. 

Though pair’d by Heaven, in Paradise were 
For man and woman, though in one they 
grow, 

Yet first or last, return again to two. 

He to God's image, she to his was made; 

So, farther from the fount the stream at ran¬ 
dom stray’d. [pain. 

How could he stand, when, put to double 
Hesmust a weaker than himself sustain ! 

Each might h&ve stood perhaps; but ea^h 
^ al^e; 

Two wrestlers help to pull each other down, 
that my verse would blemish all the fair, 
Ut yet, if some be bad, ’tis wisdom to be¬ 
ware ; , [snare. 

And better shun the bait, than struggle in the 
I huB hatj you Bhunn’d,*and shun themar- 
ry’d state. 

Trusting as little as you can to fate. 


No porter guards the paas^ of your door, 

T’ admit the wealthy,and exclude the poor; 
For God, who gave the riches, gave the heart. 
To sanctify the whole, by giving part: 
Heaven, who foresaw the will, the means has 
wrought, 

And to the second son a blessing brought; 

The first begotten had his father’s share; 

But you, like Jacob, are Rebecca’s heir. 

So may your stores and fruitful fields in* 
crease; 

And ever be you bless’d, who live to bless. 

As Ceres sow’d where'er her chariot flew; 

As Heaven in deserts rain’d the bread of dew - 
So free to many, to relations most, 

You feed with manna your own Israel host. 

With crowds attended of your ancient race. 
Yon seek the champion sports, or sylvan chose; 
With well-breath'd beagles you surround the 
wood, 

Ev’n then, industrious of the common good : 
And often have you brought the wily fox 
To suffer for the firstlings of the flocks; 
Chas’d ^'n amid the folds, and made to bleed. 
Like felons, Where they did the murderous 
deed. 

This fiery game your adtive youth maintain'd; 
Nor yet by years extinguish’d, though re¬ 
strain’d : 

You season still your sports with serious 
hours: [vours. 

For age but tastes of pleasures, youth de- 
Tlie hare in pastures or in plains is found. 
Emblem of human life, who runs the round; 
And, after all his wandering ways are done. 
His circle fills, and ends where he begun, 

Just as the setting meets the rising sun. 

Thus princes ease their cares; but hap¬ 
pier he, 

Who seeks not pleasure through necessity. 
Than such as once on slippery thrones were 
plac’d; [chas’d. 

And, chasing, sigh to think themselves are 
So liv’d our sires, ere doctors team’d to kill, 
And multiply'd with theirs the weekly bill. 
The first physicians by debauch)were made: 
Excess began, and sloth sustains the trade : 
Pity the generous kind their cares bestow 
To search forbidden truths; (a sin to know) : 
To which if human science could attain. 

The doom of death, pronounced by God, were 
In vain the leecli would interpose delay; [vain. 
Fate fastens first, and vindicates the prey. 
What help from art’s endeavors can we have 7 
Gibbons but guesses, nor is sure to save : 

But Maurus sweeps whole parishes, and peo¬ 
ples every grave) 

An8 rife more mercy to mankind will use. 
Than when he robb’d and murder'd Mare's 
Muse. [whole, 

Wouldst thou be soon despatch’d, and perish 
Trust Maurus with thy life, and Milbourn with 
thy soul. [food; 

By chase our long-liv’d fathers earn’d their 
Toil strung the nerves, and porify'd the blood; 
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Bot «• tMr MM, a panpar’d noe of tMn, 
An dwindled down to tfaNMooN yoan and 
ton. 

Bettor to bant in flelda for health unbonght, 
Than fee the doctor fw a naneeous draught. 
The wiM for cure on exercise depend; 

God never made hie work for man to mend. > 
The tree of knowledge, once in Eden plac’d, 
Waa ewj found, bot wae forbid the taste : 

O, had our gran^ire walk'd without hie wife 
He first had sought the better plant of life! 
Now both fN lust: yet, wandering in the 
dark, 

Phyaiciane, for the tree, have found the bark; 
They, laboring for relief of human kind. 

With sharpen'd sight some remedies may find; 
Th’ apothecary train is wholly blind. 

From files a random recipe they take, 

And many deaths of one prescription make. 
Garth, generous as his Muse, prescribes and 
gives; 

The shopman sells; and by destruction lives : 
Ungrateful tribe! who, like the viper’s brood, 
Frpm medicine issuing, suck their toother's 
blood! w * 

Let these obey; and let the learn’d prescribe; 
That men may die, without a double bribe ; 
Let them, but under their superiors, kill: 
When doctors first have sign’d the bloody bill. 
He scapes the best, who nature to repair. 
Draws physic from the fields in draughts of vi¬ 
tal air. [use. 

You hoard not health, for your own private 
But on the public spend the rich produce. 
When, often urg'd, unwilling to be great, 
Your country calls you from your lov'd re- 
traat, [care, 

And Mods to senates, charg’d with common 
Which none more shuns, and none can better 
bear; 

When could they find another form’d so fit, 
To poise, with solid sense, a sprightly wit! 
Wera these both wanting, as they both 
abound. 

When could so firm integrity be found T 
Well born, and wealthy, wanting no support. 
You steer betwixt the country and the court: 
Nor gratify whate’er the great desire; 

Nor grudging give what public needs require. 
Part must be left, a fund when foes invaideie 
And part employ'd to roll the watery trade: 
E'en Canaan’s happy laud, when worn with 
^ toil, [soil. 

Requir'd a sabbath-year to mend the meagre 
Good senators (and such as yon) so give, 
That kings maybe supply'd, the people thrive. 
And he, when want requires, is truly wise. 
Who slights not foreign luds, nor over-lfiiys ; 
But on our native strength, in time of need, 
Nlies. 

Hunttor was bought, wo bosst not the success; 
Who fights fbr gain, for greater makes his 
peade. [brac’d: 

Our foM, eompril'd by need, have peace em- 
The pesM bou parties want, is like to last: 


fiMok ». 

Which, if aeeun, securaly we may trade'; 

Or, not aecore, should never have been n^e. 
Safo in ourselves, while on oorselvea we stand. 
The sea is ours, and that defends the land: 

Be then the naval stores the nation’s care. 
New ships to build, and batter'd to Npair. 

Observe the war, in ever annual course; 
What haa been done, was done with Britiah 
force: 

Namur anbdued, is England’s palm alone; 

The rest besieg’d; but we constrain'd the 
town : 

We saw th’ event that follow’d our success; 
France, though pretending arms, pursued the 
peace; 

Oblig’d, by one sole treaty, to restore 
What twenty years of war had won before. 
Enough for Europe has our Albion fought; 

Let us enjoy the peace our blood has l^ught. 
When once the Persian king was put to flight. 
The weary Macedons refus’d to fight: 
Themselves their own mortality confess’d ; 
And left the son of Jove to quarrel for the 
rest. 

Ev’n victors are by victories undone; 

Thus Hannibal, with foreign laurels won. 

To Carthage was recall’d, too late to ke'S'phis 
own. [green. 

While sore of battle, while our wounds are 
Why should we tempt the doubtful dye 
again 7 

In wars renew’d, uncertain of success; 

Sure of a share as umpires of the peace. 

A patriot both the king and country serves: 
Prerogative, and privilege, preserves: 

Of each our laws the certain limits show; 

One must not ebb, n»r t’other overflow : 
Betwixt the prince a.id parliament we stand; 
The barriers of the state on either hand : 

May neither overflow, for then they drown the 
land. [abode; 

When both are full, they feed our bless’d 
Like those that water’d once the Paradise of 
God. [share; 

Some overpoise of sway, turns, they 
In peace the peopie, and the prince in war; 
Consuls of moderate power in calms were 
made: [sway’d. 

When the Gauls came, one sole dictator 
Patriots in peace assert the people’s right; 
With noble stubbornness resisting might: 

.No lawless mandates from the court receive. 
Nor lend by force, but in a body give. 

Such was your generous grandaire; free to 
gmnt f. 

Ins parliaments, that weigh’d their^ prince’s 
want: « 

But BO tenacions of the common cause, , 

As not to lend the king against his laws. 

And, in a loathsome dungeon doom'd to lie, 

In bonds retain'd his birthright liberty. 

And sham’d oppression till it set him flito. 

O true descendant of the patriot line, 

Who, while thou shar’st their hutra, lend’st. 
them thine. 
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Vonehnh thw pietnn of thy moI to woi 
’Tia ao far good, aa it reaembles thae. 

The beauties to th* original 1 owe} 

Which when I miaa, my own defects 1 show j 
Nor think the kindred Moses thy disgrace: 

A poet is not born in every race. 

Two of a house lew ages can afford j 
One to peribrm, another to record. 
Pruse-worthy actions are by thee embrac’d; 
And 'tis my praise to make thy praises last. 
For ev’n when death dissolves our human 
frame, [came; 

The soul returns to Heaven from whence it 
Earth keeps the body, verse preserves the 
* fame. 

$ S3. Baucis and Philemon. Drtdeit. 

Thus Achelous ends: his audience hear 
With admiration, and admiring fear 
The powers of Heaven ; except Ixion’s son. 
Who laugh’d at all the Gods, believ’d in none: 
He shook his impious head, and thus replies, 
These legends are no more than pious lies: 
You attribute too much to heavenly sway. 

To think they give us forms, and take away. 
The rest, of better minds, their sense de¬ 
clar'd 

Against this doctri'*e, and with horror heard. 

Then Lelix rose, an old experienc’d man. 
And thus with sober gravity began: 

Heaven’s power is infinite: earth, air, and sea, 
The manufacture mass, the making power 
obey: [ground 

Ry proof to clear your doubt j in Phrygian 
Two neighboring trees, with walls encom¬ 
pass'd round. 

Stand on a moderate rise, with wonder shown. 
One a hard oak, a softer linden one; 

I saw the place and them, by Pittheua sent 
To Phrygian realms, my grandsire's govern¬ 
ment. 

Not far from thence is seen a lake, the haunt 
Of coots, and of the fishing cormorant: 

Here Jove with Hermes came; but in di^ise 
Of mortal men conceal’d their Deities: 

One laid aside his thunder, one his rod; < 

And many toilsome steps together trod; 

For harbor at a thousand doors they knock’d, 
Not one of all the thousand but was lock’d. 

At last an hospitable house they Sound, 

A homely shed; the roof, not far from ground. 
Was thatch’d with reeds and straw together 
bound. 

Thkre Baucis aj^d Philemon liv’d, and there 
Had liv’d long married, and a happy pair: t 
Now^ldth love; though little was their store, 
Inur’d to want, their poverty they bore, 
aim’d at wealth, professing to be poor. 
^or master or for servant here to call, 

Was all alike, where only two were alt. 
Commaad was acme wher^ equal love was paid. 
Or rather both eemraanded, both obey'd. 

From lofty reefs the Gods repuls’d befhre. 
Now stooping, enter’d through the little door; 


The man (their hearty wdcome first etpraas’d) 
A common settle drew for either guest, 
Inviting each his weary limbs to rest. 

But ere they sat, officious Baucis layo • 
Two cushions stuff’d with straw, the seat to 
raise; 

Coarse, but the best she had j then takes the load 
Of ashes from the hearth, and spreads abroad 
The living coals, and lest they should expire. 
With leaves and barks slie feeds her iufant fire: 
It smokes, and then with trembling breath 
she blows, 

Till in a cheerful blaze the flames arose. 

With brushwood and with chips she strength¬ 
ens these. 

And adds at last the boughs of rotten trees. 
The fire thus form'd, she sets the kettle on, 
(Like baj’nish’d gold the little seether shone) 
Next took the colewons which her husband 
got [spot) 5 

From his own ground (a small well-water'd 
She stripp’d the stalks of all their leaves; the 
best [dress’d. 

She euH'd, and then with handy care she 
High o’er the fisarth a chine of bacon hung; 
Go^ old Philemon seiz’d it with a pnmg. 

And from the sooty rafter drew it down. 

Then cut a slice, but scarce enough for one: 
Yet a large portion of a little store. 

Which for their sakes alone he wish’d were 
more. 

This in the pot he plung’d without delay, 

To tame the flesh, and drain the salt away 
The time between, before the fire they sat, 
And shorten’d the delay by pleasing chat. 

A beam there was, on which a beechen pail 
Hung by the handle, on a driven nail: 

This fill’d with water, gently warm’d, they set 
Before their guests ■, in this they bath’d their 
feet. 

And after with clean towels dry'd their sweat: 
This done, the host produc d the genial bed, 
Sallow the foot, the borders, and the sted. 
Which with no costly coverlet they spread} 
But coarse old garments, yet such robes aa 
these 

They laid alone, at feasts, on holydays. 

The good old housewife, tucking up her gown, 
The tables set; th’ invited Gods lie down. 
The trivet-table of a foot was lame, 

A blot which prudent Baucis overcame, 

Who thrust, beneath the limping leg, a sherd. 
So was the mended board exactly rear’d; 
Then rubb d it o’er with newly-gather d mint, 
A wholesome herb, that breath d a grateful 
scent. 

Pallas began the feast, where first wss seen 
Thfi pkrty-color’d olive, black and green : 
Auturonal cornels next in order serv’d. 

In lees of wine well pickled and preaerv''d: 

A garden salad was the third supply, 

Of endive, radishes, and succory: [flm, 

Then curds and cream, the flower of coontiy 
And new-lud eggn, whidi Baucis’ bnsy cm 
Turn’d by a gentle fire, and roasted rare. 
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All thaM in earthen ware were serr’d to board 
And next in place an eai then pitcher* stor’d, 
With liquor of the best the cottage could af¬ 
ford. 

This was the table's ornament and pride, 
With figures wrought; like pages at his side 
Stood b^hen bowls 3 and these were shining 
clean, 

Varnish'd with wax without, and lin’d within. 
By this the boiling kettle had prepar’d, 

And to the table sent the smoking lard 3 
On which with eager appetite they dine, 

A savory bit, that serv’d to relish wine: 

The wine itself was suiting to the rest. 

Still working in the must, and lately press’d. 
The second course succeeds like that before, 
Plums, apples, nuts, and, of their wintery 
store, * [set 

Dry figs and grapes, and Wrinkled dates, were 
In canisters, t’ enlarge the little treat: 

All these a milk-white honey-comb surround. 
Which in the midst the country banquet 
crown’d. 

But the kind hosts their entertainment grace 
With hearty welcome, and anropen face : 

In all they did, you might discern with ease 
A willing mind, and a ^esire to please. 
Meantime the beechen bowls went round, 
and still. 

Though often empty’d, were observ’d to fill; 
Fill’d without hands 3 and of their own accord 
Ran without feet, and danc’d about the board. 
Devotion seiz’d the pair, to see the feast 
With wine, and of no common grape, increas’d 
And up they held their hands, and fell to 
prayer, 

Excusing, as they could, their country fare. 
One goose they had ('twas all they could al 
low) 

A wakeful sentry, and on duty now. 

Whom to the G^s for sacrifice they vow : 
Her, with malicious zeal, the couple view’d 3 
She ran for life, and limping they pursu’d : 
Full well the fowl perceiv'd their bad intent. 
And would not make her master's compliment 3 
But persecuted, to the powers she flies. 

And close between the legs of Jove she lies. 
He with a gracious ear the suppliant heard. 
And sav’d her life 3 then what he was declar’d. 
And own'd the God. The neighborho^. 
Shall justly perish for impiety : ’ [said to. 

You stand alone exempted 3 but obey 
With Bfieed, and follow where we lead the way . 
Leave these accurs’d 3 and to the mountain’s 
height 

Ascend 3 nor once look backward in your flight. 
They haste 3 and what their tardy feet do- 
nyd, » • 

The trusty staff (their better leg) supply’d. 

An arrow’s flight they wanted to the top, j 
And there secure, but spent with travel, Btop3| 
Then turn their now no more forbidden eyes 3I 
Lost in a lake the floated level lies: ' 

A watery desert covers all the plains 3 
Their cot alone, as in an isle, remains 3 i 


(SOOX If. 

Wondering with peeping eyes, while they de* 
plore [more, 

Their neighbors’ fate, and country now no 
Their little shed, scarce large enough for two. 
Seems from the ground increas’d in height and 
bulk to grow. 

A stately temple shoots within the skies: 

The crotchets of their cot in columns rise: 
.The pavement polish'd marble they behold^ 
The gates with sculpture grac'd, the spires and 
tiles of gold. [rene, 

Then thus the sire of Gods, with lobks so- 
Speak thy desire, thou only just of men 3 
And thou, O woman, only w’orthy found « 
To be with such a man in marriage bound. 

A while they whisper 3 then to Jove ad¬ 
dress’d, 

Philemon thus prefers their joint request. 

We crave to serve before your sacred shrine. 
And offer at your altars rites divine: 

And since not any action of our life •w' 
Has been polluted with domestic strife. 

We beg one hour of death 3 that neither she 
With widow’s tears may live to bury me. 

Nor weeping I, with wither'd arms, may bear 
My breathless Baucis to the sepulchre. 

The Godheads sign their suit. They run 
their race 

In the same tenor all th’ appointed space. 
Then, when their hour was come, while they 
relate 

These past adventures at the temple-gate. 

Old Baucis is by old Philemon seen 
Sprouting with sudden leaves of sprightly 
green; > 

Old Baucis look’d where old Philemon stood. 
And saw his lengthen’d arms a sprouting wood: 
New roots their fasten’d feet begin to bind. 
Their bodies stiffen in a rising rind: 

Then, ere the bark above their shoulders grew. 
They give and take at once their last adieu 3 
At once, farewell, O faithful spouse, they said 3 
At once th’ encroaching rinds their closing 
lips invade. 

Ev’n yet, an ancient Tyansan shows 
A spreading oak, that near a linden grows 3 
The neighbourhood confirm the prodigy. 

Grave men, not vain of tongue, or like to lie. 

I saw myself the garlands on their boughs, 
And tablets hung for gifts of granted vows 3 
And offering fresher up, with pious prayer, 

The good, said 1 , are God’s peculiar care. 

And such as honor Heaven, shall heavenly ho¬ 
nor share. 


$ The Flower and the Leaf: Ondhe La¬ 

dy in the Arbour. Dbyoek. 

A VISIOK. 


Now, turning from the wintry signs, the Sun 
His course exalted through the Ram hath run. 
And, whirling up the skies, hU chariot drove 
Through Taurus and the lightsome reHms of 
Love 3 
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Where Veniu iWtin her orb descends in show- In narrow mazes oft it seem’d to meet, 


ers, [flowers. 

To glad the ground, and paint the fields with 
When first the tender blades of grass appear, 
And buds, that yet the blast of Eurus fear, 
Stand at the door of life, and doubt to clothe 
the year: 

Till gentle heat, and soft repeated rains, 

Blake the green blood to dance within their 
veins: 

Then, at their c^embolden'd, out they come. 
And swell the aBts, and burst the narrow 
room; 

Broader and broader yet, their blooms display, 
Saluie the welcome Sun, and entertain the 
day. [p!>'ir, 

Then ftom their breathing souls the sweets re- 
To scent the skies, and purge th’ unwholesome 
air: [song, 

Joy spreads the heart, and, with a genei^ 
Spring issues out, and leads the jolly months 
along. 

In fhat sweet se.a8on, as in bed I lay. 

And sought in sleep to pass the night away, 

I turn'd my weary’d side, but still in vain. 
Though full of youthful health and void of 
pain: 

Cares 1 had none, to keep me from my rest, 
For Love had never enter’d in my breast; 

1 wanted nothing fortune could supply. 

Nor did she slumber till that hour deny. 

4 wonder’d then, but after found it true. 

Much joy hod dry'd away the balmy dew : 

Seas would be pools, without the brushing air, 
To curl the waves: and sure some little care 
Should weary Nature so, to make her want 
repair. [sung. 

When Chanticleer the second watch h^ 
Scorning the scomer Sleep, from bed I 
sprung; 

'And, dressing by the Moon, in loose array. 
Pass'd out in open air, preventing day, 

And sought a goodly grove, as fancy led my 
way. 

Straight as a line in beauteous order stood 
Of oaks unshorn a venerable ^oed; 

Fresh was the grass beneath, and every tree. 
At distance planted in a due degre^p 
Their branching arms in air with equal space 
Stretch’d to their neighbors with a long em¬ 
brace. 

And the new leaves on every bough were seen. 
Some ruddy colour’d, some of lighter green. 
The painted birds, companions of the Spring, 
Hopping from spray to spray, were heard to 
sing. • 

Both eyespnd ears receiv’d a like delight, * 
EnchflUting music, end a charming sight. 

On Philomel I fix’d my whole desire; 
rAaio listen’d for the queen of all the quire; 
Fain would 1 hear her heavenly voice to sing j 
And wanted yet an omen to the spring. 

Attending long in vain, I took the way, 
Which through a path but scarcely printed 
lay} 


And look'd as lightly press’d by ikiry feet. 
Wandering 1 walk'd alone, for still metbought 
To some strange end so strange a path was 
wrought: 

At last it led me where an arbour stood, 

The sacred receptacle of the wood} 

This place unmark'd, though oft I walk’d 
the green. 

In all my progress I had never seen : 

And. seiz'd at once with wonder and delight. 
Gaz’d all around me, new to the transporting 
sight. [seen, 

’Twas bench’d with turf, and goodly to be 
The thick young grass arose in fresher green : 
The mound was newly made, no sight could 
pass 

Betwixt the nice partitions of the grass} 

The well-united sods so closely lay} [day: 
And all around the shades defended it from 
For sycamores with eglantine were spread, 

A hedge about the sides, a covering over head. 
And BO the fragrant brier was wove between. 
The sycamore and flowers were mix’d with 
green, ,, 

That Nature seem'd to vary the delight} 

And satisfy’d at once thg smell and sight. 

The master workman of the bower was known 
Through fairy lands, and built for Oberon} 
Who twining leaves with such proportion 
drew, 

They rose by measure, and by rule they grew; 
No mortal tongue can half the beauty tell: 
For none but hands divine could work so well. 
Both roof and sides were like a parlor made, 
A soft reccbs, and a cool summer shade} 

The hedge was set so thick, no foreign eye 
The persons plac’d within it could e»py: 

But all that pass’d without with ease was seen. 
As if nor fence nor tree was plac'd between. 
'Twas border’d with a field} and some wae 
plain [grain. 

With grass, and some was sow’d with rising 
That (now the dew with spangles deck’d the 
ground) 

A sweeter spot of earth was never found, 
j 1 look’d and look'd, and still with new de¬ 
light } [sight: 

Such joy my soul, such pleasures fill'd my 
And the fresh eglantine exhal’d a breath. 
Whose odors wero. of power to raise from 
de.ath. 

Nor sullen discontent, nor anxious care, 

Ev’n though brought thither, could inhabit 
there: 

But thence they fled as from their mortal foe} 
For this sweet place could only pleasure 
• (ipow. 

Thus as 1 mus'd, I cost aside ^y eye. 

And saw a modlar-tree was plant^ nigh. 

The spreading branches made a goodly show. 
And full of opening blooms was every bough: 
A goldfinch there I saw with gawdy pride 
Of painted pfaunes, that hopp'd from side to 
side. 
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Still pocking u obe pan'd; and still she drew 
Tte Oweets iVom eveiy flower; and suck’d the 
dew: 

Suffic’d at length, she warbled in her throat, 
And tun’d her voice to many a merry note, 
But indistinct, and neither sweet nor clear. 
Yet such as sooth’d my soul and pleas’d my 
ear. 

Her short performance was no sooner try’d, 
^Vllen she 1 sought, the nightingale reply’d: 
So sweet, so shrill, so variously she sung. 
That the grove echoed, and the valleys rung: 
Andl so ravish’d with her heavenly note, 

1 stood entranc’d, and had no room for thought. 
But, all o’erpnwer'd with ecstacy of bliss, 
W%8 in a pleasing dream of Paradise *, 

At length I wak’d, and looking round the 
bower, [er, 

Search’d every tree, and pry’d on every flow- 
If any wliere by chance I might espy. 

The rural poet of the melody; 

For still methought she sung not far away: 

At last 1 found her on a laurel spray. 

Close by my side she sat, and fair in Light, 
Full in a line against her opp^te , 

Where stood with eglantine the laurel twin'd ; 
And both their native- sweets were well con¬ 
join'd. 

On the green bank I sat, and listen’d long 
(Sitting was more convenient for the song): 
Nor till her lay was ended could 1 move, 

But wish’d to dwell for ever in the grove. 
Only methought the time too swiftly pass’d. 
And ev’ry note 1 fear'd would be the last. 

My sight, and smell, and hearing were em¬ 
ploy’d. 

And all three senses in full gust enjoy’d 
And what alone did all the rest surpass. 

The sweet possession of the fairy place; 
Single, and conscious to myself alone 
Of pleasures to th’ excluded world unknown : 
Pleasures which no where else were to be 
found. 

And all Elysium in a spot of ground. 

Thus w'hile I sat intent to see and hear, 
And drew perfumes of more than vital air. 
All suddenly I heard th’ approaching sound 
Of vocal music, on th’ enchanted ground: 

An host of saints it seem’d, so full the quire ; 
As if the bless’d above did all conspire os 
To join their voices, and neglect the lyre. 

At length there issued from the grove behind 
A fair assembly of the female kind: 

A train less lair, as ancient fithers tell, 
Seduc’d the Sons of Heaven to rebel. 

I pass their form and every charming grace, 
Less than an angel would their worth debase : 
6 ut their attire, like liveries of a kind i ' 

All rich and rare, is fresh within my mind. 

In velvet white as snow the troop was gown’d, 
The seams with sparkling emeralds set around ; 
Their hoods end sleeves the same; and pur- 
fled o’er 

Witlv diaioondS; pearls, and all the shining 
store 


Of eastern jmmp: thhir long ddatlAhi^hhg 
train, [plain: 

With rubies edg’d, and sapphires, ‘swhpt tUs > 
High on their heads, with jewels richly set. 
Each lady wore a radiant coronet. 

Beneath (he circles, all the quire was grac’d 
With chaplets green, on their fair foreheads 
plac’d. 

Of laurel some, of woodbine many more; 

And wreaths of agnus castua others bore: 

These last, who with thosMugin crowns were , 
dress’d, Hr 

Appear’d in higher honor than the rest. 

They danc’d around: bu% in the midst wae 
A lady of a more majestic mien ; [seen 

By stature and by beauty mark’d their sove¬ 
reign queen. 

She in the midst began with sober grace; 

Her servant’s eyes were fix’d upon her face. 

And as she mov’d or turn’d, her motions 
view’d, 

Her measures kept, and step by step pu|pued. 
Methought she trod the ground with greater 
grace. 

With more of godhead shining in her face} 

And as in beauty she surpass’d the quire. 

So, nobler than the rest, was her attire. 

A crown of ruddy gold enclos’d her brow, 

Plain without pomp, and rich without a show. 

A branch of agnus castus in her hand 
She bore aloft (her sceptre of command); 
Admir’d, ador’d by all the circling crowd. 

For wheresoe’er she turn’d her face, they 
bow’d: 

And as she danc’d a roundelay she sung, 

In honor of the laurel, fiver young: 

She rais'd her voice on high, and sung so clear. 
The fawns came scudding from the groves to 
liear ; 

And all the bending forest lent an ear. 

At every close she made, th’ attending throng 
Reply'd, and bore the burthen of the song: 

So just, so small, yet in so sweet a note, 

It seem’d the music melted in the throat. 

Thus dancing on, and singing as they danc’d. 
They to the middle of the mead advanc’d, 

I'iH roundwy arbour a new ring they made, 
And fuotHnt about the secret shade. 

O'erjoy’d to see the jolly troop so near. 

But somewhat aw’d, I shook with holy fear; 

Yet not so much, hut that 1 noted well 
Who did the most in song or dance excel. 

Not long I had observ’d, when from a&r 
1 heard a sudden symphony of war; 

The neighing coursers, and the soldiers’ bry, 
A,nd sounding trumps that seem’d to tear 
the sky : * , 

I saw soon after this, behind the grove 
From whence the ladies did in Older move)>«. 
Come issuing out in arms a warrior train. 

That like a deluge pour'd upon the plain : 

On barbed steeds they rode in proud tuny; 
Thick os the college of the beM in May, 

When swarming o’er the dusky fields thsiy fly 
New to the flowers, and intercept the Ay. 
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60'Seree they drove, their couners were lo 
fleet, 

. That the turf trembled underneath their feet. 
To tell their costly furniture were long. 

The summer’s day would end -before the 
song: 

To ptirfehase but the tenth of all their store, 
Wi>u]d make tlie mighty Persian monarch 
poor. 

Yet what I can, I will; before the rest 
The Inimpets isAied, in white mantles dress'd: 
A numerous troop, and all their heads around 
With chaplets gseen of cerrialK>ak were 
• , crown’d ; 

And at each trumpet was a banner bound, 
Which, waving in the wind, display’d at large 
Their master's coat of arms, and knightly 
charge. 

Broad were ►.‘he banners, and of snowy hue, 

A purer web the silk-worm never drew. 

The chief about their necks the scutcheons 
wore, 

With orient pearls and jewels powder'd o’er: 
Broad were their collars too, and every one 
Was set about with many a costly stone. 

Next these of kings-at-arms a godly train 
In proud array came prancing o'er the plain : 
Their cloaks were cloth of silver mix'd with 
gold, [roll'd; 

And garlands green around their templet. 
Rich crowns were on their royal scutcheons 
plac’d, [grac’d: 

With'sappliires, diamonds, and with rubies 
And as the trumpets their appearance made, 
So these in habits were alike array’d ; 

But with a pace more sober, and more slow; 
And twenty, rank in rank, they rode a row. 
The pursuivants came next, 111 number more ; 
And like the heralds each his scutcheon bore . 
. >Clad in white velvet all their troop they led, 
With each an oaken chaplet on his head. 

Nine royal knights in equal rank succeed. 
Each warrior mounted on a fiery steed : 

In golden armour glorious to behold; 

The rivets of their arms were nail’d with gold. 
Their surcoats of wliite ermin fur were made, 
With cloth of gold between that cast a glitter¬ 
ing shade; 

^ The trappings of their steeds were of the same; 
* The golden fringe ev’n set the ground on 
flame. 

And drew a precious trail; a crown divine 
Of laurel did about their temples twine. 

Three henchmen were for every knight as¬ 
sign’d, « 

All in riclLlivert clad, and of a kind : • 

Whit% velvet, but unshorn, for cloaks they 
wore, 

^A;-«?'each within his hand a truncheon bore : 
"^’he foremost held a helm of rare device; 

A prince’s ransom would not pay the price. 
The second bore the buckler of his knight, 
The third of cornel-wood a spear upright, 
Headed with piercing steel, and polish’d 
bright. 

, * VoL ».Nos. 7 S& 76 . 


Like to their lords their eqoipsge was seen, 
And all their foreheads crown’d with garish 
green. [shield, 

And after these came, arm’d with spear and 
An host so great, as cover’d all the fiw. 

And all their foreheads, like the knights be¬ 
fore, 

With laurels ever green were shaded o’er, 

Or oak, or other leaves of lasting kind, 
Tenacious of the stem, and firm against the 
wind. 

Some in their hands, beside the lance and 
shield, [held, 

The boughs of woodbine or of hawthorn 
Or branches for their mystic emblems took. 
Of palm, of laurel, or of cerrial-oak. 

Thus marching to the trumpet’s lofty sound. 
Drawn in two lines adverse they wheel’d 
around, 

And in the middle meadow took their ground. 
Among themselves the turney they divide. 

In equal squadrons rang'd on either side. 
Then turn’d their horses’ heads, and man to 
man, • % 

And steed to steed oppos’d, the justs began. 
Then lightly set their lances in the rest, 

And, at the sign, against each other press'd: 
They met. 1 , sitting at my ease, beheld 
The mix’d events, and fortunes of the field. ' 
Some broke their spears, some tumbled horse 
and man, [ran. 

And round the field the lighten’d coursers 
An hour and more, like tides, iu equal sway 
They rush’d, and won by turns, and lost the 
day: 

At length the nine (who still together held) 
Their (hinting foes to shameful fight compelj’d. 
And with resistless force o'erran the field. 

I Thus, to their fame, when finish’d was the 
fight, 

The victors from their lofty steeds alight: 
Like them dismounted all the warlike train. 
And two by two proceeded o’er the plain: 

Till to the fair assembly they advanc'd, 

I Who near tlic secret harbor sung and danc’d. 

I The ladies left their measures at the sight, 
To meet the rhiefs returning from the fight, 
And each with open arms embrac’d her cho¬ 
sen knight. 

Amid the plain a spreading laurel stood. 

The grace and ornament of all the wood 
That pleasing shade they sought, a soft retreat 
From sudden April showers, a shelter from the 
heat: 

Her leafy arms with such extent were spread, 
So near the clouds w.ib her aspiring head, 
Tha^iapts of birds, that wing the liquid air. 
Perch’d in the boughs, had nightly lodging 
there, 

And flocks of sheep beneath the shade firom 
far 

Might hear the rattling bail, and wintery war, 
From Heaven’s inclemency here found retreat. 
Enjoy’d the cool, and ahunn’d the acotebing 
heat: 
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A hundred knights might there at ease abide; The ladies gasp’d, and scarcely could respire: 


And every knight a lady by hie side: 

The trunk itself such (^oura did bequeath, 
That a Moiuccan breeze to tl.e:ewas common 
breath. 

The lords and ladies here, approaching, paid 
Their homage, with a low obeisance made : 
And seem d to venerate the sacred shade. 
These rites perform’d, their pleasures they 


The breath they drew no longer air but fire; 
The fainty knights were scorch'd; and knew' 
not wl.c.e 

To run for shelter, for no shade was near; 

And afler this the gathering clouds amain 
Pour’d down a storm of rattling hail and rain i 
And lightning Hash'd betwist. the field, and 
flowers, 


pursue, [new; Burnt up before, wore buried in the showers. 

With song of love, and mix with pleasures The ladies and the knights, no shelter nigh. 
Around tCe holy tree their dance they frame, Bare to the weather and the wintery sky. 


And every champion le.tds his chosen dame. 

I cast my sight up>m the farther field. 

And a fresh object of delight beheld : 

For from the region of the west 1 heard 
New music sound, and a new troop appear’d; 
Of knights, and Indies mix d. a jolly band, 


We!C dropping wet, disconsolate, and wan. 
And through their thin array receiv’d the rain; 
While those in white, protected by the tree. 
Saw pass in vain th’ assault, and stood from 
d.ingpr flee. 

But as compission moved tieir gentle minds. 


.But ail on foot they march’d, and hand in liand. Whenceasd the storm, and silent weie the 


The ladies dress'd in rich cymarr were seen 


winds. 


Of Florence satin, flower d with white and Displeas’d at what not suflering they h^seen. 


green. 

And for a shade betwixt the bloomy gridelin. 
The borders of their petticoats below 
Were guarded thick with rubies on a row; 
And every damsel wore upon her head 
Of flowers a garland blended white and red. 
Attir’d in mantles all the knights were seen. 
That gratify’d the view with cheerful green . 
' Their chaplets of their ladies colors were, 


I'liey went to cheer tl.e faction of tl.e green i 
'I'he queen in wliite array, before her band. 
Saluting, took i.er rival by the hand : [grace, 
So did the knights and dames, with courtly 
And with behaviour sweet, their fees embrace. 
Then thus the queen with lauiel on her brow, 
“ Fair sister, 1 have sufl’er'd in your woe ; 

Nor shall be wanting aught within my power 
For your relief in my refreshing bower.” 


Compos’d of white and red, to shade their That other answer'd with a lowly look, 


shining hair. And soon the gracious invitation tixik : 

Before’ the merry troop the minstrels play’d; For ill at ease both site and all lier train 
All in their master’s liveries were array’d, The scorching Sun had borne, and beating 
And clad in green, and on their temples wore rain. 

The chaplets white and red their ladies bore. Like courtesy was used by all in white, 

Their instruments were various in their kind Each dame a dame receiv'd, and every knight 
Some for the bow, and some for breathing a knight. 

wind : The laurel cJiampions with their swords invade 

The sawtry, pipe, and hautboy’s noisy band. The neighboring forests, where the justs were 
And the soft lute trembling beneath the touch- made, 

ing hand. And serewood from the rotten hedges took, 

A toft of daisies on a flowery lay [way ; And seeds of latent fire from flints provoke; 
They saw, and thitherward they bent their A cheerful blaze arobe, and by tl.e die 
To this both knights and dames their homage They warm’d their frozen feet, and dry'd their 
And due obeisance to the daisy paid, [niade, wet attirv. 

And then the band of flutes began to play. Refresh’d with heat, the ladies sought around 
To which a lady sung a virelay; For virtuous herbs, which gather'd from the 

And still at every close she would repeat ground. 

The burthen of the song, The daii^ is so They squeez’d the juice, and cooling ointment 
sweet.” made, [chapt bkiits they l.iid: 

The daisy is so sweet,” when she begun. Which on their sun-hurnt cheeks and their 
The troop of knights and dames continued on Then sought green salads, which they bade 
The concert and the voice so charm’d my ear them eat, 

And sooth'd my soul, that it was Heaven to A sovereign remedy for inward heat. 

bear. [day The Indy of the leaf ordain’d a feast. 

Bet soon their pleasure piss’d: at noon of And made the lady of the flower her guest: 
The sun with sultry beams began to plaj : When lo, a bower ascended on the plain. 

Not Sirius shoots a fiercer flame from high, With sudden seats ordain’d, and large f(<.ei> 
When with his poisonous breath he blasts the ther train. ^ 

sky: [fled This bower was near my pleasant arbour plac'd, 

Then droop'd the fading flowers, (their beauty That I could bear and see whatever pass’d: 
A^ dot’d their sickly eyes, and hung the The ladies sat with each a knighb between, 
bead; ^ [bed. Distinguish'd by their colours white and 

And rivel’d up with heat, lay dying in their I green j 
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The vanquish’d ^rty with the victors join’d, | 
Nor wanted'sweet discourse, the banquet of' 
the mind. 

Meantime the minstrels play’d on either side, 
Vun of their art, and for the mastery vy’d: 
The sweet contention lasted for an hour, 

And reach’d my secret athour from the bower. 

ThB Sun was set, and Vesper, to supply 
His absent -beams, had lighted up the sky: 
When Philomel, officious all the day 
To sing the service of th’ ensuing May, 

Fled from her laurel shade, and wing’d her 
flight 

Directly to the queen array'd in white; 

And, hopping, sat familiar on her hand, 

A new'musician, and increas'd the band. 

The goldfinch, who, to shun the - scalding 
heat, 

Had chang’d the medlar for a safer seat. 

And, hid in bushes, 'scap'd the bitter shower, 
Now perch'd upon the lady of the flower; 

And either songster holding out their throats. 
And folding up their wings, renew’d their 
As if all day, preluding to the fight, [notes : 
They only had rehears'd, to sing by night : 
The banquet ended, and the battle done, 

They danc'd by star-light and the friendly 
Moon: 

And when they were to part, the laiireat queen 
Supply’d with steeds the lady of the green. 
Her and her train conducting on the way, 

The Mijon to follow, and avoid the day. 

This when I saw, inquisitive to know 
The secret moral of the mystic show, 

I started from my shade, in hopes to find 
Some nymph to satisfy my longing mind: 

And, as my fair adventure fell, I found 
A lady all in white, with laurel crown’d. 

Who clos’d the rear, and softly pac'd along, 
Repeating to herself the former song. 

With due respect my body I inclin’d, 

As to some being of superior kind. 

And mode my court according to the day. 
Wishing her queen and her a happy May. 

'' Great thanks my daughter,” n^ith a gracious 
bow 

She said; and I, who much desir'd to know 
Of whence slie was, yet fearful how to break 
My mind, adventur’d humbly thus to speak: 

“ Madam, might 1 presume and not ofToud, 

So may the stirs and shining Moon attend 
Your nightly sports, as you vouchsafe to tell 
What nymphs they were who mortal forms ex- 
^el, [fields so well.” 

And what the knights who fought in listed 
To this th^dame reply’d: “Fair daughter, 
kuow, 

, That what you saw was all a fairy show: 
Aivl-all those airy shapes you now behold, 
Were human bodies once, and cloth’d with 
earthly mould. 

Our souls not^et prepared for ujqier light, 

Till doomsday wander in the shades of night; 
This only holiday of all the year, 

We priyil^'d in sunshine may appear: 


With songs and dance we celebrate the day. 
And with due honors usher in the May. 

At other times we reign by night alone, 

And pasting through tbe skies pursue the 
Moon: 

But when the morn arises, none are found; 

For cruel Deinogorgon w^ks the round, 

And if he finds a fairy lag in light, [night. 
He drives tbe wretch before, and lashes into 
“ .411 courteous are by kind; and ever proud 
With friendly offices to help the good. 

In every land we have a larger space 
Than what is known to you of uioital race; 
Where we with green adorn our fairy bowers, 
And ev'n this grove, unseen before, is ours. 
Know farther: every lady cloth’d in white. 
And, crown’d with oak and laurel every knight. 
Are servants to the Leaf, by liveries known 
Of innocence : and 1 myself am one. 

Saw you not her so graceful to behold 
In white attired and crown'd with radiant 
gold ? 

The sovefeign lady of our land is she, 

Diana call’d, tllb queen of chastity : 

And, for the spotless name of maid she bears, 
That agnus-castUB in her%and appears j 
And all her train, with leafy chaplets crown’d. 
Were for unblam’d virginity renown’d; 

Hut those the chief and highest in command 
Who bear those holy branches in their hand : 
The knights adorn'd with laurel crowns are 
they, ' 

Whom death nor danger never could dismay, 
Victorious names, who mode the world obey: 
Who, while they liv'd, in deeds of arms ex- 
cell’d, 

And after death for deities were held, [brow. 
But those, who wear the woodbine on their 
Were knights of love, who never broke their 
vow; 

Firm to their plighted faith, and ever free 
From fears, and fickle chance, and jealousy. 
The lords and ladies who the woodbine bear. 
As true as Tristram and Isotta were.” 

“ But what are those,” said 1, “ th’ uocon* 
quer’d nine, [mour shine 1 

Who crown’d with laurel-wreatbs in golden ar- 
And who the knights in green, and what the 
train 

Of ladies dress’d with daisies on the plain ? 
Why both the bands in worship disagree. 

And some adorn the flower and some the 
tree 7” 

“Just is your suit, fair daughter,” said the 
^ dame: [fame; 

“ Those laurel’d chiefs were men of mighty 
Nine tfoBhies were they call’d of different 
rites, [knights. 

Three Jews, three Pagans, and three Christian - 
These, as you see ride foremost in the field, 

As they the foremost rank of honor held. 

And all in deeds of chivalry excell’d : 

Their temples wreath’d with leaves, that utiU 
renew; 

For deathless laurel b the victor’s due: 

o2 
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Who bear the bows were knighta in Arthur’a 
reign, [main; 

Twelve they, and twelve the peers of Charle- 
For bows the strength of brawny arms imply, 
Emblenu of valor and of victory. 

Behold an order yet of newer date 
Doubling their nnmber, eqnil in their state; 
Our England’s ornament, the crown’s defence, 
In battle brave, protectors of their prince ; 
Unchang'd by fortune to their sovereign true, 
For whi<;h their manly legs are bound with blue. 
These, of the garter call'd, of faith unstain’d. 
In fighting fields the laurel have obtain’d. 

And well repaid the honors which they gain’d. 
The laurel wreaths were first by Cesar worn. 
And still they Cesar’s successors adorn: 

One leaf of this is immortality, [buy.’’ 

And more of worth than all the world can 
" One doubt remains,” said I, “ the dames 
in green, [queen ?’” 

What were their qualities, and who their 
” Flora commands,” said she ," those nymphs 
and knights, ^ 

Who liv’d in slothful ease and loose delights; 
Who never acts of honor dw^ pursue, [true : 
The men inglorious knights, the ladies all un- 
Wbo, nurs’d in idleness, and train’d in courts, 
Pass’d ail their precious hours in plays and 
sports. 

Till Death tehind came stalking on, unseen. 
And wither’d (like the storm) the freshness of | 
their green. [hour. 

These and their mates enjoy their present 
And therefore pay their homage to the Flower. 
But knights in knightly deeds should perse* 
vere. 

And still continue what at first they were; 
Continue, and proceed in honor's fair career. 
No room for cowardice or dull delay 3 
From good to better they should urge their 
way. [grac’d. 

For this with golden spurs the chiefs are 
With pointed rowels arm'd to mend their 
haste; [bound; 

For this with lasting leaves their brows are 
For laurel is the sign of labor crown’d. 

Which bears the bitter blast, nor shaken falls 
to ground: 

From winter winds it sufiTers no deca^ 

For ever fresh and fair, and every month is 
May. 

Ev’n when the vital sap retreats below, 

Ev’n when the hoary head is hid in snow; 

The life is in the leaf, and still between 
The fits of fklling snow appears the streaky 
green. 

Not so the flower, which lasts for little space, 
A short'liv'd good, and an uncertain ^ace ; 
This way and that the feeble stem is driven. 
Weak to sustain the storms and injuries of| 
Heaven. 

Propp’d the spring, it lifts aloft tlie head, 
But of a sickly beauty, soon to shed: 

In summer living, and in winter d^. 

For things ef te^er kind, for pleasure made, 


Shoot up yvith ewift increase, aadetid^ra are 
decay’d.” 

With humble words, the wisest I could ftame. 
And proffer’d service, 1 repaid the dame; 

That, of her grace, she gave her maid to know 
The secret meaning of this moral ahow. 

And she, to prove what profit I had made 
Of niystic truth, in fables first convey'd, 
Demanded, till the next returning May, 
Whether the Leaf or Flower 1 would obey ? 

I chose the leaf; she smil’d with sober cholBr, 
.4Dd wish’d me fair adventure for the year, 

And gave me charms and sigils, for defence 
Againrt ill tongues that scandal innocence'l 
” But I,” said she, ” my fellows muat puraue. 
Already past the plain and out of view.” 

We parted thus; 1 homeward sped my way, 
Bewilder’d in the wood till dawn of day : 

And met the merry crew who danc’d about 
the May. 

Then, late reftesh’d with sleep, I rose m write 
Tho'visionary vigils of the night: [shame. 

Blush, as thou roay’st, my little Book, with 
Nor hope with homely verse to purchase fkme; 
For such thy Maker chose : and so design'd 
Thy simple style to suit thy lowly kind. 

$ 25. The Chttracter qf a Good Pareon. 

Dryoea. 

A PARISH priest was of the pilgrim-train; 

An awful, reverend, and religious man. 

His eyes diffus’d a venerable grace, ■ 

And charity itself was in his face. 

Rich was his soul, though his attire was poor. 
As God had cloth'd his own ambatvador. 

For such, on Earth, hia blest Redeemer bore. 
Of sixty years he seem’d; and well might last 
To sixty more, but that he liv’d too fast; 
Refin'd himself to soul, to curb the sense ; 

And made almost a sin of abstinence. 

Yet had hia aspect nothing of severe, 

But such a face as promis’d him sincere. 
Nothing reserv'd or sullen was to see: 

But sweet regards and pleasing sanctity: 

Mild was bis accent, and his action free. 

With eloquence innate his tongue waa arm’d ; 
Though harah the precept, yet the people 
charm’d, 

For, letting down the golden chain from high. 
He drew hjs audience upward to the sky*: 

And oft with holy hymns he charm’d their ears, 

(A music more melodious than the spheres,) 

For David left him, when be went to rest. 

His lyre; and after him he sung the best. 

He bore his great commissiop in his look’: 

But sweetly temper’d awe, and soilen’d all he 
spoke. " r(Hell, 

He preach’d the joys of Heaven, and paina 
And warn’d the sinnar with becoming xeabT^s^ 
But on eternal mercy lov’d to dwell. 

He taught the gospel rather than the law, 

And forc’d hin^fito drive; but lov’d todraw, 
For Fear bQtfreews miadi: bof Lovn, liko 
heat, [vMt. 

Exhales the oonl anUiine, to wek bar natt^a 
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To tbmM tlw otdbbora linnw oH ia haM) 
Wrapp’d in bii'crioiea, against the storm pre- 
. pur’d} 

But when the milder beams of mercy 
He melts, and throws his cumbrous cloak 
away. 

I,ightning and thunder (Heaven’s artilleiy) 

As harbingers before th’ Almighty fly: 

These but proclaim his style and disappear; 
The stiller sound succeeds and God is there. 

The tithes, his parish freely paid, he took; 
But never sued, or curs’d with bell and book. 
With patience bearing wrong; but ofibring 
, none: 

Sinoe every man is free to lose his own. 

'I'he country churls, according to their kind, 
<Who grudge their dues, and love to be be¬ 
hind,) [more, 

The less he sought his ofllerings, pinch’d the 
And prais’d a priest contented to be poor. 

Yet of his little he had some to spare, 

To feed the famish’d, and to clothe the bare : 
i’or mortify’d he was to that degree, 

A poorer than himself he would not see. 

True priests, he said, and preachers of the 
word. 

Were only stewards of their sovereign lord; 
Nothing was theirs ; but ail the public store : 
Intrusted riches, to relieve the poor. 

Who, should they steal, for want of his re¬ 
lief. 

He judg’d himself accomplice with the thief. 

Wi4p was his parish; not contracted close 
In streets, but here and there a straggling 
house: 

Y’et still he was at hand, without request. 

To serve the sick; to succor the distress'd; 
Tempting, on foot, atone, without aiiright, 
’I'he dangers of a dark tempestuous night. 

All this, the good old man perform’d'aJope, 
Tlor spar'd his pains; for curate he had none. 
Nor durst he trust another with his care; 

Nor rode himself to Paul's, the public fair. 

To chaffor for preferment with his gold. 
Where bishoprics and sinecures are sold. 

But duly watch’d his flock by^ight and day; 
And from the prowling wolf redeem’d the 
And hungry sent the wily fox away. [prey: 
The proud he tam’d, the penitent he 
• cheer’d: 

Nor to rebuke the rich ofibnder foar'u. 

His preaching much, but more his practice 
wrought, 

(A living sermon of the truths he taug^it,) 

For this by rules severe hie IHb he squar'd: 
That all might tee the doctrine which thej^ 
he and. 

For pfiests, he said, are patterns for the rest 
i[The gold of Heaven, who bear the God im- 
»> ’ press’d); 

But whhn the precious coin is kept unclean. 
The sovereign's image is no longer seen. 

If they be ^nl on whom tbb people trust, 
IVell may the baser bta«> contract a ruat. 


The prelate, for his holy lifo'Hilir lfl'ia'’d'; 

The woridly pomp of prelacy despis’d. 

His Saviour came not with a gaudy slidw 
Nor was his kingdom of the world beldw.- 
Patience in w'anl, and poverty of mind, 

These marks of church abd churchmen be de 
sign’d, 

And living taught, and dying left behind. 

The crown he wore was of tlie pointed thorn : 
In purple he waa crucify'd, not born. 

They who contend for place and high degree. 
Ate not his sons, but those of Zeb^ee. 

Not but be knew the signs of earthly power 
Might well become Saint Peter’s successor; 
The holy father holds a double reign, 

The prince may keep his pomp, the fisher must 
be plain. ^ [grace. 

Such was the saint; ’who shone with every 
Reflecting, Moses like, his Maker’s face. 

God saw his image lively was express’d; 

And his own work, as in creation, bleas’d. 

The tempter saw him too with envious eye; 
And, as on Job, demanded leave to try. 

He took Die time when Richard was depos’d, 
.And high and kiv with happy Harry clos’d. 
This prince, though great in arms, the priest 
withstood: • 

Near though he was, yet not the next of blood. 
Had Richard, unconstrain’d, resign’d the 
throne, 

A king can give no more than is his own; 

The title stood entail'd, had Richard had a 
aon. 

Conquest, an odious name, waa laid aside, 
Where all submitted, none the battle try’d. 
The senseless plea of right by Providence 
Was, by a flattering priest, invented since: 
And lasts no longer than the prerent sway; 
Rut justifies the next who comes in play. 

The people’s right remains; let those who dare 
Dispute their power, when they the judges are. 

He Join’d not in their choice because he knew 
Worse might, and often did, ilrom change en¬ 
sue. 

Much to himself be thought; but little spoke; 
And, undepriv’d, his benefice forsook. 

Now, through the land, his cure of souls he 
stretch’d; 

And like a primitive apostle preach’d. 

Still cheerful; ever constant to his call; 

By many follow’d; lov’d by most, admir’d by 
all. 

With what he begg’d, his brethreu he reliev’d •. 
And gave the charities himself receiv'd. 

Gave, while he taught; and edify'd the more, 
Because he show’d, by proof, twas easy to be 
poor. 

HtAHf nt not with the crowd to see a shrine; 
But fed us, by the way, with food divine. 

In deference to his virtues, I forbear 
To show you what the rest in orders wer-*; 
This brilliant is so spotless, and so bright. 

He needs no foil, but ahinea by his own pro* 
per light. 
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^ S6. Th(t Pleanaru tf Imagination. 

Akenside. 

From Heav’n my Btraiai begin: from Heaven 
descends 

The flame of genius to the human breast, 

And love and beauty, and poetic joy 
And inspiration. Ere the radiant eun 
Sprang from the east, or, 'mid the vault of 
night. 

The moon suspended her serener lamp ; 

Ere mountains, woods, or streams adorn’d the 
giobe^j 

Or Wisdom taught the sons of men her lore j 
Then liv’d the Almighty One. Then, deep 
retir'd 

In his unfathom’d essence, view'd the forms, 
The forms eternal of created things •, 

The radiant sun, the moon’s nocturnal lamp, 
The mountains, woods, and streams, the roll¬ 
ing globe. 

And Wisdom's mien celestial. From the first 
Of days, on them his love divine he fix’d. 

His admiration; till in time complete, 

Wjiat he admir’d and lov’d, his vital smile 
Unfolded into being. Hence tha breath 
Of life informing each organic frame. 

Hence the green earth and wild resounding 
waves, 

Hence light and shade alternate, warmth and 
cold. 

And clear autumnal skies and vernal showers. 
And all the fair variety of things. 

But not alike to every mortal eye 
Is this great scene unveil'd. For since the 
claims 

Of social life to different labors urge 
The active powers of man, with wise intent 
The hand of Nature on peculiar minds 
Imprints a different bias, and to each 
Decrees its province in the common toil. 

To some she taught the fabric of the sphere, 
The changeful moon, the circuit of the stars. 
The golden zones of heaven; to some she 
gave 

To weigh the moment of eternal things. 

Of time, and space, and fate’s unbroken chain. 
And will's quick impulseothers by the hand 
She led o’er vales and mountains, to explore 
What healing virtue swells the tender veins 
Of herbs and flowers j or what the beama^f 
morn 

Draw forth, distilling from the clifted rind 
In balmy tears. But some to higher hopes 
Were destin'd; some within a finer mould 
She wrought, and temper’d with a purer flame. 
I'p these the Sire omnipotent unfolds 
The world’s harmonious volume, there to read 
The transcript of himself. On every pary. 
They trace the bright impressions of his^hand: 
In earth, or air, the meadow’s puiple stores. 
The moon's mild radiance, or the virgin’s form 
Blooming with rosy smiles, they see portray’d 
That uncreated beauty which delights 
TiM mind supreme. They also feel her 
phaitns} 


[boos II* 

Enamour’d, they partake the eternal joy. 


Say, why was man so eminently rais’d 
Amid the vast creation ; why iirdain’d 
Through life and death to dart his piercing eye 
With thoughts beyond the limit of his frame j 
But that the Omnipotent might send him 
forth 

In sight of mortal and immortal powers. 

As on a boundless thoatie, to run 
The great career of justice; to exalt 
His generous aim to all diviner deeds; 

'J'o chase each p.irtial purpose from Lis breast; 
And through the mists of p ission and of sense. 
And through the tossing tide of chance .and 
pull. 

To hold kis course unfaltering, while thh voice 
Of truth and virtue, up the steep ascent 
Of nature, calls him to his high reward, 

Th’ applauding smile of Heaven 1 Else 
wherefore burns 

In mortal bosoms this unquenched hepe, * 
That breathes from day to day sublimer things, 
And mocks possession 1 wherefore darts the 
mind 

With such resistless ardor, to embrace 
Majestic forms j impatient to be free; 
Spurning the gross control of wilful might j 
Proud of the strong contention of her toils; 
Proud to be daring 'I W'ho, but rather turns 
To Heaven’s broad fire his unconstrained view. 
Than to the glimmering of a waxen flame 1 
Who that, from Alpine heights, his Jnboring 
eye 

Shoots round the wide horizon, to survey 
Nilus or Ganges rolling bis bright wave 
Through mountains, plains, through empires 
black with shade, 

And continents of sand; will turn his gaze 
I'o mark the windings of a scanty rill 
Thatr murmurs at his feet ? 'Phe high-born soul 
Disdains to rest her heaven-aspiriiig wing 
Beneath his native quarry. Tir'd of earth 
And this diurnal scene, she springs aloft 
Through fields of air; pursues the Sying 
storm} [heavens} 

I Rides on the vcllicd lightning through the 
Or, yok’d with whirlwinds and the northern 
blast, [soars 

Sweeps the long tract of day. Then high she 
The blue profound, and hovering round the 
sun, 

Beholds him pouring the redundant stream 
Of light} beholds his unrelenting sway 
Bend the reluctant planets to absolve 
The fated rounds of time. Thrnce, far effus’d, 
She darts her swiftness up the long ^areer 
Of devious comets} through its burning stgns> 
Exulting measures the perennial wheel 
Of nature, and looks back on all the stars, 
Whose blended light, as with a milky zone. 
Invests the orient. Now amaz’d she views 
The empyreal waste, where happy spirits hold. 
Beyond this concave heaven, their calm abode} 
I And fields of radiance, whose unfading light 
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Ru tmell'd the profound six thousand years, 
Nor ;|et arrives in sight of mortal things. 

> E'en on the barriers of the world, untir'd, 

She meditates tl.e eternal depth Lelow; 

1'ill, half recoiling, down tl.e headlong steep 
She plunges} soon o'erwhelm’dand swallow'd 

• up 

In that immense of being. There her hopes 
Rest at the fated goal. For from the birth 
Of mortal man, the sov'reign Maker said, 

, That not in humble nor in brief delight, 

Not in the fading echoes of renown, 

Power's puiple robes, nor pleasure’s flowery 

• lap, [these, 

l'he*Boul should find enjoyment; but from 
Turning disdainful to an equal good. 

Through all the ascent of things enlarge 

her view, 

'Till every bound at length should disappear. 
And infinite perfection clcse the scene. 

Call now to mind what high capacious 
■powers 

liie folded up in man : liow' far beyond 
'i'i.c praise of mortals may th' eternal growth 
Of ii.-iturc to peifcctiun half divine 
1'i^plTld the bloc iiii''g siul' Vt ji..i pity then, 
Sl.ould sloth's uiikii di; fogs depiess to earth 
Jler tei.der blossom; choke the streams of 
life, 

And blast her rpring! Far otherwise design'd 
Almighty wisdom; nature s happy cares 
Tl e ohcdieiit heart far otlerwise incline: 
AVitress the sprightly joy when aught unknown 
i^trikcs the quick sense, and wakes each active 
power 

To briskei measures: witness the regleot 
Of all familiar prospects, though bcl eld 
M'itli transport once; the fond attentive gaze 
Of young astonishiiient; the soler zeal 
Of age, crnimcnting on prcdigious things. 

For surli the bounteous providence of Heaven, 
In cv'ry breast implanting this desire 
(.If objects new and strange, to urge us on 
With unremitted labor to pursue 
'J'liotc sacred stores that wait the ripening soul, 
In Truth's exliaustlesa bosom. What need 
words 

To p'lint its power ? For this the daring youth 
llreaks from his weeping mother’s anxious 
• nrniff, 

la foreign climes to rove; the pensive sage, 
Heedless of sleep, or midnight’s harmful damp, 
Hangs o’er the sickly taper; and untir'd, 

Tl;c virgin follows, with enchanted step, 

The Aazes of son^ wild and wondrous tale, 
From morn to ev^ unmindful of her form, ( 
Uiimiij^ful fir the happy dress that stole 
•Tl.e wishes of tl e youtii, when every maid 
• With envy pin’d. Hence, finally, by night 
*1 liG village matron riuiid ti e blazing hearth 
impends tl.e infant audience with her tales, 
Licatliing astonishment! of witching rhymes, 
And evil spisits;, of the death-bed rail 
Of him who robb'd the widow, and devour’d 
'The orphao's portion; of unquiet souls, 


Risen from the grave to ease the heavy guilt 
Of deeds in life conceal'd ; of chnpes that walk 
At dead of night, and clank their chains, and 
wave 

The torch of hell around the murderer's bed. 
At every solemn pame, the crowd lecoil, 
Gazing on each other ipeechless, aj>d con* 
geal'd 

With shivering sighs; till, eager for the event, 
Around the Leldain all erect they hang, 

Each trembling heart with grateful terrors 
quell'd. 

Mind, Mind alone (bear witness, earth and 
heaven!) 

The living fountains in itself contains 
Of beauteous and sublime : here band in hand 
tilt paramount the graces; here enthron’d, 
Celestial Venus, with divinest airs. 

Invites the soul to never-fading joy. 

Look then abroad through nature, to the range 
Of planets, suns, and adamantine spheres 
Wheeling unshaken through the void im¬ 
mense ; 

.And speak, O Aali' dees this capacious scene 
M ith half that kindling majesty dilate 
'1 l>y strong coi.r< ptioii, i!'^ wl en Lrutus rise 
lici'ulgerit frr.in ti e stroke of Casar's fate, 
Amid the crowd of patriots; and his arm 
Aloft extending, like eternal Jove [aloud 
Wl on guilt brings down the thunder, call’d 
On 'I'ully’s name, and shook his crimson steel, 
And bade the father of his country hail! 

For lo ! the tyrant prostrate on the dust. 

And Rome again is free ! 

Genius of ancient Greece! whose faithful 
steps 

AVcll pleas d I follow through the sacred paths 
Of nature and of science; nurse divine 
Of all heroic deeds and fair desires! 

O I let the bre.ath of thy extended praise 
Inspire my kindling bosom to the height 
Of this un temper'd theme. Nor be my 
thoughts 

Presumptuous counted, 'if, am'id the calm 
That soothes this vernal evening into sniilei, 

I steal impatient from the sordid haunts 
Of strife and low ambition, to attend 
7'hy Barred presence in the sylvan shade, 
l)y their malignant footsteps ne’er profan’d. 
Descend, propitious ! to my favor'd eye; 
tiiich in thy mien, thy warm, exalted air, 

Aa when the Persian tyrant, foil’d ai d slung 
With shame and desperation, gnash'd his teeth 
I'J'o see thee rend the pageants of his throne; 
And at the lightning of thy lifted tpear 
Croudfl’# like a slave. Ering all thy martial 
spoils, 

Thy palms, thy laurels, thy triumphant songs, 
1 hy smiling band of arts, thy gcdlike-sires 
Of civil witdcro, thy heroic yculh 
Warm from the schools of glory. Guide my 
way [treats 

Through fair Lyceum’s walk, the green re*. 
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Of Aeademaa, and the thjmy vale. 

Where oft, enchanted with Socratie aoanda, 
Biania pure devolv'd hii tuneful stream 
In gentle mannurs. From the blooming store 
Of these auspicious fields, may I unblam'd 
Transplant some living blossoms to adorn 
My native clime: while, far above the flight 
Of Fancy’s plume aspiring, I unlock 
The springs of ancicut wisdom; while I join 
Thy name, thrice honor’d! with the immortal 
praise 

Of Nature; while to my compatriot youth 
I point the high example of thy sons. 

And tune to Attic themes the British lyre. 

When shall the laurel and the vocal string 
Resume their honors 7 When shall we be¬ 
hold 

The tuneful tongue, the Promethean hand, 
Aspire to ancient praise 7 Alas ! how faint. 
How alow, the dawn of beauty and of truth 
Breaks the reluctant shades of Gothic night 
Which yet involve the nations! Long they 
groan’d 

Beneath the furies of rapacious fores*; 

Oft as the gloomy north, wit}> i^on swarms 
Tempestuous pouring from her frozen caves. 
Blasted the Italian shore, and swept the works 
Of liberty and wisdom down the gulf 
Of all*devouring night. As long immur'd 
In noon-tide darkness by the glimmering lamp. 
Each Muse and each fair science pin’d away 
The sordid hours: while foul barbarian hands 
Their mysteries profan’d, unstrung the lyre, 
And chain’d the soaring pinion down to earth. 
At last the Muses rose, and spurn’d their bonds. 
And, wildly warbling, scatter'd, as they fiew. 
Their blooming wreaths from fair Valclusa's 
bowers 

To Arno’s myrtle border and the shore 
Of soft Parthenope. But still the rage 
Of dire ambition and gigantic power. 

From public aims and from the busy walk 
Of civil commerce, drove the bolder train 
Of penetrating science to the cells, 

Wlwre studious ease consumes the silent hour 
In shadowy searches and unfruitful care. 
Thusfirom their guardians torn, the tender arts 
-Of mimic fancy and harmonious joy. 

To priestly domination and the lust 
■Of lawless courts, their amiable toil * 

For three inglorious ages have resign’d, 

In vain reluctant: and Torquato’s tongue 
Was tun’d for slavish psans at the throne 
Of tinsel pomp: and Raphael’s magic band 
Efflis’d its fair creation to enchant 
The fond adoring herd in Latian fuies 
To blind belief} while on their prostrate 
necks , < 

The sable tyrant plants his heel secure. 

But now, behold I the radiant era dawns, i 
When ft^om’s ample fabric, fixed at length | 
For endlesa years on Albion’s happy shore 
In full proportion, once more shall extend 
To all the kindred powers of social bliss 
A eopiiDon mansion, a parental roof. 
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There shall the virtues, there shall wisdom’s 
train. 

Their long-lost friends rejoicing, as of old. 
Embrace the smiling family of arts. 

The Muses and the Graces. Then no more 
Shall vice, distracting their delicious gifts 
To aims ahhorr'd, with high distaste and scorn 
Turn from their charms the philosophic eye. 
The patriot-bosom; then no more the paths 
Of public care or intellectual toil, 

Alone by footsteps haughty and severe 
In gloomy state be trod, the harmonious 
Muse 

And her persuasive sisters then shall plant 
Their sheltering laurels o'er the black ascent. 
And scatter flowers along the rugged way. 
Arm’d with the lyre, already have we dar’d 
To pierce divine philosophy’s retreats, 

And teach tlie Muse her lore; already strov» 
Their long-divided honors to unite. 

While tempering this deep argument 4^ sang 
Of truth and beauty. Now the same glad 
task 

Impends; now urging our ambitious toil 
We hasten to recount the various springs 
Of adventitious pleasure, which adjoin 
Their grateful influence to the prime effect 
Of objects grand and beauteous to enlarge 
The complicated joy. The sweets of sense, 
Do they not oft with kind accession flow. 

To raise harmonious fancy’s native charm 7 
So Willie we taste the fragrance of the rose. 
Glows not her blush the fairer 7 While we 
view 

Amid the noontide walk a limpid rill 
Gush through the trickling herbage, to the 
thirst 

Of summer yielding the delicious draught 
Of cool refreshment; o'er the mossy brink 
Shines not the surface clearer, and the waves 
With sweeter music murmur as they flow 7 
Nor this alone; the various lot of life 
Oft from external circumstance assumes 
A moment’s disposition to rejoice 
In those delights, which at a difierent hour 
Would pass unhqpded. Fair the face of spring. 
When rural songs and odors wake the morn, 
|To every eye; but how much more to his 
Round whom the bed of sickness long diffus’d 
Its melancholy gloom ! how doubly fair. 

When first with fresh-born vigor he inhales 
The b.almy breeze, and feels the blessed sun 
Warm at his bosom, from the springs of life 
Chasing oppressive damps and languid pain! 

Or shall I mention, where celestial trut^ 
Her awful light discloses, to ttestow 
K more majestic pomp on beauty’s Foime 7 
For man loves knowl^ge, and the beafts of 
truth 

More welcome touch his understanding’s eye, 
Than all the blandishments of sound his ear, 
I'han all of taste his tongue. Nor ever yet 
The melting rainbow’s vernal-tinetyr'd hues 
To me have shone so pleasing, as when first 
The hand of science pointed out the path 
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In wbieb the imi'beuu gleamiag fhan the Tnteneely poia’d, tiid|MliilMI»iaew 
west By that collision all the fine machine: 

fall on the ynterj cloud, whose darkstaae Else rust would riee, and- fbidnese, by degreoB' 
veil Encumbering^ choke at hut what heaven de« 

Involves the orient; and that trickling shower sign’d , 

Piercing through every crystalline convet For ceaseless motion and a round of toil. 

Of. clustering dew-drops to their flight op- —But say, does every passion thus to mao 
poB d. Administer delight 1 That name indeed 

Recdll at length where concave all behind, Becomes the rosy breath of love; becomes 
The internal surface on each glassy orb The radiant smilel of joy, the appdauding band 

Repels their forward passage into air; Of admiration : but bitter shower 

*That thence direct they seek the radiant goal That sorrow sheds upon a brother’s grave. 
From which their course began; and, as they But the dumb palsy of nocturnal fear, 

. strike Or those consuming fires that gnaw the heart 

* In different lines the gaser's obvious eye, Of panting indignation, find we there 

Assume .a difierent lustre, through the biWe To move delight ?—Then listen while my 
Of colors changing from the splendid rose tongue 

To the pale violet’s dejected hue. The unalter'd will of heaven with faithful awe 

Or shall we touch that kind access of joy, Reveals} what old Hannodius wont to teach 
That springs to each fair object, while wc My early age; Hannodius, who had weigh'd 
trace Within his learned mind whate’er the schools 

Through all its fabric, wisdom’s artful aim Of wisdom, or thy lonely-whispering voice. 
Disposing every pan, and gaining still O faithful nature! dictate of the laws 

. By means proportion’d her benignant end Y Which gdtern and BUfqmrt this mighty frame 
fjpeak, ye, the pure delight, whose favor’d Of universal beingi Oft the hours 

steps From morn to eve have stol'n unmark’d away. 

The lamp of science through the jealous maze While mute attention hung upon bis lips. 

Of nature guides, when haply you reveal As thus the sage liis awful tale began. 

Her secret honors: whether in the sky, ........ 

'J'he beauteous laws of light, the central pow- When sunshine fills the bed. Awhile I 

* ers [ye^r; stood 

That wheel the pensile planets round the Perplei’d and giddy ; till the radiant power 
Whether in wonders of the rolling deep, W'ho bade the visionary landscape rise. 

Or the rich fruits of all-sustaining earth, As up to him I turn’d with gentlest looks 

Or fine-adjusted springs of life and sense, Preventing my inquiry, thus began : 

Ve scan the counsels of their author’s hand. T'here let thy soul acknowledge its complaint 
What, w'hen to raise the meditated scene, How blind 1 how impious! There behold 
The flame of passion through the struggling the ways 

soul Of Heaven’s eternal destiny to man. 

Deep-kindled, shows across that sudden blaze For ever just, benevolent, and wise : 

The object of its rapture, vast of size, That virtue’s awful steps, howe’er pursued 

With fiercer colors and a night of shade ? By vexing fortune and intrusive pain, 

What Y like a storm from their capacious bed Should never be divided from her chaste. 

The sounding seas o'erwhelming, when the Her fair attendant, fdeasure. Keed 1 urge 

might Thy tardy thought through all the various 

Of these eruptions, working friwn the depth round 

Of man’s strong apprehension, shakes his Of this ezistence, that thy softening sonl 
frame At length may learn what energy the hand 

Ev’n to the base; from every naked sense Of virtue mingles in the bitter tide 

Of pain or pleasure dissipating all Of passion swelling with distress and pain. 

Opinion's ieebie coverings, and the veil To mitigate the shi^ with gracious drop* 

Spun from the cobweb fashion of the times Of cordial pleasure Y Ask th^e faithful youth. 
To bide the feeling heart ? Then nature speaks Why the cold urn of her whom long he lov'd 
Her genuine language, and the words of men, So often fills his arms; so often draws 
Big with the very motion of their souls. His lonefy footsteps at the silent hour 
Declare with whaf accumulated force |^o pay. the mournful tribute of his team Y 

The in^tuBus nerve of passion urges on O! he will tell thee, that the wealth of worlds 

The nnive weight and energy of things. Shoul^OB’er seduce his bosom to forego 
Yet more; her honors where no beauty That sacred hour, when stealing from the 
claims, noise 

Nor shows of good the thitsty sense allure, Of care and etivy, sweet remembrance eoodiee 
From paseion’e power alone our nature holde - With virtue's kindest looks hie aching breast. 
Essential pleasure. Paaaion^a fierce illapee- And turns Us tears to rsptnre.—Ask the 
Rouses the mind’s whole fabric; with supyiliea crowd 

A>f daily impulse keeps the elastic powers Which flies impetient firom the village walk 





To climb tho neighboring cliSh, when far be* 
low 

The cruel windii have hurl'd upon the const 
Some helpleu b.irk; while sacred pity melts 
Tiie general eye, or terror's icy Land 
S II te^ tl eir distorted limbs and horrent hair; 
While every mother clober to her breist 
Calciies her child, and pointing where the 
waves [aloud. 

Foam through the shatter'd vessel, shrieks 
Aa one poor ^wretch that spreads his piteous 
arms 

For succor, swallow'd by the roaring surge, 

As now another, dash’d against the rock, 
Drops lifeless down : O ! deemest thou indeed 
No kind endearment here by nature given 
To mutual terror and coinpissioii’s tears ? 

No sweetly melting soilness which attracts. 
O'er all that edge of pain, the social powers 
To this their proper action and their end 1 
—Ask thy own heart; when at the midnight 
hour, [eye 

Sloiy through that studious gloom thy pausing 
Led by the glimmering taper moves m-ouiid 
The sacred volumes of the do 41, the songs 
Of Grecian bards, and records writ by fame 
Of Grecian heroes, ifhoro the present power 
Ofhe-ivea and earth surveys the immortal page, 
Even as a father blessing, while he rends 
The praises of his son. If then thy soul. 
Spurning the yoke of these inglorious days, 
Mix in their deeds and kindle with their Hamc; 
Say, when the prospect blackens on thy view, 
When rooted from the base, heroic states 
Mourn in the dust, and tremble at tlie frown 
Of curst ambition ; when the pious band 
Of youths, who fought for freedom and their 
sires. 

Lie side by side in gore; when ruffian pride 
Usurps the throne of justice, turns the pomp 
Of public power, the majesty of rule, 

The sword, the laurel, and the purple robe. 

To slavish empty pageants, to adorn 
A tyrant's walk, and glitter in the eyes 
Of such as bow tho knee : when hondr’d urns | 
Of patriots and of chiefs, the awful bust { 
And stoned arch, to glut the coward age 
Of regal envy, strew the public way 
With hallow’d ruins; when the Muse’s haimt, 
The marble porch where wisdom wont to tmk 
With Socrat^ or Tully. hears no more, 

Save the hoarse jargon of contentious monks. 
Or female auperatitiou’s midnight prayer; 
When ruthless rapine from the hand of time 
Tears the destroying scythe, with surer blow 
To sweep the works of glory from their base; 
Till desolation u er the grass-grown street 
Expands his raven wings, and up the vSUK, 
Where senates once the price of monarchs 
doom'd. 

Hisses the gliding snake through hoary weeds 
That claqi the mouldering coluinn; thus de- 
fked. 

Thus widely monrnful when the prospect thrills 
Thy beating besom, when the patriot's tear 


Starts from thine eye, and thy extended arm 
In fancy hurls the thunderbolt of Jove, 

To fire the impious wreath on Philip’s brow, • 
Ordish Octavius from the tropliied car; 

Say, dues thy secret soul repine to taste 
The big distress 7 or wouldst thou then ex¬ 
change 

Those heart-ennobling sorrows for the lot 
Of him who sits amid the gaudy herd 
Of mute barbarians bending to his nod, 

And bears aloft his gold-invested front, , 

And says within himself, “ I am a king. 

And wherefore should the clamorous voice of 
woe • 

Intrude upon mine ear?—” The baleful dregs 
Of these late ages, this inglorious draught 
Of servitude and Iblly, hare not yet, 
iilest be the eternal ruler of the world! 

Defil’d to such a depth of sordid shame 
The native honors of the human soul. 

Nor so effac'd the image of its sire. 9 

What wonder therefore, since the endearing 
tics 

Of passion link the universal kind 
Of m.in so close, what wonder if to search 
I'liis common nature through tl.e various 
clnngo 

Of ir<, .ii.d age, and fortune, and tl.e fiame 
Of e.icii peculiar, draw tlie busy mind 
With uniesibted charms . the ipicious west, 
.iiid all tl.e teeiiiiiig regions of ilic south, 

Hold not a quarry, to the curious liight 
Of knowledge, half so tciiipting or so fitir. 

As man to man. Nor only wl.ere the smiles 
Of love invite ; nor only wheie the applause 
Of cordial honor turns the attentive eyc 
On virtue's graceful deeds. For since the 
course 

Of things external acts in different ways 
On human apprehensions, as the band 
Of nature temper'd to a different frame 
Peculiar minds; so hnply where the powers 
Of fancy neither lessen nor enlarge 
The images of things, but paint in all 
Their genuine hues, the features which they 
wore * 

In nature; there opinion will be true, 

And action right. For action treads the path 
111 which opinion says he follows good. 

Or flies from evil; and opinion gives 
Report of good or evil, as the scene 
Was drawn by fancy, lovely or deform'd; 

Thus her report can never there be true, 

Where fancy cheats the intellectual eye 
With glaring colors and distilled lines. * 

Is there a man, who at the sound of death 
Sees ghastly shapes of terror conjut^ up^ 

And black before him; nought but death-bed 
groans [brink 

And fearful prayers, and plunging from the 
Of light and being, down the gloomy air 
An unknown depth 7 Alas ! in Such a mind, 

If no bright forms of excellence attend 
The image of hie country; nor the pomp 
Of sacred senates, nor the guardian voice 
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Of jt^tice on her throne, nor aught that 
wakea 

The conscious bosom with a patriot’s flame; 
Will not opinion tell him, that to die, 

Or stand the hazard, is a greater ill 
Than to betray his country 7 And in act 
Wvll ho not cbno^e to be a i\ retch and live 7 
Here vice begins then. From the enchantiiig 
• cup 

Which fancy holds to all, the unwary thirst 
Of youth oil swallows a Circeaii draught, 
*l'hat sheds a baleful tinctuie o'or the eye 
Of reason, till no longer he discerns, 

An4 only guides to err, ’I'l.en revel forth 
A fuROus band that spurns him from the 
throne! 

And all is uproar. Thus ambition grasps 
1 'he empire of the soul. thus pile revenge 
Onsheaths her murderous dagger} and the 
liands 

Of lust and rapine, with unholy arts, 

Watch to o’erturn the barrier of the laws 
That keeps tliein from their prey: thus all the 
plagues 

The wicked bear, or o'er the trembling scene 
I'he tragic Muse discloses, under shafies 
Of honor, safety, pleasure, ease, or pomp. 
Stole lirst into the iiiind. Yet not by all 
'J'bose lying forms whicli fancy in tl-e brain 
Liige..ders, aie tJic kindJiiig pi.ssio.js driven 
To guilty deeds; nor re.isou bound in chains, 
That vice alone may lo/d it: olt adorn'd 
With solemn pageants, folly mounts the throne, 
And plays her idiot antics, like a queen. 

A thousand garbs she wears; a thousand ways 
She wheels i.er giddy empire.—Lo! t,ius far 
Wiih bold adventure, to the Mantuan lyre 
1 sing of nature’s charms, and touch well 
pleas’d 

A stricter note : now haply must my song 
Unbend her serious measure, and reveal 
In lighter strains how folly’s awkward arts 
Excite impetuous laughter's gay rebuke; 

The sportive province of the comic Muse. 

See: in what crowds the uncouth forms ad¬ 
vance : , 

Each would outstrip the other, each prevent 
Our careful search, and offer to your gaze 
Uiiask'd his motley features. Wait awhile. 
My curious friends! and let us first arrange 
In proper order your promiscuous throng. 

Lehold the foremost band of slender thought, 
And easy faith ; whom flattering fancy soothes 
With lying spectres, in themselves to view 
Illustrious forms of excellence and good, 

I'hat scorn the mdhBion. With exulting hearts 
They spreoA tlieir spurious treasures to the 
Mn, [glance 

And bid the world admire! but chief the 
Of wishful envy draws tneir joy-bright eyes, 
And lifts with self-applause each lordly brow. 
In numbers boundless as the blooms of spring, 
Behold their j^laring idols, eihpty shades 
By fancy gilded o'er, and then set up 
adoration. Some in learning’s garb, 


With formal hand, and eaUe-einetur’d gown, 
And rags of mouldy volumes. Some elate 
With martial splendor, steely pikes and swords' 
Of costly frame, and gay Phoenician roLes 
Inwrouglit with flowery gold, assume the port 
Of stately valor: listening by liis side 
There stands a female form; to her, with looks 
Of earnest import, piegnant with amaze. 

He talks of deadly deeds, of breaches, storms. 
And sulphureous mines, and ambush : then at 
once 

Breaks off, and smiles to see her look so pale, 
And asks some wondering question of her 
fears. 

Others of graver mien; behold, adorn’d 
'With holy ensigns, how sublime they move, 
And Lending oft their sanctimonious eyes 
Take homage of the simple-minded throng; 
Ambassadors of Heaven ! Nor much unlike 
Is he whose visage, in the lazy mist 
That mantles every feature, hides a brood 
Of politic conceits; of whispers, nods, 

And hints deep omen’d with unwieldy schemes, 
Vnd dark portents of state. Ten thousand 
more, • • 

Prodigious habits and tumultuous tongues, 
Pour d.LuntleB8 in, and swell the boastful band. 

'J'hcii comes the second order, all w ho seek 
Tlse debt of praise, wlieie watchful unbelief 
Darts through the thin pretence her squinting 
eye 

On some retir’d appearance, which belies 
The boasted virtue, or annuls the applause 
That justice else would pay. Here side by 
side 

1 sec two leaders of the solemn train 
Approaching: one a female old and gray. 
With eyes demure, and wtiukle-furrow'd 
brow, 

Pale as the cheeks of death ; yet still she stunt 
The sickening audience with a nauseous tale} 
How many youths her myrtle-chains have 
worn. 

How many virgins at her triumphs pin’d 1 
Yet bow resolv'd she guards her cautious 
heart} 

Such is her terror at the riaks of love, 

And man’s seducing tongue! The other seems 
A bearded sage, ungentle in his mien, 

And sordid all his habit: peevish want 
Grins at his heels, while down the gaxing 
throng 

He stalks, resounding in magnific phrase 
I'he vanity of riches, the contempt 
Of pomp and power. Do prudent in your zeal, 

I Ye grave associates! let the silent grace , 

I Of her who blushes at the fund regard 
Her chargis inspire, more eloquent unfold 
The praise of spotless honor : let the man 
Whose eye regards not his illustrious pomp 
And ample store, but as indulgent streamz 
To cheer the barren soil and spread the fmita 
Of joy, let him by juster measures fix 
The price of riches and the end of power. 
Another tribe aucoeeds j deluded! ong 
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Bjr'fkacjr'i dsStling optiot, thsss behold 
The iina{ei of aoine peonliw things 
With brighter hues resplendent, end phrtray'd 
With features nobler far than e'er adorn’d 
Their genuine objects. Hence the fever d 
heart 

Pants with delirious hope for tinsel charms; 
Hence oft obtrusive on the eye of scorn, 
Uiitimeiy seal her witless pride betrays, 

And serious manhood from the towering aim 
Of wisd >m stoops to emulate the boast 
Of childisli toil. Behold yon mystic form, 
Bedeck’d with feathers, insects, weeds, and 
shells! 

Not with intenser view the Samian sage 
Bent his fist eye on heaven’s intenser fires. 
When first the order of that radiant scene 
Swell'd his exulting thought, than this sur¬ 
veys 

A muckworm’s entrails, or a spider's fang. 
Next him a youth, with flowers and myrtles 
crown'd, 

Attends that virgin form, and blushing kneels, 
With fondest gesture and a supplianPs tongue. 
To win her coy regard : adiauf for him, 

Tlie dull engagements of the bustling world! 
Adieu the sick impertinence of praise ! 

And hope, and action! for with her alone, 

, By streams and shades, to steal these sighing 
hours. 

Is all he asks, and all that fate can give! 

Thee too, facetious Momion, wandering here, 
Thee, dreaded censor, oft have I beheld 
Bewilder d unawares: alas ! too long 
Flush’d with thy comic triumphs and the spoils 
Of sly derision ! till on every side 
Hurling thy random bolts, offended truth 
Aasign d thee fiere thy station with the slaves 
Of folly. Thy once formidable name 
Shall grace her humble records, and be heard 
In scoffs and mockery bandied from the lips 
Of all the vengeful brotherhood around. 

So oft the patient victims of thy scorn. 

But now, ye gay ! to whom indulgent fate, 
Of all the Muse’s empire hath assign’d 
The fields of folly, hither each advance 
Your sickles; here the teeming soil affords 
Its richest growth. A favorite brood appears; 
In whom the demon, with a mother’s joi^ 
Views all her charms reflected, all her ^res 
At full repay’d. Ye most illustrious band ! 
Who, scorning reason’s tame, pedantic rules, 
And order's vulgar bondage, never meant 
For souls sublime as yours, with generous zeal 
Pay vice the reverence virtue long usurp’d; 
And yield deformity the fond applause 
Which beauty wont to claim; forgive my 
song, «• 

That for the blushing diffidence of youth, 

It shuns tKe unequal province of yoar praise. 

Thus far triumphant in the pleasing guile 
(V bland imagination, folly's train 
Havedor’d o«r search: but how adastard kind 
Advance rdnetant, and with ikltering feet 
Shrink from the gaxer’s eye ; enfeebled hearts 


faool n. 

Whom fancy chills with visionaiy fiwu . 

Or bends to servile tameness with conceits 
Of shame, of evil, or of base defhet. 

Fantastic and delusive. Here the riave 
Who droops abash’d when sullen pomp sur¬ 
veys 

His humbler habit; here the trembling wretch. 
Unnerv’d and struck with terror's icy bolts, 
Spent in weak wailings, drown’d in shameful 
tears. 

At every dream of danger; here subdued 
By frontless Laughter and the haughty scorn 
Of old, unfeeling vice, the abject soul. 

Who blushing half resigns the candid praise 
Of temperance and honor; half disowns 
A freeman’s hatred of tyrannic pride; 

And hears with sickly smiles the venal mouth 
With foulest license mock the patriot’s name. 
Last of the motley bands on whom the 
power 

Of gay derision bends her hostile aim, % 

Is that where shanieful ignorance presides. 
Beneath her sordid banners, lo! they march, 
Like blind and lame. Whate’er their doubt¬ 
ful hands 

Attempt, confusion straight appears behind, 
And troubles all the work. Through many a 
mize, 

Perplex'd they struggle, changing every path, 
O'erturning every purpose; then at lost 
Sit down dismay’d, and leave the entangled 
scene [abode 

For scorn to sport with. Such thep is the 
Of fully in the mind; and such the shapes 
In which she governs her obsequious train. 

I'iirough every scene of ridicule in things 
To lead the tenor of my devious lay ; 

Through every swift occasion, which the hand 
Of laughter points at, when the mirthful sting 
Distends her sallying nerves and chokes her 
tongue; 

What were it but to count each crystal drop 
Which morning’s dewy fingers on the blooms 
Of May distil 7 Suffice it to have said, 
Where'er the power of ridicule displays 
Her quaint-ey’d visage, some incongruous 
form, 

Some stubborn dissonance of things combin’d. 
Strikes on the quick observer: whether pomp, 
Or praise, or beauty, mix their partial claim. 
Where sordid fashions, where ignoble deeds, 
Whore foul deformity, are wont to dwell; 

Or whether these with violation loath’d. 
Invade respleadent pomp’s imperious mien. 
The charms of beailty, or the boast of praise. 

Ask we for what fair end Hie Almighty Sire 
In mortal bosoms wakes this gay c..ntempt, 
These grateful stings of laughter, from aisgust 
Educing pleasure 7 Wherefore but to aid 
The tai^y steps of reason, and at once 
By this prompt impulse urge us to depress 
The giddy aims of folly 7 Though the light 
Of truth, slow dawning on t|e inquiring 
mindf 

At length unfolds, through many a snbtle tie^ 
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Howthqw nnconth disorders end at last 
In public e?il! yet benignant Heaven, 
*ConKiou8 how dim the dawn of truth ap¬ 
pears 

To thousands: conscious what a scanty pause 
From labora and from care, the wider lot 
or humble life afibrds for studious thought 
To fcan the maze of nature; therefore stamp’d 
The glaring scenes with characters of scorn. 
As broad, as obvious, to the passing clown. 

As to the letter’d sage’s curious eye. 

Such are the various aspects of the mind— 
Some heavenly genius whose unclouded 
* , thoughts 

Atthin that secret harmony which blends 
The ethereal spirit with its mould of clay; 

O! teach me to reveal the grateful charm 
That searchless nature o’er the sense of man 
Diffuses, to behold, in lifeless things, 

The ineipressive semblance of himself. 

Of thought and passion. Mark the sable 
woods [brow j 

That shade sublime yon mountain’s nodding 
With what religious awe the solemn scene 
Commands your steps! as if the reverend 
Of Minus or of Nuroa should forsake [form 
The Elysian seats, and down the embowering 
glade [pause 

MofC to your pausing eye! Behold the ex- 
Of yon gay landscape, where the silver clouds 
, Flit o’er the heavens before the sprightly 
breeze : [S""; 

Now their gray cincture skirts the doubtful | 
Now streams of splendor, through their open-' 
ing veil 

Effulgent, sweep from off the gilded lawn 
The aereal shadows; on the curling brook, 
And on the shady margin’s quivering leaves 
With quickest lustre glancing; while you 
view 

The prospect, say, within your cheerful breast 
Phys not the lively sense of winning mirth 
With clouds and sunshine chequer'd, while 
the round 

Of social converse, to the inspiring tongue 
Of some gay nymph amid her%ubjcct train, 
Moveq all obsequious T Whence is this effect. 
T his kindred power of such discordant things 1 
Or flows their semblance from that mystic 
tone [powers 

To which the new-born mbid’s harmonious 
At first were strung 1 Or rather from the 
links 

Which artful custom twines around her firame 1 


And each his former station stnugbt msmiws: 
One movement governs the consenting throng. 
And all at once with rosy pleasure shine. 

Or all are sadden’d with the glooms of care. 

’T was thus, if ancient fame the truth unfold, 
Two faithful needles, from the iaforming 
touch 

Of the same parent-stone, together drew 
Its mystic virtue, and at first conspir'd 
With fatal impulse quivering to the pole : 
Then, though disjoin’d by kingdoms, though 
the main [stars 

Roll’d its broad surge betwixt, and different 
Beheld their wakeful motions, yet preserv’d 
The former friendship, and remember’d atill 
The alliance of their birth; whate'er the line 
Which once possess’d, nor pause, nor quiet 
knew 

The sure associate, ere with trembling speed 
He found its path, and fix’d unerring there. 
Such is the secret union, when we feel 
A song, a flower, a name, at once restore 
I'hose logg connected scenes where first they 
mov'd [walks 

The attention fblckward through her mazy 
Guiding the wanton fanc^ to her scope, 

To temples, courts, or nelds; with all the 
band 

Of painted forms, of passions, and designs 
Attendant: whence, if pleasing in itself. 

The prospect from that sweet accession gains 
Redouble influence o’er the listening mind, 
By these mysterious ties the busy power 
or memory her ideal train preserves 
Entire; or when they would elude her watch, 
Keclairns their fleeting footsteps from the 
waste 

Of dark oblivion; thus collecting all 
The various forms of being to present, 

Before the curious aim of mimic art, 

'J'lieir largest choice. like spring's unfolded 
blooms 

Exhaling sweetness, that the skilful bee 
May taste at will, from their selected spmls. 
To work her dulcet food. For not the ex¬ 
panse 

Of living lakes in summer's noon-tide calm, 
Reflects the bordering shade, and sun-bright 
heavens, 

With fairer semblance; not the sculptur’d gold 
More faithful keeps the graver’s lively trace, 
Than he whose birth the sister powers of art 
Propitious view d, and from his genial star 
Shed influence to the seeds of fancy kind; 


Than hia attemper’d bosom roust preserve 
'I'he seal of nature. There alone uuchang’d, 
Her form fem.ain8. The balmy walks of May 
Tber^P^eatl.e perennial sweets; the trembling 

Have drawn her frequent eye; howe'er dis- chord 

tinct Resounds for ever in the abstracted e*r. 

The external scenes, yet oft Ihe ideas gain Melodious: and the virgin’s radiant eye, 

From that conjunction an eternal tie, Superior to disease, to grief, and tune. 

And sympazhy unbroken. Let the mind Shines with unbating lustre. TbusatleOftb 
RecaJ one partner of the various league, Endow’d with all that nature can bestow, 
Immediatefle! the firm conlMeratea rise. The chil^ of &ncy eft in eUence bsnfle 


For when the jjifferent images of things, 

By chance combin’d, have struck the attentive^ 

With deeper impulse, or, connected long, 
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OV thoM mix'd treatures of bU pregnant I The radiant visage; Persia stands at gaxe, 
breut, [solves. Appili'd; and on the brink of Ganges doubt! 

With conscious pride. From them he oft re-'The snowy vested seer, in Mitbra’s name, 

'To frame he knows not what excelling things; To which the fragrance of the south shall 
And win he knows not what sublime reward burn, 

Of praise and wonder. By degrees, the mind To which his warbled orisons ascend. . 

Fuels her young nerves dilate : the plastic pow- Such various bliss the weli-tun'd heart ea» 

. joys, [did cares, 

Labor for action : blind emotions heave Favor’d of Heaven! while, plung'd in sor* 

His bosom, and with loveliest phrensy caught, The unfeeling vulgar mi.eks the boon divine : 
From earth to heaven he rolls his daring And harsh austerity, from whose rebuke 

cyS) [shapes, Young love and smiliiijg wonder shrink away 

From heaven to earth. Anon ten thousand Abash’d and chill of heart, with sager frowns 
Like spectres trooping to the wizard's call, Condemns the fair enchantment. On my 
Flit swift before him. From the womb of| strain. 

e^irth, [heavens Perhaps even now, some cold fastidious judge 

From ocean's bed they come ; the eternal Cjists a diBdainful eye; and calls my toil, 
Disclose their splendors, and the dark .abyss And calls the love and be.iiily which I sing, 
Pours but her births unknown. With fixed The dream of folly. Thou, grave censorsay, 
gase [pares Is beauty then a dream, because the g^ms 

He marks the rising phantoms. Now com- Of dullness hang too heavy on thy sense. 

Their diTerent forms; now blends them j now ’I’o let »er shine upon thee ? So the man 

divides, Wliose eye ne'er open’d on the light of hea- 

' Enlarges, and extcnu.ates, bv t^prns; ven, [tells 

Opposes, ringes in fantastic bands, Might smile with scorn while raptur’d vision 

And infinitely varieip Hither now, Oflhe gay color’d radiance flushing bright 

Now thither fluctuates his inconstant aim, O'er all creation. From the wise be far 
With endless choice perplex’d. At length bis Such gross unhallow'd pride j nor needs my 
plan Bong 

Begins to open. Lucid order dawns; Descend so low; but rather now unfold, 

And os firom Chaos old the jarring seeds If human thought could reach, or words un-^ 
Of natura at the voice divine repair'd jjy what mysterious fabric of the mind [fold 

Each to its place, till rosy earth unveil'd The deep-felt joys and harmony of sound 
Her fragrant bosom, and the joyful sun Result from airy motion; and from sliape 

Sprung up the blue serene; by swift degrees The lovely phantoms of sublime and fair. 

Thus disentangled, his entire design By what line ties hath God connected things 

Emerge. Colors mingle, features join; When present in the mind, which in them- 

And lines converge -. the fiiinter parts retire ; selves 

The fairer eminent in light advance; Have no connc.\ion ? ,Sure the rising sun 

And every imago on i’s neighbor smiles. O’er the cerulean convex of the sea, 

Awhile ho stands, and with a father's joy With equal brightness and with equal warmth 

Contemplates. Then with Promcth6an art. Might roll his fiery orb; nor yet the soul 
Into its proper vehicle he breathes Thus feel her frame expanded, and her pow- 

The fair conception; which, embodied thus. Exulting in the splendor she lieliolds, [era 
And permanent, becomes to eyes or ears Like a young conqueror moving through the 

An object ascertain'd ; while thus inform'd, pomp 

The various organs of his mimic skill, Of some triumphal day. When join’d at eve, 

The consoaance of sounds, the featur'd rock, Soft-murmuring streams and gales of gentlest 

The shadowy picture and impassion'd veose, breath 

Beyond their proper powers attract tlio soul Melodious Philomela’s wakeful strain 

By that expressive semblance, while in sight .Attemper, could not man’s discerning ear 

Of Nature’s great original we scan Through all its tones the sympathy pursue; 

The lively child of art; while line by line, Nor yet this breath divine of nameless joy 
And feature after feature we relbr ' Steal through his veins, and fan the awaken’d 

To that sublime e.xemplar w'hence it stole heart, 

Those animating charms. Thus beauty's palm Mild as the breeze, yet r.apturoa8 asi the song. 
Betwiit them wavering hangs : apj^lq^iding. lint were not nature still endow’d at IMge 
love [pires With all which life requires, though unadorn’d 

Doubts where to choose; and mortal man as- With such enchantment T Wherefore then 
To tempt creative praise. As when a cloud her form 

Of gathering hail, with limpid crusts of ice So exquisitely fair T her braath perfbm'd 

Enclos’d and obvious to the beaming sun, With such ethereal sweetness 1 xghence her 

Collects his large effulgence; straight the voice 

Heavens Inform’d at will to raise or to depress [light 

With et^oal flames present on either hand _ The impassion'd soul tend whence the robes of ^ 
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Wliich thus invest her with more lovely pomp Sweet refreshment waits the flock 
Than fancy can describe 1 Whence but from When 'tis suh-drove from the biUi. 
thee. 


O source divine of ever-flowing love, 

And thy unmeasur’d goodness ? Not content 
With every food of life to nourish man, 

By kind illusions of the wondering sense 
Thou makst ail nature beauty to his eye. 

Or ftiusic to his ear: well pleas’d he scans 
The goodly prospect; and with inward smiles 
Treiids the gay verdure of the painted plain; 
Beholds the azure canopy of heaven, 

And living lamps th.at over-arch his head 
With more than regal splendor; bends his ears 
To fie full choir of water, air, and earth ; 

Nor l.ejads the pleasing error of his thought, 
Nor doubts the painted green or azure arch. 
Nor questions more the music’s mingling 
sounds 

Than spice, or motion, or eternal time; 

S»» sweet be feels’ their influence to attract 
’I'iie fixed soul; to brighten the dull glooms 
Of care, and make the destin’d road of life 
Delightful to his feet. So fables tell, 

The adveat’rous hero, bound on hard exploits, 
Beholds with glad surprise, by secret spells 
Of some kind sage, the patron of bis toils. 

A visionary pamdise disclos'd [shades 

Amid the dubious wild: with streams and 
And airy songs, the enchanted landscape 
> smiles. 

Cheers his long labors and renews his frame. 
$37. Day: aPoMloral. Coskinchah. 


In the bam the tenant Cock, 

Close to Parllet perch’d on high. 

Briskly crows (the shepherd's clock!) 

’ Jocund that the morning's nigh. 

Swiftly from the mountain’s brow. 
Shadows, nurskl by night, retire: 

And the peeping sun-beam, now, 
Paints with gold the village spire. 

Philomel forsakes the thorn, • 
Plaintive where she prates at night; 

And the Lark, to meet the morn. 

Soars beyond the shepherd's sight. 

Frcm the low-rooPd cottage ridge, 

See the chatt'ring swallow spring; 

Darting through the one arch d bridge. 
Quick she dips her dappled wing. 

Now^he pine-tree's waving top 
Cently greets fte morning gale : 

Kidlings n«w begin to crop 
Eames in the dewy dole. 

Frrm the balmy sweets, uncloy’d, 
(Restless ’till her task be done,) 

Now the busy bee's employ’d. 

Sipping dew before the son. 

Trickling through the erevic'd rock, 
Where the limpid stream distils. 


[Colin, fir the promis’d com 
(Ere the harvest hopes are ripe) 

Anxious, hears the huntsman’s horn. 
Boldly sounding down his p:pe. 

Sweet,—O sweet the warbling throng. 
On the white emblossom'd spray! 

Nature's universal song 
Echoes to the rising day. 

MOON. 

Fkrvio on the glitt'ring flood, 

Now the noon-tide radiance glows. 

Drooping o'er its iqfant bud. 

Not a dew-drop s left the rose. 

By the brook the shepherd dines; 

From the fierce uiei idian licat 

Shelter d by the branching pines. 
Pendent o'er his grassy seat 

Now the flock forsakes the glade, 
Where; uncheck’d, the sun-beams flill 

Sure to find a plying shade 
By the jvy’d abbey wall. 

Echo in her airy round, * 

Over river, rock and hill, 

Cannot catch a single sound, 

Save the clack of yonder mill. 

Cattle court the zephyrs bland, 

Where the streamlet wanders cool; 

Or with liuigutd silence stand 
Midway in the marshy pool. 

But from mountain, dell, or stream. 

Not a flutt'riiig zephyr springs; 

Fearful lest the noon-tide beam 
Scorch its soft, its silken wings. 

Not a le if has leave to stir. 

Nature s lull'd, serene, and still; 

Quiet e'en the shepi.erd's cur. 

Sleeping on the heath-clad hill. 

Languid is the landscape round, 

’Till the flesh descending shower, 

Grateful to the thirsty ground. 

Raises ev'ry fainting flower. 

Now the hill, the hedge, is green. 

Now the warblers’ throats in tune! 

Blithsoiiie is the verdant scene, 
Brighten'd by the beams of Noon ! 

EVKNIMG. 

O'er the heath the heifer strays 
Free (the furrow'd task is done); 

Now the village windows blaze, 
Bui’flifli’d by the setting sun. 

Now he hides behind the hill, 

Sinking from a ^iden sky; 

Can the pencil's mimic skill 
Copy the refulgent dye 7 

Trudging as the ploughmen go 
(To the smoking hamlet bound). 
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Gitnt-like tlieir shulowi grow, 

Lengthen'd o’er the level gnmnd. 

Where the rising foreit apreadn 
Shelter for the lordly dome ! 

To their high-built aiiy bedn 
See the rooke returning home! 

As the lark, with varied tune, 

Carols to the evening loud j 
Mark the mild resplendent moon 
Breaking through a parted cloud! 

Now the hermit-owlet peeps 
From the bam or twisted brake; 

And the blue mist slowly creeps. 

Curling on the silver lake. 

As the trout, in speckled pride. 

Playful on its bosom springs] 

To the banks in ruffled tide 
Verges in successive rings. 

Tripping through the silken grass, 

O'er the path-divided dale, 

Alark the rose-complexion’d lass, ' 

With her well-poia’d mtlkinp-pail. 

Linnets, with unnumber’d notes, 

And the cuckoo-bi.d with two. 

Tuning sweet their mellow throats. 

Bid the setting sun adieu. 

$ 28. The ContempUaiit : A Night Pieee. 

CURHINOHAM. 

Tbk Queen of Contemplation, Night, 

Begins her balmy re^n j 
Advancing in their varied light 
Her silver-vested train. 

'Tis strange, the many marshall’d stars, 

That ride yon sacred round. 

Should keep among their rapid cars, 

A silence so profound! 

A kind, a philosophic calm 
The cool creation wears ! 

And what day drank of dewy balm. 

The gentle Night repairs. 

Behind their leafy curtains hid. 

The feather'd race how still! 

How quiet now the gamesome kid, m 
That gambol’d round the hill I 

The sweets, that, bending o’er their banks. 
From sultry Day declin’d. 

Revive in little velvet ranks. 

And scent the western wind. 

The Moon, preceded 1^ the breeae 
That bade the clouds retire. 

Appears among the tufted trees, 

A Phmnix next on fire. 

But soft—the golden glow subsides 1 
Her chariot mounts on high! 

And now, in silver’d pomp, she rifiw 
Pale regent of the sky! 

Where Tisoe omo the wither’d tree 
- Hath carv’d ue moral chair. 


I sit from busy passions fine. 

And breathe the placid air. 

The wither'd tree was once in prioie} 

Its branches brav’d the sky! 

Thus, at the touch of ruthleas Tima, 

Shall Youth and Vigor die. 

I’m lifted to the blue expanse: 

It glows serenely gay ! 

Come, Science, by my side advance. 

We'll search the Milky Way. 

Let os descend- The daring flight 
Fatigues my feeble mind: 

And science, in the mase of light, • 

Is impotent and blind. 

What are those wild, those wand’ring fires, 
That o'er the moorland ran 7 

Vapors.—How like the vague desires 
'That cheat the heart of man! 

But there’s a friendly guide!—a flame. 
That, lambent o’er its bed, 

Enlivens, with a gladsome beam, 

'Phe hermit’s osier shed. 

Among the russet shades of night, 

It glances from afar! 

And darts along the dusk; so bright. 

It seems a silver star 1 

In coverts (where the few frequent) 

If Virtue deigns to dwell, 

’Tis thus the little lamp. Content, 

Gives lustre to her cell. 

How smooth that rapid river slides 
Progressive to the deep! 

The poppies, pendent o’er its aidet. 

Have charm’d the waves to sleep. 

Pleasure’s intoxicated sons! 

Ye indolent! ye gay! 

Reflect—for, as the river runs, 

Life wings its trackless way. 

That branching grove of dusky green ' 
Conceals the azure sky ] 

Save where a starry space between 
Relieves the darken’d eye. 

Old Error, thus, with shades impure 
Throws sacred Truth belpnd : 

Yet, sometimes, through the deep obscure 
She bursts upon the mind. 

Sleep, and her sister Silence reign, 

They lock the shepherd’s fold! 

But hark—I hear a lamb complain, “ 

‘ ’Tis lost upon the wold! ^ 

To savage herds, that hunt for prey, ** 

An unresisting prize! 

For having trod a devious way. 

The little rambler dies. 

As luckless is the.Virgin’s lot. 

Whom pleasure once mi^guidee: 

When hurried from the halcyon not, 

I Where Innocence prasides—• 
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The paHiona, a rdentlen train! 

Ttf tear tlm victiin, run: 

She seeks the paths of peace in vain, 

* b conqner’d<~—and undone. 

How bright the little insects Uaxe, 

Where willows shade the way; 

As proud as if their punted rays 
Could emubte the Day ! 

’Tis* thus the pigmy eons of pow'r 
Advance their vain parade! 

Thus glitter in the darken'd hour, 

And like the glow-worms fade! 

The soft serenity of night 
\jngentle clouds deform! 

The silver host that shone no bright, 

Is hiS behind a storm! 

The angry elements engage! 

An oak (an ivied bower,) 

Ilepels the rough wind's noisy rage, 

And shields me from thb shower. 

The rancor, thus, of rushing fate 
I’ve learnt to render vain : 

For, whibt Integrity's her seat. 

The soul will sit serene. 

A raven from some greedy vault. 

Amidst.that cloister'd gloom, 

Bids me, and 'tis a solemn thought! 
Reflect upon the tomb. 

The tomb!-The consecrated dome! 

The temple rais’d to Peace! 

The pert, that to its friendly home 
Compels the human race! 

Yon village, to the^^ral mind, 

A solemn aspect wears; 

Where sleep hath loll'd the bbor'd hind. 
And kill'd his daily cares: 

'Tis but the church-yard of the Night} 

An emblematic b^! 

That o&rs to the mental sight 
The temporary dead. 

From hence, I’ll penetrate in thought 
The grave’s unmeasur’d deep; 

And, tutor’d hence, be timely taught 
To meet my final sleep. 

•’Tis peace-(the little chaos past!) 

The gracefiil moon restor'd ! 

A breeze succeeds the frightfhl blast, 

Thai through the forest roar’d! 

Tire * welcome guest! 

Renews her gentle strains} 

And ^ust wand’ring from my breast) 
Heiaaronted seat regains. 

Yes——When yon lucid oib is dark. 

And darting from on high } 

Sly soul, a more celestial spark. 

Shall keep her native sky. 

Fann’41>7 die light, the lenittst breeze, 

Sfy limbs refreehmnt find 
Vot. V. Nos. 76 & 76. 


And moral rhapsodies, like these,- 
Give vigor to the mindr 

( S9. The Visions qf J^kmey. LsireHMiiit. 

ELXOT 1. 

CBII.DBBN of Fancy, whither are ye fled T 
Where have you borne those hope-enliven’d 
hours. 

That once with myrtlegarlands bound my head. 
That once bestrew'd my vernal path with 
flowers? 

In yon fair vale, where blooms the beechen 
grove, [flowery plain. 

Where winds the alow wave through the 

To these fond arms yon led the tyrant. Love, 
With Fear, and Hope, and Folly in his 
train. * 

Sly lyre, that, left at careless distance, hung 
Light on some pale branch of the osier 
shade. 

To bys of amorous bbndbhment yon strung. 
And (der my sleep the lulling music pby'd. 

" Rest, gentl^pduth! while on the quivering 
breeze [strain; 

Slides to thine ear*tins softly-bimthing 

Sounds that move smoother than the steps of 
ease, 

And pour oblivion in the ear of pain. 

" In thb fair vale eternal Spring shall smile, 
And Time unenvious crown the roseate 
hour} 

Eternal Joy shall every care beguile, 

Breathe in each gale, and bloom in every 
flower. 

" The silver stream, that down its crystal way 
Frequent has led thy musing steps along, 

Shall, still the same, its funny mazes play, 
And with its murmurs melodise thy song. 

" Unfading green shall these fair groves adorn; 
Those living meads inunortal flowers un¬ 
fold: 

In rosy smiles shall rise each blushing morn, 
And every evening close in clouds of gold. 

“ The tender Loves that watch thy slumbering 
rest, [strew. 

And round thee flowers and balmy myrtles 

Shall charm, through all approaching life, thy 
breast. 

With joys for ever pure, for ever new. 

“ The genial power that speeds the golden dart. 
Each charm of tender passion sl^ insjnre} 

With fond afl^tion fill the mutual heart, 
Ani^sed the flame of ever young Desire. 

'' Come, gentb Loves! your myrtk garlands 
bring; [qnead; 

The smUing bower with cluster’d roses 

Come, gentle airs! with incense-drapptng 
wing. 

The breathing sweets of vernal odor shed. 
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Bark, at the atfaini of iwelling mane riae, 
How the notea vibrate on the fav’iing gale! 
Anapieioaa gloriea beam along the akiea, 

powera unaeen the happy momenta 
bail! 

Ecatatic houra! oo every diatant day, 

Like thia, aeiene on downy winga ahall 
move; [cay, 

Rise, crown’d with joyi that triumph o’er de- 
Thb fkithful joya fkncy and of love.” 

e- 

ZLXGT 11. 

Avd were they vain, thoae ooothing laya ye 
rang f 

Children of Fancy! yea, your aongwaa vain; 
On each aoft air though rapt Attention hung, 
And Silence liaten’d on the aleeping plain. 

The atraina yet vibrate on my raviah’d ear, 

And atill to omile the mimic beautiea aeem. 
Though now the viaionary acenea appear 
Like the faint tracea of a vaniah’d dream. 

Mirror of life: the gloriea thua impart 
Of all that Youth, and Lo^e, and Fancy 
frame, [dart. 

When painM Anguikh apeeda the piercing 
Or Envy blaota the blooming flowera of 
Fame. 

Nurae Of wild vririiea, and of fond deairea, 

The propheteaa of Fortune, &lae and vain, 
To acenea where Peace in Ruin’a arma ex> 
pirea, 

Fallacione Hope deludea her hapleaa train. 

Cto, Syren, go ■ t hy charma on othera try; 
My beaten bark at length haa reach’d the 
ohorej 

Yet on the rock my drooping garmenta lie; 
And let me periah, if I truat thee more. 

Come, gentle 'Quiet! long-neglected maid! 

O come, and lead me to thy moaay cell j 
Them, unregarded in the peai^al ahade. 

With calm Repoae and Silence let me dwell. 

Come, happier houra of aweet nnanzioua rest, 
When dl the atruggling paaaiona ahall aub- 

aide; 

When Peace ahall elaap me to her plumy bifkat. 
And amooth my oilent minutea aathey glide. 

But chief, thou goddeaa of the thoughtleaa 
eye. 

Whom never carea or paaaiona diocompooe, 
O bleat Inoenailnlity, be nigh. 

And with thy aoothing hand my weary 
eyelida cIm. 

Then ahall the carea of love and glor/feaae, 
And all the fond anzietiea of fame; 

Alike regardleaa, in the arma of Peace, 

If thera extol, or thoae debaee a name. 

la Lytteltaa though all the Muaea praiae, 

Hia genereua praiae ahall then delight no 

mom. 
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Nor the aweet magic of hia tender hya 
Shall touch the boaom which it charm’d 
before. 

Nor then, though Malice, with ineidioua guiae 
Of fiiendahip, ope the unauapecting breaot; 
Nor then, though Envy broach her b^kening 
liee. 

Shall tfaeae deprive me of a moment’n rest. 

O state to be deoir’d! when hoatile rage 
Prevaila in human more than oavagehaunta; 
When man with man eternal war will wage. 
And never yield that mercy which he 
wants: 

When dark design invades the cheerful hour. 
And draws the heart with social freedom 
warm, 

Its cares, its wishea, and its thoughts to pour, 
Smiling insidious with the hopes of hann. 

Vain man, to others’ failinga still severe^ 

Yet not one foible in himself can find; 
Another's faults to Folly’s eyes am clear, 

But to her own e’en Wisdom’s self is blind. 

O let me still, fh>m these low follies free, 

This sordid malice, and inglorious strife. 
Myself the subject my censure be, 

And teach my heart to comment on my life. 

With thee. Philosophy, still let me dwell. 

My tutor’d mind from v^^gar meanness save; 
Bring Peace, bring Quiet^ my humble cell. 
And bid them lay the green turf on my 
grave. 

ELKCT HI. 

Briort o’er the green hills rose the morning 
ray, [plain. 

The wood-lark’s oong resounded on the 
Fair nature felt the warm embrace of day. 
And smil’d through all her animated reign.' 

When young Delight, of Hope and Fancy 
born. 

His head on tufted wild-thyme half-reclin’d. 
Caught the gay colors of the orient morn. 

And thence of life this picture vain de¬ 
sign’d: 

" O born to thoughts, to pleasures more sub¬ 
lime 

Than beings of inferior nature prove! 

To triumph in the golden hours of Time, 

And feel the charma of &ncy and of love! 

“ High favor’d man I for him unfolding Air 
In orient light this native landscape anules; 
^or him aweet Hope disarml^hehai^ of Care, 
Exalts his pleasures, and his grief be^ilea. 

Blows not a blossom on the breast of Spring, 
Breathes not a gale akmg the bending mead, 
’Trilla not a songster of the soaring wing. 

But fragrance, health, and melody suc¬ 
ceed. 

” O let me still with simple nature live. 

My lowly field-flowers on her altar lay. 
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Eajqr the bloHuigB thot she meant to give. 
And calmly waste my inofienaiTe day! 


Per you I 'U east thorn wfcluiig thoogtoawigr, 
For one wild dream d£ life’s romantic mom 


• No titled name, no enry-teaaing dome. 

No glittering wealth my tutor'd wishes 
crave} 

So Health and Pence be near my hnmble home, 

’ A cool Btrmm mnnnur, and a green tree 
wave. 

» 

** So may the sweet Euterpe not diadain 
At eve’s chaste hour her silver lyre to bring; 
The muse of Pity wake her soothing strain, 
And tune to qrmpathy the trembling string. 

''Thus glide the pensive momenta o’er the 
vale [scend; 

While floating riiades of dusky night de- 
Not left untold the lover’s tender tale, 

Nor uneiyoy’d the heart-enlarging friend. 

" To love and friendship flow the social bowl! 

To Attic wit and elegance of mind ; 

To all the native beauties of the soul. 

The simple charms of troth, and sense re¬ 
fin'd 1 . 

" Then to explore whatever ancient sage 
Studious from Nature's early volume drew, 
To trace sweet Fiction through her golden age, 
And mark how fair the sun-flower. Science, 
blew! 

" Haply to catch ag||e spark of eastern fire, 
Huptriaa fanc^R* Aoniaa ease; 

Some melting note from Sappho’s tender lyre. 
Some strain that Love and Phebus taught 
to please. 

" When waves the gray light o’er the moun¬ 
tain’s head, [ray: 

Then let me meet the mom’s first beauteous 
Carelessly wander from my sylvan shed. 

And catch the sweet breath of the rising 
day: 

" Nor seldom, loit’ring as I muse along, 

Mark from what flower the breese its sweet¬ 
ness bore} 

Or listen to the labor-soothing song 

Of bees that range the thymy uplands o’er. 

"Slow let me climb the mountain’suty brow, 
The green height gain’d, in muaeful rapture 

Sleep to the murmur of the woods below. 

Or look on Nature with a lover’s eye. 

" Delightful hours' O, thus for ever flow; 

Led by fur Fancy round the varied year: 

So shall my breast with native raptures glow, 
Nor feel one p&g from folly, pride, or fhars 

".Fin%be my heut to Nature and to Troth, 
Nor vainly wander firom their dictates sage; 
So joy shall triumph on the Inows of youth, 
1^ hope shall smooth the dreary paths of 
a^.*’ 

• KLXOT IV. 

Oh, yet, ye dear, deluding visions, stay! 

Fc^ hopes, of Innocence and Fancy boro! 


Ahy no! the sunshine o’er each olyect spread 
By flattering Hope, the flowei* ^at Uew so 
Like the gay gardens of Armida fled, [fair. 
And vanish’d from the powerfiil rod of 
Care. 

So the poor ^]grim,who> in npturoHa thought. 
Plans bis dear jonmqr to Lorelte’e shrine, 
Seems on his way by guardian sers}^ brought. 
Sees aiding angels fevor hia design. 

Ambrosial blossoms, such of old as blew 
By those flesh founts on Eden’s happy plain, 
And Sharon't! rosea all his passage strew : 

So Fancy dreams; bet Fancy's dreams are 
vain. 

Wasted and weary on the mountain’s side, 

Hia way unknown, the haffless pilgrim lies. 
Or takes some ruthless robber for his guide, 
And prone beneath his cruel sabre dies. 

Life’s morning landscape gilt with orient light, 
Wheft Hope and Joy a^ Fancy hold Aeir 
reign, • • _ • 

The grove’sgreen wave, the blue stream spark¬ 
ling bright, * [wain; 

The blithe bom* dancing roimd Hyperwn'M 

In radiant colors Vouth’a free hand portrays. 
Then holds the flattering tablet to his eye; 
Nor thinks how soon the vernal grove decays, 
Nor sees the dark cloud gathering o’er the 
sky. 

I Hence Fancy, conquer’d 1^ the dart of Pain, 

I And wandering far from her Plotonsc shade. 
Mourns o’er the ruins of her transient reign 
Nor nnrepining sees her visions fade. 

Their parent banish’d, hence her children fly 
The fairy race that fill’d her festive train: 
Joy tears his wreath, and Hope inverts her 
eye, 

And Folly wonders that her dream was vain^ 

$ 30. A letter /torn Baly to the Right Ho¬ 
norable CharUe Lor^iahfax. In theyear 
1701. Addison, m 

Whilx you, my Lord, the rural shades admire, 
And from Britannia’s public posts retire. 

Nor longer, her ungrateful sons to please. 

For their advantage sacrifice your ease; 

Me into foreign rmdma my fete conveys. 
Through nations fruitful of immortal lays, 
Where the aaSt season and inviting clime 
ConB|Hre to trouble your repose with rhyme. 

For wheresoe’er I turn my ravish'd eyes. 
Gay sUded scenes and shining prospects rise; 
Poeti^^lds encompass me azoniid. 

And still 1 seem to tread on elaaiic ground: 
For bme the Muse so oft her harp Tun sfrniig. 
That not a mountain rears its hm unsnng} 
Renown’d in verse each shady thicket grows, 
And ev'iy'stream in heavenly nnmbm flows. 
How am Ipleas’d to search the hills and woods 
For rising springs and oelebrated floods 1 

P2 - 
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To Tiow tbo Nor, tnmaltaoiu ia hu oonne, 
And tnoe tbe nnooth ClUnmniuto hit wMirce, 
To tee the Mincio draw hit wtt’r; itore 
Through the long windingi of o ^tfnl ihoie, 
And hoary Albula't inihcM tide 
O’er the warm bed of aqoking tolphur glide. 

Fir'd with a thoataod rapturet, I turvqr 
Eridanua through flow’ry meadowt ttrajr, 

The king of flo^! that ndling o’er the plaint, 
The tow’ring Alpa of half their moiature 
drama} / 

And, proudly twoln with a whole winter’a 
anowt, 

Diatributea wealth and plenty where he flowa. 

Sometimea miaguided by the tuneful throng, 
I look for atreama immortalia’d in aong, 

That loat in ailence and oblivion lie, 

(Dumb are their foontaina, and their channela 
dry,) 

Yet run for ever by the Muae'a akill. 

And in the amooth deaeription murmur atill. 

Sometimea to gentle Tiber 1 retire. 

And the fam'd river’a empty riiorea admire. 
That, deatitute of atrength, derivet &a courae 
From thrifty urna and an unfiriiftful aource} 
Yet, aung ao often in poetic laya. 

With acorn the Daniibe and the Nile aurveya; 
So high thedeathleaa Muae eialta her theiro! 
Such waa the Boyne, a poor inglorioua atream 
That in Hibernian valea obacurely atray’d, 
And unobaerv’d in wild meandera play’d, 

Till, by your linea and Naaaau'a awoid re- 
aown’d, 

Ita riaing billowa through the world reaound} 
Where’er the hero’a g^like acta can pierce, | 
Or where the fame of an immortal verae. 

Oh, could the Muae my raviah’d breaat in- 
apire [fire. 

With warmth like youra, and raiae an equal 
Unnumber’d beautiea in my verae ahould ahine, 
And Viigil'a Italy ahould yield to mine ! 

See how the golden grovea around me amile. 
That ahun the coaat of Britain’a atonny iale. 
Or, when tranaplaoted and preaerv^ with 
care, [air. 

Cnrae the cold olinMU and atarve in northern 
Here kindly warmth wneir mountain juice fer- 
menta 

To nobler taatea, and mwe eialted aoefita} 
E’en the roi^h roeka with tender myrtle Uoom, 
And trodden weeda aend out a rich perfume. 
Bear me, aome God, to Baia’a gentle aeata; 

Or cover me in Umbria'a green retreata} 
Where weatera galea etei^ly reaide. 

And all the aeaaoaa laviA all their pr^} 
Bloaaoma, and fifuita, and flow’ta tocher riae. 
And the whole year in gay eonfuaion liea. 

Immortal ghtriea in iny mind revivd|^ 

And in my aw a t h waa n d paaaiona atrive, 
When Bome’o exalted beautiea I deacry 
Magnifieeut In pilea of ruin lie. 

An ampUdieatre’a amasiBg height 
Here fiUa nqr eye with terror and delight, 

That on it# publie ahowa unpeopled Rome, 
And held uncrewded nationa in ita wmnb} 


Here pillan rough with aenlptare pierce tbe 
akiee} 

And here the proud triumphal archea riae. 
Where the old Roman’a deathleaa acta die- 
play’d 

Their baae degen’rate progeny upbraid } 

Whole riven here fon^e the fielib below. 
And, wond’ring at their height, through airy 
channela flow. [tires, 

StUl to new acenea my wand’iing Moae re- 
And the dumb ahow ^ breathing rocka ad- 
mirea: [shown. 

Where the amooth chisel all ita force has 
And soften’d into flesh the rugged atone. 

In solemn ailence, a majestic band. 

Heroes, and gods, and Roman consuls, stand; 
Stem tyrants, whom their cruelties renown. 
And emperors, in Parian mari)le frown : 

While the bright dames, to whom they humbly 
sued, [adklued. 

Still ahow the charms that their proud hearts 
Fain would I Raffliael’s godlike art rehearse. 
And show th' immortal labors in my verae, 
Where from the mingled strength of shade 
and light, 

A new creation rises to my sight} 

Such heavenly figures from his pencil flow, 

So warm with life his blended colors glow. 
From theme to theme with secret pleasures 
Amidst the soft variety Uja lost. [tost. 

Here pleasing airs my ri^n’d soul confound 
With circling notes and labyrinths of sound} 
Here domes and temples rise in distant views. 
And op’ning palaces invite my Muse, [land, 
How has kind Heaven adorn’d the happy 
And scatter’d blessings with a wasteful hand t 
But what avail her unexhausted stores, 

Her blooming mountains, and her aunny ahorea. 
With all tbe gifts that heaven and earth im- 
part. 

The smiles of nature, and the charms of art. 
While proud Oppression in her valleya reigns. 
And Tyranny usurps her happy plains 7 
The poor inhabitant beholda in vain 
The redd’ning orange and the swelling grain } 
Joyless he sees the growing mis and wines. 
And in the myrtle’s fragrant shade repinea} 
Starves, in the midst of nature’s bounty curst. 
And in the loaded vineyard dies for thirst. 

Oh Liberty, thou goddess heavenly bright, 
Profuse of bliss, and pregnant with delight! 
Eternal pleasures in thy presence reign. 

And smiling Plenty le^ the wanton train} 
Eas’d of her load. Subjection grows more light, 
And Poverty looks cheerfeljn thy sight 
Thou mak’st tbe glomny flue of Nature gay, 
Giv’st beauty to ^e Sun, and {dedaur^to the 
Day. 

Thee, goddess, thee Bkitaonia’a tale adores; 
How has she oft exhausted all her stores. 

How oft, in fields of death, tl^ presence 
sought. 

Nor thinks the mighty prise too dcJirly bought! 
On foreign mountains may tbp sun refine 
The grape’s soft juice, and mellow it to wine; 
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With citron grovei adorn a diatant aoil, 

And the fat oIito awell witii floods of oU; 

. We CdTj not the warmer clime, that lies 
In ten degraea of mora indulgent akies; 

Mor at the coarseness of our heaven repine, 
I'hongh o’er our heads the frosen Pleiads 
• shine; 

'Tis Liberty that crowns Britannia’s isle. 

And makes her barren rocks and her bleak 
mountains smile. [aight. 

Others with tow’ring piles may piease the 
And in their proud aspiring domes delight; 

A nicer touch to the stretch’d canvas give, 

O teach their animated rocks to live j 
"I’is'Britain’s care to watch o'er Europe’s fate. 
And hold in balance each contending state j 
I'o threaten bold presumptuous kings with war, 
And answer her afiSicted neighbor’s pray’r. 
The Dane and Swede, rous’d up by fierce 
alarms, 

llleas the wise conduct of her pious arms; 
tSoon as her fleets appear their terrors cease, 
And all the northern world lies hush’d in 
peace. [dread, 

Th’ ambitious Gaul beholds, with secret 
Her thunder aim’d at his asjnring head. 

And fain her godlike sons would disunite 
By foreign gold, or by domestic spite; 

But strives in vain to conquer or divide, 
>Vhom Nassau’s sfins defend and counsels 
guide. 

Tir’d with the name which I so oft have found 
The distant climes and different tongues re> 
sound, 

i bridle in my straggling Muse with pain. 
That longs to launch into a bolder strain. 

But I’ve already troubled yon too long. 

Nor dare attempt a more advent’rons song. 

JVfy humble verse demands a softer theme, 

A painted meadow, or a purling stream} 

Unfit for heroes; whom immortal lays, 

And lines like Virgil’s or like yours, should 
praise. 

$ 31. An Allegory on Man. Pahhrll. 

A THOUGHTFUL boiug, longwnd spare. 

Our race of mortals call him Care, 

( Were Homer living, well be knew 
What name the gods have call’d him too;) 

' With fine mechanic genius wrought. 

And lov’d to work, though no one bou^it. 
This being, by a model bred 
In Jove’s eternal sable head. 

Contriv’d a shape empower’d to Ineathe, 

A lid be the worl^ing here beneath. 

The man rose staring like a stake, • 

Won^rin^to see hunaelf awake! 

‘i'hen look’d so wise, before he knew 
' The business he was made to do. 

That, pleas’d to see with what a grace 
He gravely ahow’d bis forward fare, 

Jove talk’d of breeding him on high. 

An under-something tff the Ay. 

But ere he gate the mighty nod, 

IVhich ever binds a poet's g^ 


(For which his curb ambrosial shake. 

And mother Earth's obliged to qtiake). 

He saw his mother Earth arioe; 

She stood conftas’d before hn eyta ; 

But not with what we read she wore; 

A castle for a crown before; 

Nor with long streets and longer roads 
Dangling behind her like commodes; 

As yet with wreaths alone she dress’d. 

And trail’d a landscape-painted vest. 

Then thrice she rais’d, as Ovid said, 

And thrice she bow’d her weighty head. 

Her honors made—Great Jove, she cried. 
This thing was fashion’d ftom my aide: 

His hands, his heart, his head are mine; 

Then what hast thou to call him thine 7 
Nay, rather ask, the Monarch said, 

What boots his hand, his heart, his Itead, 
Were what I gave remov’d away 1 
Thy part's an idle shape of cby. 

Halves, more than halves! cried honest 
Care, 

Your pl|as would make your titles &ir; 

You claTm the body, you the soul. 

But I, who jofti’A them, claim the whole. 

Thus with the gods debate began, 

On such a trivial cause lb man. 

And can celestial tempers rage 7 
Quoth Virgil, in a later age. 

As thus they wrangled. Time came by 
(There’s none that paint him such as 1: 

For what the fabling ancients sung. 

Makes Saturn old when Time was young): 

As yet his vrinters had not shed 
Their silver honors on hn head: 

He just had got his piniona fiee 
From his old sire. Eternity. 

A serpent girdled round he wore. 

The tail within the mouth before; 

By which your almanacs are clear 
That learned Egypt meant the year. 

A staff he carrM, where on high 
A glass was fixed to measure by. 

As amber boxes made a show 
For heads of canes an age ago. 

His vest, for day and night, was pied; 

A bending uckle arm’d nia side; 

And Spring’s new months bis trade adorn; 
The other Seasons were unborn. 

Known by the gods, as near he draws, 

They make him umpire of the cause. 

O’er a low trunk his arm he laid. 

Where since hb hours a dial made; 

Then, leaning, heard the nice debate. 

And ^tts pronounced the words of Fate. 

Since b^y, from the parent Earth, 

And soul from Jove receiv’d a birtfa, 
Retu^lPthey where tb^ first began; 

Bat, mnee their union makes the man. 

Till Jove and Earth shall part Uiese two, 

To Care, who join’d thmn, man is due. 

He saM, and sprung with swift career 
To trace a eircb for the year; 

Where ever since the Sewns wheel. 

And tread on ona anotber’a heel. 
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'Tit well, Mid Jove ; end, fbr«eiinot, 
Thund’iiiig he ehook the finnaaent. 

Our umpiie Time ihall have hie way j 
With Cara I let the cteatam etay: 

Let biuiiieaa wi him, av’rice bli;^, 

Let donbt and knowledge nek hia mind. 
Let error act, ofnnion apeak, 

And want afflict, and aickneaa break, 

And anger hum, dejection chill. 

And joy diatract, and Borrow kiU; 

Till, arm’d by Care, and taught to mow, 
Time dnwa the long distracted Uow; 

And wasted man* whose quick decay 
Comes hunrying on befora his day, 

Shall only find by this decree, 

The soul flies sooner back to me. 

$32. The Book-Worm. Parnell. 

Come hither, boy, weH hunt te^y 
The Book-worm, rav’ning beast of prey! 
Produc’d by parent Earth, at odds. 

As Pame reports it, with the godiu , 

Him frantic hunger wildly drives 
Against a thousand authora’ iilel; 

Through all the fields of wit he flies: 
Dreadful his head witlr clust'ring eyes. 
With horns without, and tusks within. 

And scales to serve Um for a skin. 

Observe him nearly, lest he climb 
To wound the bards of ancient time, 

Or down the vale of Fancy go, 

To tear some modern wretch below. 

On er'ry corner fix thine eye. 

Or ten to one he slips thee "by. 

See where his teeth a passage eat: 

We’ll rouse him from the deep retraat, 

But who the shelter's forc’d to give ? 

’’fis sacred Virgil, as 1 live ; 

Prom leaf to leaf, from song to eong, 
lie draws the tadpole form along; 

He mounts the gilded edge before j 
He’s up, he scu^ tiie cover o’er; 

He toms, he doubles, there he pass’d ^ 

And here we have him, cau^t at last. 

Insatiate brute, whose teeth abuse 
The sweetest servants of the Muse'! 

.(Nay, never offer to deny, ^ 

1 took thee in the fimt to fly.) 

His roses nipt in ev’iy page. 

My poor Anacreon mourns 4^y rage; 

By thee my Ovid wounded lies; 

By thee my Lesbia’s sparrow dies; 

Thy rabid teeth have half destroy’d 
The work of love in Biddy Floyd; 

They rent Beliada’a locks away, 

And spoil’d the BlouMlind of Gay, 

For all, for ev’ry single deed. 

Relentless justioo bids thee b l eed. 

Then Ml a victim to the Nine, 

Myself the priest, my desk the dhrine. 

Bring Homer, Viii^l, Tasso near, 

To pile a sacred altar teie: 

Hold, bcy,>tiiy hand outruns thy wit, 
yeu’vs reach’d the pliys that Dennis writ: 
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You’ve reach’d me Philips’ rustic strain ; 

Pray take your mortal b^s again. 

Come, bind the victim—^there he lies, 

And here between his num’rous eyes 
This venerable dust I lay. 

From manuscripts just swept away. 

The goblet in my hand I t^e 
(For the libation ’a yet to make) 

A health to poets aU their days, 

May they have bread, as well as praise; 

Sense may they seek, and less engage 
In papers fill’d with party rage: 

But, if their riches spoil their vein. 

Ye Muses, make them pom again. 

Now bring the weapon, yonder blade. 

With which my tuneful pens are made. 

I strike the scales that arm thee round. 

And twice and thrice 1 print the wound; 

The sacred altar floats with red, 

And now he dies, and now he's dead. 

How like the son of Jove I stand, 

This Hydra stretch’d beneath my hand! 

Lay bara the monster's entrails here. 

To see what dangers threat the year; 

Ye gods ! what sonnets on a wench ! 

What lean translations out of French ! 

’Tis {dain tiiis lobe is so unsound, 

S-prints before the months go round. 

But hold—before I close the scene. 

The sacred altar should be clean. 

Oh, had I Shadwell’s second bays. 

Or, Tate, thy pert and humble lays ! 

(Ye pair, forgive me, when I vow 
I never miss’d your works till now,) 

I’d tear the leaves to wqie the shrine 
(That only way you please the Nine); 

But since I chance to want these two. 

I’ll make the songs of Durfey do. 

Rent from the corpse, on yonder pin 
I hang the scales that Ivac’d it in; 

I hang my studious morning gown. 

And write my own inscription down: 

*' This trophy from the Python won. 

This robe in which the deed was done, 

These, Parnell, glorying in the feat, 

Hang on these ^Ives, the Muses’ seat 
Here ignorance and hanger found 
Large realms of wit to ravage round : 

Hera ignorance and hunger fell, 

Two foes in one I sent to hell. 

Ye poets, who my labors see. 

Come share the triumph all with me 
Ye critics! born to vex the Muse, 

To mourn the grand ally you lose.” 

$ 33. Ad Aodeoe.* R. West. 

Ves, happy youths, on Camus’ sedgy, side. 
You feel each joy that firiendship can dime; 
Each realm of science and of art explore, 

And with the ancient Mend the momrn lore. 
Studious alone to learn whate’er may tend 
To raise the genius, or the heart to mend; 

* Ahnost all TiboUvs’s Elegy is imitated in this lit¬ 
tle PisM, firom whsnM his transition to Mr Pope’s 
letter is very artliilly eontriv'd^d bespeaks a de¬ 
gree of judgment muu beyond Hr. Westv yeara 



Mox II.] DIDACTIC, DESCRIPTIVE, &c. S15 


Now pleas’d along the cloister'd walk you roTe, 
And trace the verdant mases of the grove, 
•Where social oft, and oft alone, you choose 
To catch the zephyr, and to court the Muse. 
Meantime at me (while all devoid of art 
These lines give back the image ofmy heart)— 
At me the pow'r, that comes or soon or late. 
Or aims, or seems to aim, the dart of fate} 
Frofn you, remote, metbinks, alone 1 stand. 
Like some sad exile in a desert land : 

Around no ftienda their lenient care to join 
In mutual warmth, and mix their heart with 
mine. 

<hr real pains, or those which fancy raise. 

For hver blot the sunshine of my days; 

To sickness still, and still to grief a prey. 
Health turns from me her rosy face away. 

Just Heav’n! what sin, ere life begins to 
bloom, 

Devotes my head untimely to the tomh f 
Did e’er this hand against a brother's life 
Drug the dire bowl, or point the murd’rous 
knife ? 

Did e’er this tongue the slanderer’s tale pro¬ 
claim. 

Or madly violate my Maker’s name 1 
Did e’er this heart betray a friend or foe. 

Or know a thought but all the world might 
know 7 

As yet, just started from the lists of time. 

My growing years have scarcely told their 
prime; 

Useless, as yet, through life I’ve idly run. 

No pleasures tasted, and few duties done. 

Ah who, ere autumn’s mellowing suns appear. 
Would pluck the promise of the vernal year; 
Or, ere the grapes their purple hue betray. 
Tear the crudb cluster from the morning 
spray? 

Stem power of Fate, whose ebon sceptre rules 
The Stygian deserts and Cimmerian pools. 
Forbear, nor rashly smite my youthful heart, 
A victim yet unworthy of thy dart; 

Ah, stay till age shall blast my withering face, 
Sh^e in my head, and falter in my pace; 
Then aim the shaft, then meditate the blow, 
And to the dead my willing shade shall go. 

How weak is Man to Reason’a judging eye'. 
^ Born in this moment, in the next we die; 

‘ Bart mortal clay, and part ethereal fire. 

Too proud to creep, too bumble to aspire. 

In vain our plans of happiness we raise. 

Pain is our lot, and patience is our praise; 
Wealth, lineage, honors, conquest, or a throne. 
Are what the v^iise would fear to call their 

OWlJj • 

Health is at best a vain precarious thing. 

And ^r-fac’d youth is ever on the wing; 

'Tis like the stream beside whose wat'ry bed 
Some blooming plant exalts his flow’iy head; 
Nurs’d by the wave the spreading branches 
rise. 

Shade all tBeground, and flourish to the skies; 
The waves the while beneath in secret flow. 
And undermine the hollow bank below: 


Wide and mwe wide tiie waters urge their 
way. 

Bare all the roots, and on their fibres prey; 
Too late the plant bewails his foolish pri^. 
And sinks, untimely, in the whelming tide. 
But why repine ? Does life deserve my 
sigh ? 

Few will lament my loss whene’er 1 die. 

For those, the wretches I despise or hate, 

I neither envy nor regard their fate. 

For me, whene’er all-conquering Death shall 
spread 

His wings abound my unrepining head, 

I care not: though this face be seen no more. 
The world will pass as cheerAil as before; 
Bright as before the day-star will appear. 

The fields as verdant, and the skies as clear; 
Nor storms nor comets will my doom declare. 
Nor signs on earth, nor portents in the air; 
Unknown and silent will depart my breath. 
Nor nature e'er take notice of my death. 

Vet some there are (ere spent my vital days) 
Within ^hose breasts my tomb I wish to raise. 
Lov'd in my life, lamented in my end. 

Their praise vfedU crown me, as their precepts 
mend : [dear; 

To them nuy these folid lines my name en- 
Not from the poet, but the friend sincere. 

$ 34. An Addreu to Winter. Cowpik. 

Oh Winter! ruler of th’ inverted year. 

Thy scatter’d hair with sleet like ashes fill’d, 
Thy breath congeal’d upon thy lips, thy cheeks 
Fring'd with a beard made white with other 
snows [clouds; 

Than those of age; thy forehead wrapt in 
A leafless branch thy sceptre; and thy throne 
A sliding ear indebted to no wheels, 

But urg’d by storms along Us slippery way; 

1 love thee, all unlovely as thou seem’st. 

And dread^ as thou art. Thou bold’Bt the 
sun 

A pris’ner in the yet undawning east, 
Short’ning his journey between motn and 
noon. 

And hunying him, impatient of his stay, 
Down to the rosy west: but kindly still 
Compensating his loss with added hours 
Of social converse and instructive ease. 

And gathering at short notice in one group 
The family dispers’d, and fixing thought. 

Not less dispers’d by day-%ht and its cares. 

I crown thee king if intimate delights, 
Fite-side enjoyments, home-bom twppiness, 
And all the comforts that the lowly roof 
Of undisturb’d retirement, and the hours 
Of lo^unintermpted evening know. 

No rmling wheels stop short before these 
gates; 

No powder’d pert, proficient in the art 
Of sounding an alarm, assaults these doors 
Till the street rings. No statiimaiy steeds, 
Coiq[h their own knell, while hee^eas of the 
sound 

The silent circle fan themselves, and quake;* 
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But here the needle pliee ita biuy task. 

The pattern growa^ the well-depicted flow’r, 
brought patiently into the anewy lawn, 
^nfoloB ita boaom, buda, andleavea, and q>riga, 
And curling tendrila, gracefully diapoa'd, 
Eollow the nimble finger of the fair, 

A wreath that cannot lade, of flowera that 
blow 

With moat aucceaa when all beaidea decay. 
The poet'a or hiatorian’a page, by one 
Made vocal for th’ amuaement of the rest: 
The aprightly lyre, whoae treaaure of aweet 
aounda [out; 

'riiC touch from many a trembling chord ahakea 
And the elear voice aymphonioua, yetdiatinct, 
And in the charming atrife triumphant still, 
Beguile the night, and set a keener edge 
On female industry 3 the threaded steel 
Flies swiftly, and uiifelt the task proceeds. 
The little volume clos’d, the customary rites 
Of the last meal commence. A Roman meal, 
Much as the mistress of the world once found 
llclicious, when her patriots of high note, 
J’erhaps by moon-light, at their humble doors. 
And under an old oak’s domcLtic shade. 
Enjoy’d, spare feast I a radish and an egg. 
Discourse ensues, not'ijivial, yet not dull. 

Nor such as with a frown forbids the play 
Of fancy, or prescribes the sound of mirth. 
Nor do we madly, like an impious world, 

Who deem religion pbrensy, and the God 
That made them an intruder on their joys, 
Start at hia awful name, or deem his praise 
A jarring note. Themes of a graver tone 
Exciting oft our gratitude and love. 

While we retrace with memory’s pointing 
wand, 

That calls the past to our exact review. 

The dangers we have 'scap’d, the broken 
snare. 

The disappointed foe, deliv’rance found 
Unlock’d for, life preserv’d and peace restor’d. 
Fruits of omnipotmt etern^ love. 

'Oh evenings .worthy of the gods! exclaim’d 
The Sabine bard. Oh, evenings! I reply. 
More to be pris’d and coveted than yours. 

As more illumin’d and with nobler truths, 
That I and mibe, and those we love, enj^. 

35. Liberty renders England prtferabU to 
other Notione, iwtwWManding Taxee, 

CowrxB. 

’Tis Liberty almie that gives the flow’x 
or fleeting lifis its lustre and perfume. 

And we are weeds without it. All conatraiiit, 
Except what wiadom lays on evil men. 

Is evil, hurts the facultkM, impedes 
’i'heir progress in the road of science, bKuds 
Tlie eye-sight of discovery, and b^ts 
1 n those that sufier it a sordid mind 
Bestial, a meagre intellect, unfit 
To be the tenant of man’s noUe form. 

Thee therefiwe, still, blame-worthy as thou 
art, [aqueex’d 

Wjith all thy 'oss .of empire, and though 


By public exigence till annual food 
Fails for the craving hunger of the state. 

Thee 1 account still happy, and the chief 
Among the nations, seeing thou art ftee! 

My native nook of earth! thy clime is rude. 
Replete with vapors, and disposes much 
All hearts to s^eas, and none more than 
mine 3 

Thine unadult’rate manners are less soft ‘ 

And plausible than social life requires. 

And thou hast need of discipline and art 
To give thee what politer France receives 
From Nature’s bounty—.that humane address 
And sweetness, without which no pleasure is 
In converse, either starv’d by cold reserve, 

Or flush’d with fierce dispute, a senseless 
brawl 3 

Yet, being free, I love thee: for the sake 
Of that one feature, can be well content. 
Disgrac’d as thou hast been, poor as thQ| art. 
To seek no sublunary rest beside. 

But, once enslav'd, farewell! 1 could endure 
Chains no where patiently 3 and chains at 
home, 

Where I am free by birthtight, not at all. 
Then what were left of roughness in the grain 
Of British natures, wanting its excuse 
That it belongs to freemen, would disgust 
And shock me. I should then with double 
pain 

Feel all the rigor of thy fickle clime 3 
And if I must bewail the blessing lost 
For which our Hampdens and our Sidneys bled, 
I would at least bewail it under skies 
Milder, among a people less austere, 

In scenes which having never known me free. 
Would not reproach me with the loss I felt. 

$ 36. Deteription qf a Poet. Cowper. 

1 KNOW the mind that feels indeed the fire 
The Muse imparts, and can command the lyre. 
Acts with a force and kindles with a zeal, 
Whate’er the theme, that others never feel. 

If human woes her soft attention claim, 

A tender sympathy pervades the frame 3 
She pours a sensibility divine 
Along the nerve of every feeling line. 

But if a deed not tamely to be borne 
Fire indignation and a sense of scorn. 

The strings are swept with such a jww’r, so 
loud, [crowd. 

The storm of music shakes the astonish’d 
So when remote futurity is brought 
Before the keen inquiry of her thought, 

A terrible sagacity informs ^ 

The poet’s heart 3 be looks to distant storms, 
He heats the thunder ere the tempeiit lo^’n, . 
And, arm’d with strength surpassing human 
pow’rs. 

Seizes events as yet unknown to man, 

And darts his soul into the dawning ]dan. 
Hence, in a Roman month, the graceful name 
Of Prophet and of Poet was the aeme 3 
Hence British poeta too the priesthood shar’d, 
And ev’ry hallow’d Druid wu a bard. 
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Or all thoae arts in which the wise eioel, 
Nature’s chief master-piece is writing well; 
No writing lifts exalted man so high 
As sacred and soiil-moving Poesy: 

No kind of work requires so nice a touch; 
And, if well-finish’d, nothing shines so much, 
But Heaven forbid we should be so profane. 
To grace the vulgar with that noble name ! 
'Tis not a flash of fancy, which sometimes, 
Dazzling our minds, sets off the slightest 
. rhymes j 

Bright as a bii^, but in a moment done; 
True wit is everlasting, like the sun; 

Which, though sometimes behind a cloud 
retir’d. 

Breaks out again, and is by all admir’d. 
Number and rhyme, and that harmonious 
sound [wound, 

Which not the nicest ear with harshness 
Are necessary, yet but vulgar arts ; 

And all in vain these superficial puts 
Contribute to the structure of the whole. 
Without a genius too, for that's the soul: 

A spirit which inspires the work throughout, 
As that of nature mores the world about; 

A flame that glows amidst conception fit; 

E’en something of divine, and more than wit; 
Itself unseen, yet all things by it shown, 
Describing all men, but describ’d by none. 
Wherq dost thou dwell 1 what caverns of the 
brain 

Can such a vast and mighty thing contain 7 
When I, at vacant hours, in vain thy absence 
mourn, [thou return. 

Oh ! where dost thou retire ? and why dost 
Sometimes with powerful charms to hurry me 
away, [the day 7 

Erom pleasures of the night and business of 
E’en now, too far transported, I am fain 
To check thy course, and use the needful rein. 
As all is dulness when the fancy’s bad j 
So, without judgment, fancy is but mad: 

And judgment has a boundleip influence 
Not only in the choice of words, or sense. 

But on the world, on manners, and on men; 
Fancy is but the feather of the pen: 

Reason is that substantial useful part 
Which gains the head, while t’ othet wins 
the heart. 

Here 1 shall all the various sorts of verse, 
And the whole art of poetry rehearse; 

But 5vho that task would a^r Horace do 7 
The best of masters and examples too 1 ^ 

Echoes uMest, all we can say is vain j 
Dull the design, and fruitless were the pain. 
’Tis true, the ancients we may rob with ease; 
But who with that mean shift himself can 
please. 


Without an actor's pride 7 A player’s ut 
b above his who writes a bonrow’d part. 

Yet modern laws are made fi>r btter faults. 
And new absurdities inqure new thoughts. 
What need has'Satira then to live on theft. 
When so much fresh occasion still u left 7 
Fertile our soil, and full of rankest weeds, 
And monsters worse than ever Nilue bree^. 
But hold—the ibol shall have no cause to fear 
’Tis wit and sense that are the subject here: 
Defects of witty men deserve a cure; 

And those who are so, will e'en this endure. 
First then of songs which now so much 
abound: 

Without his song no fop is to be found; 

A most offensive weapon, which he draws 
On all he meets, against Apollo’s bws: 
Though nothing seems more easy, yet no part 
Of poetry requires a nicer art: 

For os in rows of richest pearl there lies 
Many a blemish that escapes our eyes. 

The least of which defects is pbinly shown 
In one^ small ring, and brings the value 
down—" 

So songs shoilldflre to just perfection wrought; 
Yet where can one be seen without a bolt 7 
Exact propriety of wordb and thought; 
Expression easy, and the fancy high; 

Yet that not seem to creep, nor this to fly: 

No words transpos’d, but in such order all, 

As wrought with care, yet seem by chance to 
fall. 

Here as in all things else, b most unfit. 

Bare ribaldry, that poor pretence to wit; 

Such nauseous songs by a bte authorf nude. 
Call an unwilling censure on his shade. 

Not that warm thoughts of the transporting 
joy 

Can shock the chastest, or the nicest cloy; 
But words obscene too gross to move desire, 
Like heaps of fuel only choke the fire. 

On other themes he well deserves our praise j 
But paUs that appetite he.meknt to raise. 

Next, El^, of sweet but solemn voice. 

And of a subject grave exacts the choice; 

The praise of beauty, valor, wit, contains; 

And there too oft despairing love complains I 
~n vain, alas 1 for who by wit u mov’d 7 
That Phoenix-sbe deserves to be belov’d; 

But noi^ nonsense, and such fops as vex 
Mankind, take most with that fantastic sex. 
This to the praise of those who better knew; 
The many raise the value of the ibv. 

But here (as all our sex too oft have tried) 
Women have dravrn my wand'ring thoughts 
aside. [writ* 

Their greatest bolt, who in thu kind have 
b noVfiefect in words, or want of wit: 

But should thu Muse harmonious numbers 
yield, 

And Bv'ry coupbt be with fkney fill’d; 


* Tbs Eslay on Batiis, which was wTitten by this f Tbs Eari of Bodisstsr.—It may be observed, 
noble author and Mr. Drydon, is printed among the however, that many of the wont longs asotibed to 
fMins of the latter. this nobleman wars ipurioua. 
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If 7 «t ajiiit eoherenee be not made [laid Weight all the dangenua enterpriae befote, 
Betv^een each thought $ and the whole model O’er what wide lands and aeBa ahe ia to soar; 
So right, that ev ’17 line may higher rise, Doubts her own strength so far, and justly 
Like goodly mountains, till they reach the The Itdly road of aiiy travellers j [fbars 

skies: But yet incited 1^ some bold design. 

Such trifles may perhaps of late have pass'd. That does her hcpea beyond her ibars Incline, 
And may be liked a while, but never last: Prunes ev'ry feather, views herself with care, 

’Tis epigram, 'tia point, 'tia what you will. At last, Feaolv’4, she cleaves the yielding air ; 

But not an Elegy, nor writ with skill. Away ahe flies, so strong, so high, so bat. 

No * Pane^ric, nor a t Cooper’s Hill. She lessens to us and is lost at last: 

A higher flight, and of a happier force. So (though too weak for such a weighty thing) 

Are Odes; the Muses’ most unruly horse. The Muse inspires a sharper note to sing. 

That bounds so fierce, the rider has no rest. And why should truth o&nd, when only told 

He foams at mouth, and moves like one pos* To guide the ignorant, and warn the bold 1 * 
sess’d. Oh, then, my Muse; advent’rously engage 

The poet here must be indeed inspir’d. To give instructions that concern the Stege. 

With fury too as well as fancy fir'd. [part. The unities of action, time, and place, 
Cowley might boast to have perform’d this Which, if observ’d, give plays so great a grace. 
Had he with nature join’d the rules of art; Are, though but little practis’d, too well j^own 
But sometimes diction mean, or verse ill To be taught here, where we pretend awie 
wrought. From nicer &ults to purge the present age. 

Deadens, or clouds, his noble frame of thought. Less obvious errors of the English stage. 
Though all appear in heat and fury dope. First, then. Soliloquies had need be lew. 

The language still must soft and easy run. Extremely short, and spoke in passion too. 

These laws may sound a littlcftc&i severe: Our lovers talking to themselves, for want 

But judgment yields, and fancy governs here; Of others, make the pit their confidant; 
Which, though extravagant, this Muse allows. Nor is the matter mended yet, if thus 
And makes the work much easier than it shows. They trust a friend only to tell it us; 

Of all the ways that wisest men could find Th’ occasion should as naturally ikll. 

To mend the age, and mortify mankind. As when Bellario confesses all.* [fine. 

Satire well writ has most successful prov’d. Figures of speech, which poets think so 
And cures, because the remedy is lov’d : (Art's needless varnish to make nature shine) 

'Tie hard to write on such a subject more, All are but paint upon a beauteous face,* 
Without repeating things sud oft before: And in descriptions only claim a place; 

Some vulgar errors only we’ll remove But, to make rage declum, and grief discourse. 

That stain a beauty which we so much love. From lovers in despair fine things to force. 

Of chosen words some take not care enough. Must needs succe^; for who can choose but 
And think they should be as the subject A dying hero miserably witty 7 [pity 

rough; But oh ! the Dialogues, where just and mock 

This poem must be more exactly made. Are held up like a rest at shuttle-cock j 

And sharpest thoughts in smoothest words Or else like bells eternally they chime} 
convey’d. They sigh in simile and die in rhyme. 

Some think, if sharp enough, they cannot ful. What things are these who would be poets 
As if their only business was to rail : thought. 

But human frailty nicely to unfold, * By nature not inspir’d, nor learning taught 7 
Distinguishes a satyr from a scold. S^e wit they have, and therefore may deserve 

Rage you must hide, and prejudice lay down; A better course than this, by which they 
A satyr’s smile is sharper than his frowiy starve : 

So while you seem to alight some rival youth, But to write plays! why, 'tia a bold pretence 
Malice itself may pass sometimes for truth. To judgment, breeding, wit, and eloquence: 
The Laureat!) here may justly claim our praise. Nay more: for they must look within, to find 
Crown’d by Mac Flecknoe $ with immortal Those secret turns of nature in the mind. 

bays; Without this part in vain would be the whole. 

Yet once his Pegasus || has borne dead weight. And but a body all, without a soul : 

Rid by some lumjHsh minister of state. All this united yet but makestS part 

Here rest, my Muse, suspend thy carea[ Of Dialogue, tint great and pow’rfi^ art 

awhile; Now almost lost, which the old Gieci^s 1|uew, 

A more important task attends thy toil. From whom the Romans fiiinter cojues drevV, 

As some young eagle, that designs to fly Scarce comprehended since but by a fbw. 

A long unwonted journey through the sky, Plato and Lucian ore the best remains 

Of all the wonders which this art contunsj 


* Waller's. f Danhaai'a 

S Mr. Drydsn. 

A fkmous satirical jMieni of bis. 

A Poem oallad tbs Bind and Panther. 


Yet to ourselves we justice must allow, 
Shakspeare and Fletcher are the wtAders now: 

* In Pbllaster, a play of Bsaumont and Fkteher 
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Couider then, and read them o’er and o’er; 
Gro aee thevn play’d, then read them aa before; 
For though in many thinga they grossly &il. 
Over our passions still tlwy so prevail, 

That our own grief by theira is rock’d asleep; 
The dull are forc’d to feel, the wiae to weep. 
Their beauties imitate, avoid their faults: 
First, on a plot employ thy careful thoughts; 
Turn it, with time,a thousand several ways; 
This oft, alone, has given success to plays. 
Reject that vulgar error (which appears 
So fair) of making perfect characters: 

There 'a no such thing in nature, and you’ll 
* draw [saw. 

A fauUleas monster—^which the world ne'er 
Some faults must bo, that his misfortunes drew. 
But such as may deserve compassion too. 
Besides the main design compos'd with art. 
Each moving scene must be a plot apart; 
Contrive each little turn, mark ev’ry place, 

As painters first chalk out the future ikce : 

Yet be not fondly your own slave for this. 

But change hereafter what appears amiss. 

* Think not so much where shining thoughts 
to place. 

As what a man would say in such a case: 
Neither in comedy will this suffice. 

The player too must be before your eyes; 

And, though 'tis drudgery to stoop so low, 

To him you must your secret meaning show. 
Expose no single fop, but lay the load 
More equally, and spread the folly broad; 

Mere coxcombs axe too obvmus: oft we see 
A fool derided by as bad aa be: 

Hawks fiy at nobler game ; in this low way, 

A very owl may prove a bird of prey. 

Small poets thus will one poor fop devour: 
But to collect, like bees, from ev’ry fiow’r. 
Ingredients to compose that precious juice 
Which serves the world for pleasure and tor 
use, 

In spite of faction—^this would favor get; 

But Falstafl' * stands inimitable yet. 

Another fiiult which often may Iwfal, 

Is, when the wit of some great poet shall 
So overflow, that is, be none at all. 

That e’en his fools speak sense, as if possest. 
And each by inspiration breaks his jest. 

If once the justness of each part be lost, 

'Well may we laugh, but at the poet’s coat. 
That silly thing men call sheer-wit avoid. 
With which our age so nauseously is cloy’d : 
Humor is all: wit should be only brought 
To tijrn agreeably some proper thought. 

But since the fgiets we of late have known 
Shine in n^ dress so much as in their own, • 
The hptter, by example, to convince, 

Cabt but a view on thin wrong side of sense. 

First, a soliloquy is calmly made, ^ 
Where every reason is exactly weigh’d; 
Which once perform’d, moat opportunely 
comes 

Some herofiighted at the nmse of dnuns} 

• 

oThs matehlsBa eharaetsr of Shakspsais. 


For her sweet sake, whom at flret idght he loves, 
And all in metaphor his passiaa proves; 

But some sad accident, though yet unknown, 
Parting this pair, to leave the swain alone: 
He stra%ht grows jealous, though we know 
not why : 

Then, to oblige his rival, needs will die: 

But first he niuikes a speech wherein he tells 
The absent nymph how much his flame excels: 
And yet bequeaths her generously now 
To that lov'd rival whom he does not know ! 
Who straight appears; but who can fate with¬ 
stand? 

Too late, alas! to hold his hasty hand, 

That just has given himself the cruel stroke! 
At which his very rival’s heart is broke : 

He, more to his new friend than mistress kind. 
Most sadly mourns at being left behind; 

Of such a death prefers the pleasing charms 
To love, and living in a lady’s arms. 

What shameful and what monstrous thinga are 
these ! 

And they they rail at those they cannot please: 
Conclude us only partial to the dead. 

And grudge tUb Agn of old Ben Jonson’s head: 
When the intrinsic value of the stage 
Can scarce be judg’d but by a following age: 
For dances, flutes, Italian songs, and rhyme 
Many keep up sinking nonsense for a time ; 
But that must fail, which now so much o’er- 
And sense no longer will submit to fools, [rules. 
By painful steps at last we labor up 
Parnaasua’ hill, on whose bright airy top 
The epic poets so divinely show, 

.And with just pride behold the rest helow. 
Heroic poems have a just pretence 
To be the utmost stretch of human sense; 

A work of such inestimable wortli, [forth! 
7’here are but two the world has yet brought 
Homer and Virgil!—^with what sacred awe 
Do those mere sounds the world’s attention 
draw! 

Just as a changeling seems below the rest 
Of men, or rather is a two-legg’d beast; 

So these gigantic souls, amax’d, we find 
As much ateve the rest of human kind! 
Nature’s whole strength united! endless fame. 
And universal shouts, attend their name! 

Read Homer once, and you can read no more. 
For all books else appear so mean, so poor. 
Verse wUl seem prose; but still persist to read. 
And Homer will be all the books you need. 
Had Bossu never writ, the world had still 
Like Indians view'd this wondrous piece of 
skill; 

As something of divine the work admir’d. 

Not him’d to be instructed, but insj^’d: 

But h^disclosing sacred mysteries. 

Has shown where all the mighty magic lies; 
Describ'd the seeds, and in what order sown. 
That have to such a vast proportion grown. 
Sure from some angel be the secret knew. 

Who tluough this kbyrinth has lent the clew. 
But what, alas! avails it poor mankind 
To see this promis’d land, yet stay bettind 1 . 
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bslwwA.butwhohMatnngtfatogo t The laborar a IwndiBg utbe ia Kea, 
Who eu ill acieiioM imfoniidly kam T Sbiving the nifioe of the wiving green; 
Whole &ncj fliei beyond wmk lOMon’e nght, Of all her native pride diarobea the land, 


And yet hai jodgment to direct it right 7 
MHioae jnit ducemment, Viigil*like, ia anch, 
Never to any too little or too modi 7 
Let loeh n man begin without delay j 
Bat he muit do beyond what I can aay j 
Muat above Taaso'a lofty flight prevail, 
Succeed where Spenaer and e’en Milira fail. 


Oat. 


And meada laya waate before hia aweeping 
hand j [glowa, 

While with the mounting ran the meadow 
The fading herbage round he looaely throw*: 
But, if aome aign portend a laating ahow’r, 

Tb’ experimic’d awain foreaeea the coming 
hours [aake, 

Hia ran-burat hands the scatt’ring fork for- 
And ruddy damaela ply the saving rake; 

~n tiring hilla the fragrant harvest grows. 

And spreads along the field in equal rows. 
Now when the height of heaven bright Phm- 
bus gains, • 

Yod, who the sweets of rural life have known. And level rays cleave wide the thirsty plains; 
Despise th’ ungratefbl hurry of the town; When heiibrs seek the shade and cooUng lake, 

In Windsor groves your easy hours emplc^. And in the middle path-way baaka the^ake ; 

And, undisturb’d, yourself and Muae enjoy. O lead me, guard me from the sultry hdkrs, 
Thames listena to thy strains, and silent flows. Hide me, ye forests, in your closeat bow’ra, 
And no rude wind through rustling osier blows} Where the tall oak his spreading anna en- 
While all his wond’ring nymphs aropnd thee twines, 

throng, And with the beech a mutual shade combines; 


$ 38. Rural Bportt ; a Oeorgie. 
liueribed to Mi. Pope, 1713.* 


CANTO 1. 


To hear the Syrens warble in tKy song. 

But 1, who ne'er was blest fortune’s hand. 
Nor brighten’d ploughshare in paternal land. 
Long in the noisy town have bran immur’d. 
Respir'd its smoke, and all its cares endur’d; 
Where news and politics divide mankind, 

And schemes of state invrive th' 
mind} 

Faction embroils the world: and ev’ry tongue 
la mov’d by flatt’ry, or with scandal hung: 
Friendship, for sylvan shades, the palace flies. 
Where all must yield to int’reat’s dearer ties } 
Each rival Machiavel with envy burns, 

And honesty fbrsakes them all by turns} 
While calumny upon each party's thrown, 
Which both promote, and both alike disown. 
Fatigued at last, a calm retreat I chose. 


Where flows the murm'ring brook, inviting 
dreams. 

Where bordering hazel overhangs the streams. 
Whose rolling current, winding round and 
round, [sound} 

With frequent fklla makes all the wood re- 
uneasy Upon the mossy couch my limbs 1 cast. 

And e’en at noon the sweets of ev’ning taste. 

Here I peruse the Mantuan’s Georgic btrains, 
And learn the labors of Italian swains} 

In ev’ry page I see new landscapes rise. 

And all Hesperia opens to my eyes} 

I wander o’er the various rural toil. 

And know the nature of each diff’reut soil: 
This waving field ia gilded o’er with corn. 
That spreading trees with Uusbing fruit a^rn: 
Here 1 survey the purple vintage grow. 


And sooth’d the harass'd mind with sweet re- Climb round the poles, and rise in graceful 


pose. 


[clime, 


row: 


Where fields and shades, and the refreshing Now I behold the steed curvet and bound. 
Inspire the sylvan song, prompt my riiyme. And paw with restless hoof the smoking 
My Muse shall rove through flow’iy meada and ground: * 

plains. The dewlapp'd bull now chafes along the plain. 

And deck with rural sports her native s|piBs} While burning love ferments in ev’ry vein} 
And the same road ambitioariy purrae. His well-arm’d firont against his rival aims. 
Frequented by the Mantuan swain and yon. And ly the dint of war his mistress claims: 

’Tis not that rural qxHts alone invite. The careftil insect ’midst his works I view 
But all the grateful country beams delight} Now from the flow'rs exhaust the fragrant 

Here blooming health exerts her gentle reign ^ dew} 

And string the rinewa of th’ industrious With golden treasures load his little thighs, 
swain. And steer his distant jourpey through the 

Soon as the morning krk salutes the day, > skiiia } 

Through devry fielda I take my ftequent wav Some against hostile drones the hive defrad} 


Where I behdd the farmers early car# 

In the revolving labwa of the year. 

When the fresh qpring in all her state is 
erown’jl, 
high Uauriairi 


Others with sweets the waxen cella distend; 
Each in the toil his destin’d oflice bears. 

And in the little bulk a mighty soul anwars. 
[ground. Or when the ploughman leaves the task of day, 
the And trudging homeward whistles on the way} 
When the lug-udder'd cows with patience 

•This VssmvMsivadiBaay matsrtai osmctions ata^, 

the Author after it was first pubUshad. Waiting the strdkings of the damsera hand} 


And 


giaaa o' 
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No wubling cheen the woode j the fbether’d 
choir, 

•To court kind elambere, to the qiraye retire: 
When no rude gale diaturbe thealeeping treea, 
Nor aspen leavea confeaa the gentleat Ineese; 
Engag’d in thought, to Neptune’a bounda I 
atray, 

To take mjr farewell of the parting day} 
Far*in the deep the aun hia gloiy hidea, 

A streak of gold the sea and sky divides : 

The purple clouds their amber linings show. 
And edg’d with flame rolls ev’ry wave below: 
Here pensive I behold the &ding light, 

Afld o’er the distant billow lose my sight. 

Nbw Night in silent state begins to rise. 
And ^winkling orbs bestrew th’ uneloudy 
skies} 

Her borrow’d lustre growing Cynthia lends, 
And on the main a glitt’ring path extends} 
Millions of worlds hang in the spacious air} 
Which round their suns their annual circles 
steer} 

Sweet contemplation elevates my sense, 
While 1 survey the works of Providence. 

O, could the Aluse in loftier strains rehearse 
The glorious Author of the universe, 

Who reins the winds, gives the vast ocean 
bounds, [rounds. 

And circumscribes the floating worlds their 
My Bou\ should overflow in songs of praise. 
And m) Creator’s name inspire my lays! 

As in successive course the seasons roll, 

So circling pleasures recreate the soul. 

When genial spring a living warmth bestows. 
And o’er the year her verdant mantle throws, 
No swelling inundation hides the grounds. 

But crystd currents ^ide within their 
bounds} 

The finny bnx^ their wonted haunts forsake, 
Float in the sun, and skim along the lake: 
With frequent leap they range the shallow 
streams. 

Their silver coats reflect the dazsling beams. 
Now let the fisherman his toils prepare, 

A ud arm himself with ev’ry wot’ry snare} 

His hooks, his lines, peruse vith careful eye} 
Increase his tackle, and his rod re-tie. 

When floating clouds their spongy fleeces 
drain, [rain} 

* Troubling the streams with swift-descending 
And waters, tumbling down the mountain's 
side, 

Bear the loose soil into the swelling tide} 
Then, soon as vernal gales begin to rise, 
kod drive the ^liquid burthen through the 
■hies, • 

The^sbdl' to the neighb’ring current speeds, 
'Whose mind surfoce purls unknown to weeds : 
Upon a rising border of the brook 
He sits him down, and ties the treacb'ious 
hook} 

Now expectation cheers his eager thought. 
His boswglows with treasures yet uncaught} 
Before his eyeqa banquet seenu to stand. 
Where ev’iy.guest ap^audsbis skilful hand. 


Ihr npi^ Stream the twisted hair he throws. 
Which down the mnnn’ring current gently 
flows} 

When, if or chance or hanger’s powmfol sway 
Directs the rovmg trout this fa^ way. 

He greedily sucks in the twining bait. 

And tugs and nibbles the fallacious meat: 
Now, happy fisbennan, now twitch the line! 
How thy rod bends! behold, the wise is 
thine! 

Cast on the bank, he dies with gasping pains, 
And trickling blood his silver mail distains. 

You must not ev’ry worm prwniscuous use} 
Judgment will tell the proper bait to choose : 
The worm that draws along immoderate size 
The trout abhors, and the rank morsel flies : 
And, if too small, the naked fraud’s in sight. 
And fear forbids, while hanger does invite. 
Those baits will best reward the fisher’s pains, 
Whose polish’d tails a shining yellow stains} 
Cleanse them from filth, to give a tempting 
gloss, 

Cherish the sullied reptile race with moss} 
Amid tffe verdant bed they twine, they toil, 
And from their bddies wipe their native soil. 
But when the sun displays his glorious 
beams, * 

And shallow rivers flow with silver streams. 
Then the deceit the scaly breed survey. 

Bask in the sun, and look into the day . 

You now a more delusive art must try, 

And tempt their hunger with a curious fly. 

To frame the little animal, provide 
All the gay hues that wait on female pride} 
Let nature guide thee; sometimes golden wire 
The sinning bellies oi the fly require} 

The peacock’s plumes thy tackle must not fail. 
Nor &e dear purchase of the sable’s tail. 

Each gaudy bird some slender tribute brings, 
And lends the growing insect proper wings : 
Silks of all colors must their aid impart. 

And ev’ry fur jwomote the fisher’s art. 

So the gay lady, with expensive care, 

Borrows the pride of land, of sea, and air} 
Furs, pearls, and plumes, the glitt’ring thing 
displays, 

Dsxxles our eyes, and easy hearts betrays. 

Mark well the various seasons of the year, 
How the succeeding insect race appear} 

In this revolving moon one color reigns, 
Which in the next the fickle trout disdains. 
Oft have I seen a dtilful angler try 
The various colors cS the treach’rous fly: 
When he with fruitless pain has skimm’d the 
brook. 

And the coy fish rqjeets the skipping hook, 

He shakes the boughs that on the maigin grow, 
Whiufr o’er the stream a waving finest throw} 
When if an insect fall <his certain ^ide) 

He ^ntly takes him from the whirling tide: 
Examines well hU form with curious qyes, 
gaudy vest, his wiugs, his horna, and 
«*« i 

Then round his hook tbeuhosen fiir he vsinds. 
And on Ae back a speckled feather Uods, 
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So jnrt the colon ibine through every put, 
That Nature oeema again to live in Art. 

Let not thy wary atep advance too near, 
While all thy hope hanga on a aingle hair; 
The new-forra’d inaect on the water movea, 
The speckled trout the curioua anare approves 
Upon the curling surface let it glide. 

With natural motion from thy hand Bn]^ly’d 3 
Against the stream now gently let it play. 

Now in the rapid eddy roll away. 

The acaly shoals float by, and, aeiz'd with feu, 
Behold their fellows tost in thinner air; 

But soon they leap, and catch the swimming 
bait. 

Plunge on the hook, and share an equal fate. 

When a brisk gale against the current blows, 
And all the watery plain in wrinkles flows, 
I'hen let the fisherman his art repeat, 

Where bubbling eddies favor the deceit. 

If an enormous salmon chance to e]qr 
The wanton errors of the floating fly. 

He lifts his silver gills above the flood, 

And greedily sucks in th’ unfaithful fl>od; 
Then downward plunges with the fraudful 
prey, ‘ 

And bears with joy the little spoil away; 

Soon in smart pain he' feels the dire mistake, 
Ijftslies the wave, and beats the foamy lake; 
With sudden rage he now aloft appears. 

And in his eye convulsive anguish bears : 

And now again, impatient of the wound. 

He rolls and writhes his shining body round; 
Then headlong shoots beneath the dashing 
tide; 

The trembling fins the boiling wave divide. 
Now hope ezdts the fisher’s bating heart; 
Now he turns pale, and fbars his dubious art; 
He views the tumbling fish with longing eyes. 
While the line stretches with th’ unwieldy 
prize; 

Each motion humors with his steady hands. 
And one slight hair the mighty bulk com* 
mands: 

Till tir'd at last, despoil'd of all his strength. 
The game athwart the stream unfolds his 
length, 

He now with pleasure views the gasping prize 
Gnash his sharp teeth, and roll his blcyd'Bliot 
eyes; 

Then draws him to the shore with artful care, 
And lifts his nostrils in the sick’ning air . 
Upon the burthen'd stream he floating lies, 
Stretches bis quiv'ring fins, and gasjnng dies. 

Would you preserve a num’rous finny race. 
Let your fierce dogs the rav’nous otter chase 
(The amphibious monster ranges all the shores. 
Darts through the wavea, and ev’ry haunt ex- 
Or let the gin his roving steps betray, QUores) 
And save fiom hostile ja^ the scaly prey. 

I never wander where the boid’ring re^s 
O’erlook the muddy stream, whose tanglinj. 
Perplex the fisher; I nor choose to bear [weeds 
The thievish nightly net, nor barbed spear; 
Nor drain 1 ponds, the golden carp to take; 
Nor ttell for pikes, dispeqplers of the lake: 


[book n. 

Around the sted no tortur’d worm shall-twinOf 
No blood of living insect stain my line. 

Let me less cruel, cast the feather’d hook. 
With pliant rod, athwart the pebbled brook. 
Silent along the mazy margin stray. 

And with the fttr*wronght fly delide the prey. 

CABTO II. 

Now, sporting Muse, draw in the flowing 
reins, [plains. 

Leave the clear streams awhile for sunny 
Should you the various arms and toils re* 
hearse. 

And all the fishermen adorn thy verse; 

Should you the wide encircling net display. 
And in its spacious arch inclose the sca; 

Then haul the plunging load upon the land. 
And with the sole and turbot hide the sand; 

It would extend the growing theme to^ong, 
And tire the reader with the wat'ry so^. 

Let the keen hunter from the chase refrain. 
Nor render all the ploughman’s labor vain. 
When Ceres pours out plenty from her horn. 
And clothes the fields with golden ears of corn. 
Now, now, ye reapers, to your task repair. 
Haste! save the product of the bounteous 
year: 

To the wide gathering hook long farrows yield. 
And rising sheaves extend through all the field. 

Yet, if for sylvan sports thy bosom glow. 
Let thy fleet greyhound urge lus flying foe. 
With what delight the rapid course 1 view! 
How does my eye the circling race purifue! 

He snaps deceitful air with empty jaws; 

The subtle hare darts swift beneath his paws; 
She flies, he stretches, now with nimble bound 
Eager he presses on, but overshoots his ground; 
She turns; he winds, and soon regains the 
way* [prey. 

Then tears with gory mouth the screaming 
What various sport does rural life afford! 

What unbought dainties heap the wholesome 
board! 

Nor less the spaniel skilful to betray. 
Rewards tbe fowler with the feather'd prey. 
Soon as the laboi.’ing horse with swelling veins 
Has safely hous’d the fermer’s doubtful gains. 
To sweet repast th’ unwary partridge flies, 
With joy amid the scatter’d harvest lies: 
Wand’ring in plenty, danger he forgets. 

Nor dreads the slav’ry of entangling nets. 

The subtle dog scours with sagacious nose 
Along the field, and snufls each breeze that 
blows; 

Against the wind he takes hk prudent way, 
While the strong gale directs Um tp the prey. 
Now the warm scent assures tbe covey rear; 
He treads with caution,and he points with fear ; 
Then (lest some sentiy-fowl the ftaud descry, 
And bids his fellows from the danger'fly) 
Close to the ground in expectation lies. 

Till in the snare the-flutfiing covey rise. 

Soon as the blushing light b^ins tb spread. 
And glancing Phoebus gilds the mountafo's 
head. 
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ICa early flight th’ iU*&ted partridge takea, 
And-qaita the ftiendly ahelter of tte bnkea. 
Or, when the ran caata a declining ray, 

’ And drivea hia chariot down the western way. 
Let your obaequiona ranger aearch around. 
Where yellow stubble withera on the ground: 
Nor will the roving spy direct in vain. 

Bat num’roua coveys gratify thy pain. 

W'ben the meridian aun contracts the shade. 
And frisking heifers seek the cooling glade. 

Or when the country floats with aucMen rains, 
Or driving mists deface the moistened plains: 
In vain his toils th' unskilful fowler tries, 
While in thick woods the feeding partridge lies. 

*Npr must the sporting verse the gun forbear. 
But what ’a the Fowler’s be the Muse’s care. 
See bow the well taught pointer leads the 
way: [the prey: 

The scent grows warm j he stops; he springs 
The flutt'ring coveys from the stubble rise. 
And on swift wing divide the sounding skies; 
The BCatt’ring lead pursues the certain sight, 
And death in thunder overtakes their flight. 
Cool breathes the morning air, and Winter’s 
hand 

Spreads wide her hoaiy mantle o’er the land: 
Now to the copse thy lesser spaniel take. 
Teach him to range the ditch, and force the 
brake; 

Not closest coverts can protect the game: 
Hark! the dog opens; take thy Certain aim. 
The woodcock flatters} how he wav’ring flies! 
The wood resounds: he wheels, he drops, he 
(lies. 

The^tow’ring hawk let future poets sing, 
Who terror bean upon his soaring wing: 

Let them on high the frighted hem survey, 
And lofty numlwm paint their airy fray. 

Nor shall the mountain lark the Muse detain, 
That greets the morning with his early strain; 
When, 'midst his song, the twinkling glass be- 
trays. 

While ft-om each angle flash the glancing rays, 
And in the sun the transient colors blaze. 
Pride lures the little warbler from the skies: 
The light-enamor’d bird deluded dies. 

But still the chase, a pleasifig task, remains; 
The bound must open in these rural strains. 
Soon as Aurora drives away the night, 

.And edges eastern clouds with ro^ light. 

The healthy huntsman with the chee^ul hom, 
Summons the dogs, and greets the dappled 
morn; [hounds. 

The jocund thunder wakes th’ enliven’d 
The^ rouse from sleep and answer sounds for 
sounds} * [takejl 

Wide through the furzy field their route they 
Thei Aleeding bosoms force the thorny brake : 
The flying game their smoking nostrils trace, 
No bounding hedge obstructs their eager pace} 
The distant mountains echo from afar. 

And hanging woods resound the flying war: 
The tuntfn^ noise the sprightly coarser hears. 
Paws the green turf, ai^ pricks his trembling 
ears: * 


Tne slacken’d rein now gives him all his speed, 
Bwk flies the rapid ground beneath the steed} 
Hills, dales, and forests, far behind remain. 
While the warm scent draws on the deep- 
mouth'd train. 

Where shall the trembling hare a shelter find 1 
Hark 1 death advances in each gust of wind! 
New stratagems and doubling wiles she tries} 
Now circling turns, and now at large she flies} 
Till, spent at hurt, she pants, and heaves for 
breath. 

Then lays her down, and wuts devouring death 
But stay, advent’rous Muse! hast thou tho 
force 

To wind the twisted horn, to guide the horse 7 
To keep thy seat unmov'd, hast thou the skill. 
O’er the high gate, and down the headlong 
hill 7 

Const thou the stag’s laborious chase direct. 
Or the strong fox through all his arts detect 7 
The theme demands a more experienc’d lay . 
Ye mighty hunters 1 spare this weak essay. 

O happy plains, remote from war’s alarms, 
And allfthe ravages of hostile arms! 

And haipy shf pberds, who, secure from fear, 
On open downs preserve your fleecy care I 
Whose spacious barns groan with increasing 
store. 

And whirling flails disjoint the crackling floor! 
No barbarous soldier, bent on cruel spoil. 
Spreads desolation o'er your fertile soil; 

No trampling steed lays waste the ripen’d 
grain. 

Nor crackling fires devour the promis’d gain; 
No flaming beacons cast their blaze afar. 

The dreadful signal of invasive war: 

No trumpet’s clangor wounds the mother's 
ear. 

And calls the lover from his swooning fair. 

What happiness the rural maid attends, 

In cheerful labor while each day she spends ! 
She gratefully receives what Heaven has sent. 
And, rich in poverty, enjoys content} 

(Such happiness, and such unblemish’d fame. 
Ne’er glad the bosom of the courtly dame:) 
She never feels the spleen’s imagin’d pains. 
Nor melancholy stagnates in her veins; 

She never loses life in thoughtless ease; 

Nor on the velvet couch invites disease} 

Her home-spun dress in simple neatness lies. 
And for no glaring equipage she sighs: 

Her reputation which is all her b<^t. 

In a mdiciouB visit ne’er was lost} 

No midn^ht masquerade her beauty wean. 
And health, not paint, the fading bloom re¬ 
pain. 

If love’s soft passion in her bosom reign, 

A& eq'isl passion warms her happy swain: 

No home bred jan her quiet state control. 

Nor watchful jealousy torments her soul} 
With secret joy she sees her little race 
Hang on her breast, and her small cottage 
grace} 

The fleecy ball their busy flngen cull. 

Or from the spindle draw the length’ning wooL 



224 ELEGANT EXTRACTS. tsoox If, 

Huu flow her bouiB with coutant peace ofl The love of praiae, howe’er conceal'd art. 


mind, 

Till age the latest thread of life unwind. 

Ye happy fields, unknown to noise and strife, 
The kind rewarders of industrious lift; 

Ye shady woodswhereonce I us’d to rove. 
Alike indulgent to the Muse and Love; 

Ye murm’ring streams that in meanders roll. 
The sweet composers of the pensive soul} 
Farewell the city calls me from your 
bow’rs: [hours! 

Farewell, amusing thoughts, and peaceful 

$ 39. Love qf Fame, the Univereal Paeaion. 

Young. 

8ATIRK I. 

Insthuctive Satire, true to virtue’s cause. 
Thou shining supplement of public laws! 
When flatter’d crimes of a licentious age 
Reproach our silence, and demand our rage; 
When purchas’d follies from each distant land, 
>.ike arts improve in Britain’s skilful hand 3 
V^’hen the law shows her teeth, but dares not 
bite, [light 3 

And South-Sea treasures n.e %ot brought to 
When churchmen scripture for the c^sics 
quit 3 ' 

Polite apostates from God’s grace to wit} 
When men grow great from their revenue 
And fly from bailifis into parliament 3 [spent 3 
Wlten dying sinners to blot out their score, 
Bequeath the church the leavings of a whore— 
To chafe our spleen when themes like these 
increase, 

.Shall panegyric reign, and censure cease 1 
Shall poesy, like law, turn wrong to right, 
And dedications wash an Ethiop white. 

Set up each senseless wretch for nature’s 
boast. 

On whom praise shines as trophies on a post 7 
Shall funem eloquence her colors spread, 
And scatter roses on the wealthy dead ? 

Shall authors smile on such illustrious days, 
And satirise with nothing—but their praise 7 
Why slumbers Pope, who leads the tuneful 
strain, [plain ? 

Nor hears that virtue which he loves com- 
Donne, Dorset, Diyden, Rochester arusdead. 
And guilt’s chief fbe in Addison is fled 3 
Congreve, who, crown’d with laurels fairly 
won. 

Sits smiling at the goal while others run, 

He will not write 3 and (more provoking still!) 
Ye gods! be will not write, and Mevius will. 
Doubly distress’d, what author shall we find 
Discretely daring, nnd severely kind. 

The courtly Roman’s * shining path to tread, 
And sharply smile prevailing folly deA 7 
Will no superior genius snatch the quill. 

And save me, on the brink, from writing ill 1 
Though vain the strifo, 111 strive my voice to 
raise: 

What will not men attempt for sacred praise 7 


Reigns, more or less, and glows in ev iy heart: 
The proud, to gain it, toib on toils endure 3 
The modest shun it but to make it sure. 

O'er globes and sceptres now on thrones it 
swells. 

Now trims the midnight lamp in college cells. 
'Tia Tory, Whig 3 it plots, prays, preaches, 
ple^, [odes; 

Harangues in Senates, squeaks in masquer- 
Here, to S—-e’s humor makes a bold pre¬ 
tence 3 

There, bolder, aims at Pult’ney's eloquence: 
It aids the dancer’s heel, the writer’s head. 
And heaps the. plain with mountains of the 
dead : 

Nor ends with life 3 but nods in sable plumes. 
Adorns our hearse, and flatters on our tombs. 
Who is not proud 7 the pimp is jvoud to see 
So many like himself in high degree: w 
The whore is proud her beauties are the dread 
Of [leevish virtue, and the marriage bed 3 
And the brib'd cuckold, like crown’d victims 
borne 

To slaughter, glories in his gilded horn. 

Some go to church, proud humbly to repent. 
And come back much more guilty than they 
went: * 

One way they look, another way they steer 3 
Pray to the gods, but would have mortals hear 3 
And when their sins they set sincerely down. 
They ’ll find that their religion has b^ one. 

Others with wishful eyes on glory look, 
When they have got their picture tow’rds a 
Or pompons title, like a gaudy sign [book 3 

Meant to betray dull sots to wretched wine. 

If at his title T-had dropt his quill, 

T- might have pass’d for a great genius 

still 3 

But T—, alas! (excuse him if yon can) 

Is now a scribbler, who was once a man. 

Imperious some a classic fame demand. 

For heaping up with a laborious hand 
A waggon load of meanings for one word. 
While A’s depos’d, and B with pomp restor’d. 

Some for renown on scraps of learning dote. 
And think they grovr immortal as they quote. 
To patchwork learn’d quotations are allied 3 
Both strive to make our poverty our pride. 

On glass how witty is a noble peer! 

Did ever diamond cost a man so dear 7 
Polite diseases make smne idiots vain. 
Which, if unfortunately well, they feign. 

On death-beds some in conscious glory lie. 
Since of the doctor in the mode they ^e ‘3 
Whose wondrous skill is, *neadsman-like, to 
[For better 3 >ay to pve a surer blow. [know 
Of folly, vice, disease, men proud wd'lee: 
And (straaf^ still) of bloekbMds’ flattery. 
Whose praise defiunesp as if a fixd sltoald 
mean 

By spitting on your ftee to make it clean! 

Nor is t enough all hearts are .swola with 
pride} 

Her tow’r is mighty, u her ibalm is wide. 


* Horace. 
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Whai eftn she not perfonnf The love ofj 
fame 

* Mode bold Alphonsus his Creator blame, 
Empedocles hurl’d down the burning steep. 
And (stronger still!) made Alexander weep. 
P(a]r it holds Delia from a second bed, 

’Though her lov’d lord has four half months been 
• dead. 

This passion with a pimple have I seen 
Retard a cause, and give a judge the spleen. 
By this inspir'd (oh ne'er to be forgot!) 

Some lords have learnt to spell, and some to 
, knot. 

It makes Globose a speaker in the house; 

He herns—and is delivered of his mouse. 

It maltes dear self on well-bred tongues pre¬ 
vail, 

And I the little hero of each tale. [in. 

Sick with the love of fame, what throngs pour 
Unpeople court, and leave the Senate thin ! 
My growing subject seems but just begun, 
And, chariot-like. I kindle as I run. 

, Aid me, great Homer! with thy epic rules, 

'To take a catalogue of British fools, 
w Satire! had I thy Dorset’s force divine, 

A knave or fool should perish in each line : 
Though for the first all Westminster should 
plead, 

And for the last all Gresham intercede. 

Begin—who first the catalogue should 
grace T 

To qur^ity belongs the highest place, [come ! 
My lord conies forward; forward let him 
Ye vulgar, at your peril give him room! 

He stands for fame on his forefathers' feet. 

By heraldry prov'd valiant or discreet. 

With what a decent pride he throws his eyes 

* Above the man by three descents less wise! 

If virtues at his noble hand you crave. 

You bid him raise his fathers from the grave. 
Men should press forward in fame's glorious 
chice; 

Nobles look tockward, and so lose the race. 
Let high birth triumph! what can be more 
great T ^ 

Nothing——but merit in a low estate. 

To Virtue’s humblest son let none prefer 
Vice, though descended from the Conqueror. 
Shall men. like figures, piss for high or base, 
Blight or important, only by their place 7 
Titles are marks of honest men and wise; 

. I'iie fool or knave that wears a title, lies. 

They that on glorious ancestors enlarge, 
Produee their debt instead of their discharge. 
Dorset, let those i9ho nroudly boast their line, 
Like thee, 'm worth hereditary shine. [own 
'VaiiAs false greatness is, the Muse must 

• -.We want not fools to buy that Bristol stone. 
Mean sons of Earth, who on a South-Sea tide 
or fkll Buecess swam into wealth and pride, 
Knock with a purse of gold at Anstis’ gate, 
And beg to ])e descend^ from the great. 

When men of infamy to grandeur soar. 

They light a torcli to show their shame the 
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Those governments which curb not evils, 
cause; 

And a rich knave’s a libel on our laws. 

Belus with solid glory will be crown’d; 

He buys no phantom, no rain empty sonnd ; 
But builds himself a name; and to be great, 
Sinks in a quarry an immense estate : 

In cost and grandeur Chandos he ’ll outdo | 
And, Burlington, thy taste is not so true. 

The pile is finish'd, ev’ry toil is past, 

And full perfbetion is arriv’d at last; 

When, lo! my Lord to some small comer runs. 
And leaves state-rooms to strangers and to 
duns. 

The man who buUds, and wants wherewith 
to pay. 

Provides a home from which to run away. 

In Britain what is many a lordly seat. 

But a discharge in full for an estate 7 
In smaller compass lies Pygmalion's fame; 
Not domes, but antique statues, are hia flame. 
Not F-n^—n’a self more Parian charms has 
known, ^ 

Nor is good PAnBroke more in love with stone. 
The bailiffs come (rude men, profanely bold!) 
And bid him turn his Venus into gold. 

“ No, sirs,” he cries; “ I ’ll sooner rot in jail! 
“ Shall Grecian arts be truck’d for English 
bail 7” [laugh: 

Such heads might make their very bustoa 
His daughter starves, but Cleopatra ’■* safe. 

Men overloaded with a laige estate 
May spill their treasure in a nice conceit; 
The rich may be polite; but, oh! ’tis sad 
To say you ’re curious, when we swear you 're 
By your revenue measure your expense, [mad. 
And to your funds and acres join your sense; 
No man is blest by accident or guess; 

True wisdom is the price of happiness; 

Yet few without long discipline are sage; 

And our youth only lays up sighs for age. 

But how, my Muse, canst thou resist so long 
The bright temptation of the courtly throng, 
Thy most inviting theme 7 The court afford 
Much food for satire; it abounds with lords. 

“ What lords are those saluting with a grin 7’’ 
One is just out, and one is lately in. 

” How comes it then to pass we see preside 
On both their brows an equal share of pride 7” 
Pride, that impartial passion reigns through 
all; 

Attends our glory, nor deserts our fall 
As in its home, it triumphs in high place, 

.And frowns a haughty exile in disgrace. 

Some lords it bids admire their wands so white. 
Which bloom, like Aaron's, to their ravish’d 

It; 

Some lo^s it bids resign, and turns their wands. 
Like Moses’, into serpents in their hands. 
These sink, as divers, for renown! and boast 
With pride inverted of their honors lost. 

But against reason sure ’tia equal sin 
To boast of merely being out or in. 

* A famms status. 
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What numben here, throagh odd ambition,' 
•trive 

To Hem the most transported things alive! 

As if by joy deurt was understood, 

And all the fortunate were wise and good. 
Hence aching bosoms wear a visage gay. 

And stifled groans frequent the ball and play. 
Completely dress'd by Monteuel,* and gri¬ 
mace, 

They take their birth-day suit, and public face; 
Their smiles are only part of what they wear, 

Put OS’ at night with Indy B-'s hair. 

What bodily fatigue is half so bad 1 
With anxious care they labor to be glad. 

What numbers here would into fame ad¬ 
vance, 

ConHinus of merit in the coxcomb’s dance! 
The tavern, park, assembly, mask, and play, 
Tho^o dear destroyers of the tedious day ' 

I'hat wheel of fops! that saunter of the town ! 
Call it diversion, and the pill goes down; 

Fools grin on fools; and Stoic-like support, 
Without one sigh, the pleasures of the court. 
Courts can give nothing '-to «the wise and 
good. 

But scorn of pomp, ff.)d love of solitude. 

High stations tumult, but not bliss, create : 
None think the great unhappy, but the great. 
Fools gaxe and envy : envy darts a sting. 
Which makes a swain as wretched as a king. 

I envy none their pageantry and show ; 

I envy none the gilding of their woe. 

Give me, indulgent gods ! with mind serene. 
And guiltless heart, to range the sylvan scene. 
No splendid p'lverty, no smiling care, 

No well-bred hate, or servile grandeur there ; 
There pleisingobjects use.'ul thoughts suggest, 
The seiise is ravish'd, and the soul is blest ; 
On every thorn delightful wisdom grows. 

In ev'ry rill a sweet instruction flows; 

But some untaught o’erhear the whispering 
rill. 

In spite of sacred leisure, blockheads still; 
Nor shoots up folly to a nobler bloom 
In her own native soil, the drawing-room. 

The 'squire is proud to we his courwr strain. 
Or well-breath’d beagles sweep aloag the 
plain. 

Say, dear Hippolytus (whow drink is ale. 
Whose erudition is a Chrismas tale. 

Whose mistress is deluded with a smack, 

And friend receiv'd with thumps upon his 
back,) f mound. 

When thy sleek gelding nimbly leips the 
And Ringwood opens on the tainted ground, 

Is that thy p.-aiw 7 Let Riugwood’s fame' 
alone, ( 

Jnst Riagwond leaves each animal liis own •, 
Nor envies when a gipsy you commit. 

And shake the clumsy beuch with country 
wit; 

When you the dulleA of dull things have said, 
And then ask pardon for the jest you made. 


[book >1, 

Here breathe, my Muse ! and then thy task 
renew, 

Ten thousand fools unsung are still in view. 
Fewer lay atheists made by church debates; 
Fewer great beggars fam'd for large estates : 
Ladies, whose love is constant as the wind; 
(’its, who prefer a guinea to mankind ; 

Fewer grave lords to Scroope discreetly band ; 
And fewer shocks a statesman gives bis friend. 

Is there a man of an eternal vein, 

Who lulls the town in winter with his strain, 
At Rath in summer ehants the reigning lass. 
And sweetly whistles as the waters pass ? 

Is there a tongue, like Delia's o'er her cup. 
That runs for ages without winding up ? 

Is there whom his tenth Epic mounts td fame T 
Such, and such only, might exhaust my 
theme. 

Nnr would these herres of the task be gkid; 
For who can write so fast as men run mad 7 

RATinx II. 

Mv Muse, proceed, and reach thy destin’d 
end} 

Though toil and danger the bold task attend. 
Heroes and gods make other poems fine. 

Plain satire calls for sense ip ev’ry line: 

Then, to what swarms thy faults 1 dare ex¬ 
pose ! 

All friends to vice and folly are thy foes ; 
When such the fue, a war eternal wage, 

'Tis most ill-nature to repress thy rage. 

And if these strains some nobler Muse excite, 
I ’ll glory in the verse I did not write. 

So w-eak are human kind by nature made. 
Or to such weakness by their vice betray'd. 
Almighty Vanity ! to thee they owe 
Their zest of pleasure., and their balm of woe. 
Thou, like the sun. all colors dost contain. 
Varying like rays of light on drops of rain; ' 
For ev'ry soul finds reasons to be proud, 
Though hiss'd and hooted by the pointing 
crowd. 

Warm in pursuit of foxes and renown, 
Hippolytus demands the sylvan crown 
But Florio’s fame, the product of a show’r! 
Grows in his garden, an illustrious flow’r 1 
Why teems the earth! why melt the vernal 
skies 7 [rise. 

Why shines the sun 7 To make Paul Diackt 
From morn to night has Florio gazing stood. 
And wonder’d how the gods could be so good. 
What shape ! what hue ! was ever nymph so 
fair 7 

He dotes, he dies! he too ifc rooted there. 

'O solid bliss! which nothing can destroy 
Except a c.at, bird, snail, or idle boy. (t 
In fime s full bloom lies Florio down at night 
And wakes next day a most inglorious wight; 
The tulip's dead ! See thy fair sister’s fate, 

O C- ' and be kind ere 'tis too late. 

Nor are thoH enemies I mention’d all; 
Beware, O florist, thy ambition’s tall. 

It 

*Thit refers to tho first Satire. fTbe name of a tulip 
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* A famous tailor. 
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A friend of mine indulg’d this noble flame; And to this cost another must succeed, 

A quaker serv'd him, Adam was his name. To pay a sage who says that he can read, 

To one lov'd tulip oft the master went, Who titles knows, and indexes has seen, 

Hung o'er it, and whole days in rapture spent; But leaves to-what lies between j 

But came and miss’d it one ill-futed hour, Of pompous books who shuns the proud ex* 
He rag’d! he roar'd—” What demon cropp'd pense, 

* my flow'r ?” And humbly is contented with their sense. 

Sqrene, quoth Adam, “ Lo! 'twas crush’d by O Lumley, whose accomplishments make 
me: [knee.” good 

Fall’n is the Baal to which thou bow'dst thy iThe promise of a long illustrious blood j 
But all men want amusement, and what'in arts and manners eminently grac'd, 
crime The strictest honor, and the finest taste I 

In such .1 Paradise to fool their time ? Accept this verse } if Satire can agree 

Noijie, but why proud of this ? To fame they With so consummate an humanity. 

soar ; But know, my Lord, if you resist the wrong, 

We grant they ’re idle, if they '11 ask no more. That on your candor I obtrude my song; 

W e siiiilc .It florists, we despise their joy, 'Tis Satire's just revenge on that fair name, 

And think their hearts enamour’d of a toy; Which all their malice cannot make her 

But are those iviser v/hom we most admire, theme. 

Survey with envy, and purtue with fire ? By your e.vample would Hilario mend, 

What's he who sighs for wealth, or fame, or How would it grace the talents of my friend, 
pow'r ? Who, with the charms of his own genius smit. 

Another Florio doting on a flow’r! [sprung Conceives all virtues are compris’d in wit'. 

A short-liv'd flower, and which has often Rut tune hisfer^nt jmtulance may cool; 

From solid arts, as Florio's out of dung. For, though he is a w'it, he is no fool. 

With what, C) Codrus! is thy fancy smit ? In time he ’ll learn to us%, not waste, his sense j 

The flow’r of learning, and the hloom of wit. Nor make a frailty of an excellence. 

Thy gaudy sliclv es with crimson bindings glow, His brisk attack on blockheads we should prize. 
And Epicteliis is a perfect beau. Were not his jest as flippant with the wise; 

How fit for Ihce bound up in crimson too, He spares nor iViend nor foe 5 but calls to 

tlilt, and like them devoted to the view ! mind, 

Thy books are furniture. Wethmks ’tis hard j Like doom's-day, all the faults of all mankind. 
Tliat icience should lie purchas’d by the yard; What though wit tickles tickling is unsai'e. 
And Toiisoii. turn’d upliolsteicr, send home If still ’tis painful while it makes na laugh. 

The gilded leather to ht up thy room. Wlio, for the poor renown of beinj smart. 

If not to some peculiar end design'd. Would leave a sting witliin a brother's heart ? 

Study's the specious trifling of the mind } Parts may be prais’d, good nature is ador’d } 

Or IS at best a secondary .iiiii, Tlicii draw your wit as seldom as your sword, 

A chase for sport alone, and not for game : And never on the weak ; or you '11 appear 

If so, sure they who the mere volume prize, As there no hero, no great genius here. 

But love the tliickct wlicie tlie quarry lies. As in smooth oil the razor best is wet. 

On buying books Lorenzo long was bent, So wit is by politeness sharpest set. 

But found ai length that it reduc’d his lent. Their want of edge from tlieir olfence is seen} 

Ills farms were flown j when lo ! a sale comes Both pain us least when exquisitely keen. 

0 , 1 ^ Tlic fame men give, is for the joy they find ; 

A choice collection What i#to be done ? Dull is the jester, when the joke’s unkind. 

He sells his last, for he the whole will buy ; Since IBarcus doubtless thinks himself a 
Sells e'en his house, nay wants whereon to lie 5 wit, 

.So high the geii’rous ardor of the man To pay my compliment, what place so fit T 

For Romans, Greeks, and Oiientals ran. His most facetious letters* came to hand, 

To make the purchase, he gives all his store, Which my first Satire sweetly reprimand. 
Except one darling diamond that he wore : If that a just olfence to Marcus gave, 

For what a mistress gave, ’tis death to pawn; Say, Marcus, which art thou—a fool, or knave 7 
Yet vhen the terms were fix'd, and writings For all but such with caution I forbore 5 

drawn, • , I'hat thou wast either, I ne'er knew before } 

The sight go ravish’d him, he gave the clerk I know' thee now, both what thou art, and 
Love’Bsacred pledge, and sign’d them with his vaho; [through j 

' mark. No mask so good but Marcus most shine 

' Unlearned men of books assume the care, False names arc vain, thy lines their author 

As eunuchs are the guardians of the fair. tell, 

Not in his authors’ liveries alone, Thy best concealment had been writing Well j 

Is Codrua’ erudite ambition shown. But thou a brave neglect for Fame hast shown. 

Editions vafious, at high prices bought. Of others’ fame, great genius! and thy own. 

Inform the worid what Codrus would be . 

thought; , * Letters mdI to the Author, signed Jfarew 
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Write OD anbeeded, ud this nuiin kaow: What 'p the best brow, or neck in tkoi^t re- 
The men who peidone, dinppoints hie foe. din'd T 

In malice to prond wita, lome proudly loll The body’e wisdom to conceal the mind. 

Their pMvish reason, vain of bung dull} A man of sense can artifice disdain, 

When some home*joke has stung their solemn As mon of wealth may venture to go plain : 

souls, And be this truth eternal ne'er forgot— 

In vengeance they determine—to be fools; Solemnity's a cover for a sot. 

Thro’ spleen, that little nature gave, make less, 1 find the fool, when I behold the screen} 

Quite zealpun in the way of heaviness 3 For 'tis the wise man’s int'rest to be seen. 

To lumps inanimate a fondness take, Hence, Scarborough, that openness of heart, 

And disinherit sons that are awake, [spit. And just disdain for that poor mimic art 3 
These, when their utmost venom they would Hence (manly praise!) that manner nobly free. 
Moat barbarously tell you—" he ’a a wit." Which all admire, and 1 commend in thee. 

Poor negroes thus, to show their burning spite With gen’rous scorn how oft hast thou.sur> 
To Cac^smons, say they 're devilish white. vey'd, 

Lampridius from the bottom of his breast Of court aud town the noon4ide masqifCrade, 
Sighs o’er one child, but triumphs in the rest. Where swarms of knaves the vizor quite dis* 
How Just his grief! one carries in his head grace, 

A less proportion of the father's lead 3 And hide secure behind a naked face! w 

And is in danger, without special grace, Where nature’s end of language is declin’d. 

To rise above a Justice of the Peace. And men talk only to conceal the mind 3 

The dunghill'breed of men a diamond acorn. Where gen'roua hearts the greatest hazard run. 

And fhel a passion for a grain of cori^; And he who trusts a brother is undone! 

Some stupid, plodding, monejfdgving wight. My brother swore it, therefore it is true 3 - 
Who wins their hearts by knowing black from O strange induction, and at court quite new! . 

white, V As well thou mightst aver, thou simple swain. 

Who with much pains exerting all his sense, Tis just, and therefore 1 my cause shall 
Can range aright his shillings, pounds, and gain." 

pence. With such odd maxims to thy flocks retreat. 

The booby fiither craves a booby son. Nor furnish mirth for ministers of state. 

And by Heaven's blessing thinks himself un* Some master spirit far beyond the throng 
done. Refin'd in ill, more rightly bent on wrong, 

Wants of all kinds are made to Fame a plea 3 With exquisite discernment play their game. 
One learns to lisp, another not to see 3 More nice of conduct, and more fair of fame. 

Mias D— tottering catches at your hand : The neatly injur’d thinks his thanks are due. 

Was ever thing so pretty born to stand 7 Robb’d of his right, and good opinion too 3 
Whilst these what nature gave disown through False honor, pride’s first-born, this clan con> 
pride, trols. 

Others afiect what nature has denied 3 Who wisely part with nothing but their souls. 
What nature has denied fools will pursue, Albertus hugs himself in ravish’d thought. 

As apes are ever walking upon two. To find a peerage is so cheaply bought. 

Crassus, a graceful sage, our awe and sport! These all their care expend on outward show 
Supports grave forms, for forms the sage sup- For wealth and fame 3 fur fame alone the bean. 

port. Of late at White’s was young Florello seen : 

He hems—and cries, with an important air. How blank his look, how discompos'd his 
" If yonder clouds withdraw, it will be fkir mien! '* 

Then quotes the Stagyrite to prove it tme; So hard it proves in grief sincere to feign! 

And adds," the learn’d delight in something Sunk were his spirits, for his coat was plain. 

new.’’ Next day his breast regain’d its wonted 

Is t not enough the blockhead scarce can read, peace, 

But must be wisely look and gravely plead ? Hie health was mended with a silver lace : 

As far a formalist from wisdom sits, A curious artist long inur’d to toils 

In judging eyes, as libertines from wits. Of gentler sort, with combs and fragrant oils. 
Nay, of true wisdom there too much may be. Whether by chance, or by some god inspir’d, 
The gen'rotts mind delights in being free 3 So touch’d his curls, his migiity soul was fir d. 
Your men of parts an over-care despise 3 'I'he well-swoln ties an equal homage claim. 
Dull rogues have nought to do but to wise. And either shoulder has its share of fans.: 
Horace has said—and that decides the case— His sumptuous watch-case, though conceal’d 
'Tis sweet to trifle in a proper place. it lies, 

Yet subtle wights (so blind are mortal men. Like a good cimacienee, solid joy supplies. 

Tho’ Satire couch thm with her keenest pen), He only thinks himaelf (so far from vain) 

For ever wiU hang out a solemn face. Stanhope in wit, in breeding Deloraine. 

To put ofiT nonfense, with a better grace 3 Whene'er by seeming c hanro he khrowa hie 

As peAers with some hero's head make bold,, eye 

lUnstrious mark where pins are to be sold. I On mirrors flushing with his TyiuB dye. 
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Witb bow nbline ^ traniport lespi hii heart! 
But &M ordaiu the deareat friendi must part, 
la aetire meaaurea brought from France be 
wheela, 

And triampha conacioua of hia learned heela. 

So have I aeen, on aome bright aummer’a day, 
A calf of geuiua, debonair and gay, 

Dance on the bank, aa if inspir’d by fame, 
Fond of the pretty fellow in the stream. 
Morose is sunk with shame whene’er sur¬ 
pris’d 

In linen clean or peruke undisguia'd. 

No sublunary chance his vestments (bar, 
Valued, like leopards as their spots appear. 

A fam'd surtout he wears which once was 
blue, 

And his foot swima in a capacious shoe. 

One day his wife (for who can wives reclaim ?) 
Levell’d her barbarous needle at his fame. 

But open force was vain; by night she went, 
And when he slept surpris’d the darling rent ;| 
Where yawn'd the frize is now become a 
doubt. 

And glory at one entrance quite shut out.* 

He scorns Florello, and Florelio him; 

This hates the filthy creature, that the prim. 
Thus in each other both these fools despise 
Their own dear selves, witb undiscerning 
eyes ; 

Their methods various, but alike their aim; 
The sloven and the fopling are the same. 

Ye Whigs and Tories, thus it fares with 
you, 

When party-rage too warmly you pursue j 
Then both club nonsense and impetuous pride,. 
And folly joins whom sentiments divide; 

You vent your spleen, aa monkeys when they 

piss 

-Scratch at the mimic monkey in the glass, 
While both are one; and henceforth be it 
known. 

Fools of both sides shall stand for fools alone. 
'‘But who art thou!” methinks Florello 
cries; 

Of all thy species art thou only wise T” 
Since smallest things can 4ive our sins a 
twitch, 

As croming straws retard a passing witch, 
Florello, thou my monitor shall be; 

‘I ’ll conjure thus some profit out of thee. 

O thou, myself! abroad our counsels roam, 
And, like all husbands, take no care at home. 
■Come from thyself, and a by-stander be; 
Witl^others* eyes thy own deportment aeej 
And while their mis thou dost with pity view, 
Conceive, ^ard task, ttiat thon art mortal too,1 
Thou A>>o & wounded with the common dart,' 
And love of Fame lies throbbing at thy heart 
' And what wise means to gain it hast thou 
chose 1 [prose., 

-Know, Fame and Fortune both on ma^ of 
lb thy ambition sweating for a rhyme, 

Thon naambitious fool, att^ 1^ tinef 

' *MUton. 


This noon of life t The WAiooe mend th^ 
pace, 

And with a nimbler step the seasons ehasn i 
While I a moment name, a moment's ^st; 
I’m nearer death in this verse than the last} 
What then is to be done 7 Be wise with speed; 
A fool at forty is a fool indeed. 

And what so foolish as the chase of Fame I 
How vain the prise : how impotent our aim ! 
For what are men who grasp at praise sublime. 
But bubbles on the rapid stream of time, 

That rise and fall, and swell, and are no more. 
Bom and forgot., ten thousand in an hour! 
Should this verse live, O Lumley! may it be 
A monument of gratitude to thee ; 

Whose early favor I must own with shame, 

So long my patron, and so late my theme. 

SATIBX V. 

On Women. 

0 fairest of creation! last and best 

Of all SKxl'a works! creature in whom eveelFd, 

Whatever can to right or thought be form'd. 

Holy, divine, foim. amiable, or sweet! 

How art thou loat *. JtUUn. 

Nor reigns ambition in bold man alone; 
Soft female hearts the rude invader own. 

But there, indeed, it deals in nicer thinge 
Than routing armies and dethroning kings. 
Attend, and you discern it in the fair 
Conduct a finger, or reclaim a hair: 

Or roll the lucid orbit of an eye} 

Or in full joy elaborate a sigh. 

Britannia’s daughter*, much more feir than 
nice, 

Too fond of admiration, lose their price ; 
Worn in the public eye, give cheap delight 
To throngs, and tarnish to the sated sight. 

As unreserv’d and beauteous as the sun, 
Through ev’ry sign of vanity they run ; 
Assemblies, parks, coarse feasts in city-halls, 
Lectures and trials, plays, committees, balls, 
Wells, Bedlams, executions, Smithfield scenes, 
And fortane-tellers’ eaves, and lions' dena, 
Taverns, exchanges. Bridewells, drawing¬ 
rooms, 

Instalments, pillories, coronations, tombs, 
Tumblers, a^ funerals, puppet-shows, re¬ 
views, 

Sales, races, rabbits,and (still stranger I) pem. 

Clarinda’a bosom burns, but burns for fame; 
And love lies vanquish’d in a nobler flame; 
Warm gleams of hope she now dispenses; 
tten, 

Like Amil suns, dives into clouds again. 

Witb aifber lustra now her lover warms; 
Then, out of oetentation, hidee her charms. 
’Tis next her pleasure sweetly to complain, 
And to be taken with e sudden pain; 

Then she starts up all ecstasy and bliss, ^ 

And is, sweet son!! just as stseera is diis. 
Ob, how she rolls her ehsnning eyes is spite! 
And looks delightfully with ell her m%ht ! 
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Bnt likeour heroes, much more hrave than 

She conquers for the triumph, not the prize. 

Zara resembles i£tna Ciown'd with snows; 
Without she freezes, and within she glows. 
Twice ere the sun descends, with zeal inspir’d, 
From the vain converse of the world retir’d, 
She reads the psalms and chapters for the day 
In—Cleopatra, or the last new play. 

Thus gloomy Zara, with a solemn grace. 
Deceives mankind, and hides liehind her face. 

Nor far beneath her in renown is s! e 
Who, through good-breeding, is ill company ; 
Whose manners will not let her larum cease. 
Who thinks you arc unhappy when at pe.ice; 
To find you news who racks her subtle head. 
And vows—that her great grandfather is dead. 

A dearth of words a woman need not fear; 
But ’tis n task indeed to learn—to hear. 

In that the skill of conversation lies: 

That shows or makes you both polite and wise. 
Xantippo cries, “ Let nymphs who nought 
can say v 

Be lost in silence, and resign the day; 

And let the guilty wife her guilt confess 
By tame behaviour, ^uid a soil address.” 
'i'hrough virtue, she refuses to coniply 
With all the dictates of humanity ; 

Through wisdom, she refuses to submit 
To wisdom's rules, and raves to prove her wit; 
Then, her unbleniish’d honor to maintain, 
Rejects her husband’s kindness with disdain. 
But, if by chance an ill-adapted word 
Drops from tlic hp of her unwary lord, 

Her darling china, in a whirlwind sent, 

Just intimates the lady’s discontent. 

Wine may indeed excite the meekest dame; 
But keen Xaiitippe, scorning borrow’d flame. 
Can vent her thunders, and her lightnings 
play. 

O’er cooling gruel and composing tea; 

Nor rests by night j but, more sincere than 
nice. 

She shakes the curtains with her kind advice. 
Doubly like Echo, sound is her delight, 

And the last word is her eternal right. 

Is’t not enough plagues, wars, and famines 
rise [wise ? 

To lash our crimes, but must our wives be 
Famine, plague, war, and an unnumber’d 
throng 

Of guilt-avenging ills, to man belong; 

What black, what ceaseless cares besiege our 
state! [fate! 

What strokes we feel from fancy and &om 
If fate fcvbears us, fancy strikes the blow ; « 

We make misfortune, suicides in woe. 
Superfluous aid! unnecessary skill 1 ^ 

Is nature backward to torment or kill ? 

Hpw oft the noon, how oft the midnight bell, 
(That iron tongue of death!) with solemu 
knell, 

On folly’s errands as we vainly roam, 

KBecka at our hearts, and finds our thoughts 
. from home! 


Men drop so fast, ere life’s raid stage we.trend. 
Few know so many friends alive as dead. 

Vet, as immortal, in our up-hill chace 
We p.ess coy fortune with uiislacken’d pace; 
Our ardent labors for the toys we seek. 

Join night to day, and Sunday to the week. 
Our very joys aic anxious, and expire 
Between satiety and fierce desire. 

.Now what reward for all this grief and toil 7 
But one—a female friend’s endearing smile j 
A tender siniie, our sorrow’s only balm, 

And, 111 life's tempest, the sad sailor’s calm. 

How have 1 seen a gentle nymph draw nigh, 
Peace in her air, persuasion in her eye; ^ 
Victorious tenderness ! it all o’ercaniej 
tiusbandb look’d mild, and savages grev. lame. 

'I'lie sylvan race our active uyii.plis pursue; 
Man IS not ail the game they have in view ; 

In woods and fields their glory they 9||mpletc, 
'J’herc Master Petty leaps a five-barrd gate; 
While fair Miss ( liarles to toilets is roufiii'd, 
•Nor rashly tempts the barb'roiis sun and wind. 
Some ny n.plis aflect a more heroic bieed, 

And vault from hunters to the manng d steed; 
Command his pranciiigs with a iiiurtiai air; 
.And Folcrt has the f’uiming of the fair. 

More than one steed must Delia's empire 
feel. 

Who sits triumphant o’er the flying wheel; 
And, as she guides it through th’ admiring 
throng. 

W’lth w hat an air she smacks the silken thong' 
(jraccfiil as John she moderates the reins, 

And whistles sweet her diuretic strains. 
iSesostris-like, such charioteers as these 
May drive six harness’d munarchs, if they 
please. 

They drive, row, run, with love of glory emit; 
Leap, swim, shoot flying, and pronounce or 
wit. 

O'er the belles-lettres lovely Daphne reigns, 
Again the god Apollo wears her ciiaiiis. 

With legs tuss’d high on her sophee she sits, 
Vouchsafing audience to contending wits; 

Of each performance she’s tlie final test: 

One act read o’i't, she propliesies the rest; 
And then pronouncing with decisive air. 

Fully convinces all the town—she’s fair. 

Had lovely Daphne Hccatessa's face. 

How would her elegance of taste decrease ! 
Some ladies’ judgment in their features lies. 
And all their geniua sparkles from their eyes. 

But hold, she cries, lampooner ! have a care; 
Must 1 want common sense because 1 ’m fair ? 
Oh no I see Stella: her ey^p shine as bnght 
As if her tongue was never in the right; 

And yet what real learning, judgi£'ent|^re! 
She seems inspir’d, and can herself inspire. 
How then (if malice rul’d not all the fair) 
Could Daphne publish, and could she forbear 7 
We grant that beauty is no bar to sense. 

Nor is’t a sanction for impertinence. 
Sempronia lik'd her man, and weU she 
might, 

The youth in person and in parts was bright; 
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PoMMi’d of ev'ry virtue, grace, and art, 

That claims just empire o'er the female heart. 

^ He met her pissinn, all her sighs return'd, 

And in full rage of youthful ardor burn'd. 
Large his possessions, and beyond her own; 
Their bliss the theme and envy of the town. 
The dav was fix’d ; whCii. with one .icre in"*re. 
In stepp’d de!urin'd, debauch’d, diseas’d three- 
• score. 

The fatal sequel I through shame forbear : 

Of pride and av'rice who can cure the fair 1 
Man's rich with little, were his judgment 
true. 

Tjfature is frugal, and her wants are few; 

. These few wants answer’d bnng sincere dc- 
w lights, 

Botiools create themselves new appetites. 
Fancy and pride seek things at vast expense, 
Which relish not to reason nor to sense. 

When surfeit or untbankfulness destroys, 

In nature's narrow sphere our solid joys. 

In fincy’s airy land of noise and show, 

Where nought but dreams, no real pleasures 
. grow, 

Like cats in air-pumps, to subsist we strive 
« On joys too tliin to keep the soul alive. 

Lemira's sick, make haste, the doctor call * 
He comes: but where's his patient 7 At the 
ball. 

The doctor stares, her woman curt’sies low, 
And cries, “ My lady, sir, is always so. 
Diversions put her maladies to flight; 

True,,she can’t stand, but she can dance all 
night. 

I’ve known my lady (for she loves a tune) 

For fevers take an opera in June; 

And though perhaps you ’ll think the practice 
bold, 

A midnight park is sov'reign for a cold. 

AVith colics, hrcikfists of green fruit agree} 
AVith i ndigestions, supper just at three.” 

A strange alternative! replies Sir Hans; 

Must women have a doctor, or a dance 7 j 
Though sick to death sroroad they safely roam; 
But droop and die in perfect health at home. 
For want—but not of health—are ladies ill; 
And tickets cure beyond thrrdoctor’s pill. 

Alas ! my heart, how laiiguishingly fair 
Yon lady rolls! with what a tender air! 

■ Tale as a young dramatic author, when 
O'er darling lines fell Cibber waves his pen. 

Is her lord angry, oi has Veny* chid 7 

• Dead is her father, or the mask forbid 7 

Late sitting up has turn’d her roses white.” 
Why went she not to bed 7 “ Because twas 
night.” * [that.. 

Did she ^en dance or play 7 " Nor this or 
, Welf night soon steals away in pleasing chat. 

• < M No, all alone, her pray'rs she rather chose. 

Than be that wretch to sleep till morning 
rose.’’ 

.Then Lady Cynthia, mistress of the shade, 
Ooes wit^the fashionable owls to bed. 


This her pride covets, this her health denies ^ 
Her soul is silly, but her body's wise. 

OtheiB with curious arts dim charms revive. 
And triumph in the bloom of fifty*five. 

You in the morning a fair nymph invite. 

To keep her word a brown one comes at night; 
Next diy she shines in glossy black, and then 
Revolves into her native red again, [charms. 
Like a dove’s neck, slie shifls her transient 
And is her own dear rival in your arms. 

But one admirer has the painted lass; 

Nor finds that one but in tier looking-glaas. 

Vet Laura's beautiful to such excess, [less; 
That all her art acarce makes her please the 
To deck the female cheek He only knows, 
Who paints less fair the lily and the rose. 

How gay they smile'. Such blessings nature 
pours, 

O’erstock’d mankind enjoy but half her stores: 
In distant wilds, by human eyes unseen, 

She rears her flow’rs and spreads her velvet 
green. 

Pure gurgling rills the lonply desert trace, 
And w£te their music on the savage race, 
fa Nature than Niggard of her bliss 7 
Repine we guiltless in a world like Umb T 
But our lewd tastes hePIawful charms refuse, 
And painted art’s deprav’d allurements choose. 
Such Fulvia’s passion for the town j fresh air 
(An odd eflect I) gives vapors to the fair j 
Green fields, and shady groves, and crystal 
springs, 

And larks, and nightingales, are odious things; 
But smoke, and dust, and noise, and crowds, 
delight: 

And to be prest to death transports her quite. 
Whore Sliver riv’lets play through flow’ry 
nieads, [their shades, 

And woodbines give their sweets, and limes 
Black kennels’ absent odors she regrets, 

And stops licr nose at beds of violets. 

Is stormy life preferr'd to this serene 7 
Or IS the public to the private scene 7 
Retir’d, we tread a smooth and open way! 
Through briers and brambles, in the world we 
Stiff opposition, and perplex'd debate, [stray; 
And thorny care, and rank and stinging hate, 
Which choke our passage, our career control. 
And wound the firmest temper of the soul. 

O sacred solitude, divine retreat! 

Choice of the prudent, envy of the great! 

By thy pure stream, or in thy waving shade. 
We court fair wisdom, that celestial maid: 
The genuine offspring of her lov’d embrace 
(Strangers on earth !) are Innocence and 
Peace. 

There, from the ways of men laid safe ashore, 
We snile to he.ar the distant tempest roar; 
There, blest with health, with business un- 
perplex'd, 

This life we relish and ensure the neat j 
There too the Muses sport; these numben 
Pierian Eos&ury! 1 owe to thee. [free 

There sport the Muses, but not here alone; 
Their sacred force Amelia ibels in town. 


* Lap-dog. 
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Noofbt but a feniua can a geaiaa fit j 
A wit henelf, Amelia weda a wit. 

Both wits! Though miroclee are said to cease, 
Three days, three wondrous days, they liv’d 
in peace! 

With the fourth sun a warm dispute arose 
On Durlby’s poesy, and Bunyan's prose. 

The learned war both wage with equal force, 
And the fifth morn concluded the divorce. 

Phosb^, though she possesses nothing less. 

Is proud of being rich in happiness} 
Laboriously pursues delusive toys. 

Content with pain, since they 're reputed joys. 
With what well-acted transport will she say, 

“ Well, sure, we were so happy yesterday I 
And then that charming party for to-morrow!” 
Though well she knows 'twill languish into 
sorrow. 

But she dares never boast the present hour; 

So gross that cheat, it is beyond her pow’r. 
For such is or our weakness or our curse, 

, Or rather such our crime, which still is worse. 
The present moment, like a wife, we shun. 
And ne'er enjoy, because it is our ov n. 

Pleasures are few, and fe;ver we enjoy; 
pleasure, like quicksilver, is bright and coy j 
We strive to grasp it,.with oiir utmost skill. 
Still It eludes us, and it glitters still: 

If seiz’d at last, compute your mighty gains; 
What is it but rank poison in your veins ? 

As Fla via in her glass an angel spies. 

Pride whispers in her ear pernicious lies ; 
Tells her, while she surveys a face so fine. 
There's no satiety of charms divine : 

Hence, if her lover yawns, all chang’d appears 
Her temper, and she melts (sweet soul!) in 
tears! Qoy’d, 

She, fond and young, last week her wish en- 
In soft amusement all the night employ’d; 

The morning come, when Strephon, waking, 
found 

(Surprising sight!) his bride in sorrow drown'd. 
“ What miraele," says Strephon, “ makes thee 
weep V’ [you sleep V’ 

“ Ah, barbarous man!” she cries, “ how could 
Men love a mistress as they love a feast; 
How grateful one to touch a^ one to taste; 
Yet sure there is a certain time of da^ 

We wish our mistress and our meat away. 

But soon the sated appetites return: 

Again our stomachs crave, our bosoms bum. 
Eternal love let man then never swear; 

Let women never triumph, nor despair: 

Nor praise nor blame too much tte warm w 
chill j 

Hunger and love are foreign to the will. 

There is indeed a passion more refin’d. 

For those ft w nym[As whose chanty are of 
the mind; 

But not of that unfashionable set 
Is Phillis: Phillis and her Damon met. 
Eternal love exactly hits her taste; 

Phillis demands eternal love at least. 
Embracing Phillis, with soft smiling eyes, 
Eternal hive 1 vow, the swain leidies; 


[boox-ii. 

But say, my all, my mistress, and my friend'. 
What day next week th’ eternity shall end 1 
Some nymphs prefer ostrosomy to love: 
Elope from mortal men, and range above. 

The fair philosopher to Rowley files. 

Where in a box the whole creation lies. 

She sees the planets in their turns advance : 
And scorns, Poilier, thy sublunary dance. 

Of Desagulier she bespeakii fresh air. 

And Whiston has engagements with the fair. 

What vain experiments Sophronia tries! 

'Tis not in air-pumps the gay colonel dies. 

But though to-day this rage of science reigns, 
(O fickle sex !), soon end her learned pains. 

Lo! Pug from Jupiter her heart has got. 

Turns out the stars, and Newton is a sot. 

To-turn ; she never took the height 

Of Saturn, yet is ever in the right; 

She strikes each point with native .^rce of 
mind, • 

While puzzled learning blunders far behind. 
Graceful to sight, and elegant to thought, 

The great are vanquish’d and the wise are 
taught. 

Her breeding finish’d, and her temper sweet; 
When serious, easy; and when gay, discreet; « 
In glitt’ring scenes, o’er her own heart seveie; 
In crowds collected, and in courts sincere; 
Sincere and warm with zeal well understood, 
She takes a noble pride in doing good. 

Yet, not superior to her sex’s cares, 

The mode she fixes by the gown she wears; 

Of silks and china ahe’s the last appeal; 

In these great points she leads the common¬ 
weal : 

And if disputes of empire rise between 
Mechlin, the queen of lace, and Colberteen, 
'Tis doubt! 'tis darkness! till suspended fate 
Assumes her nod to close the grand debate. 
When such her mind, why will the fair express 
Their emulation only in their dress ? 

But, oh! the nymph that mounts above the 
skies, 

And, gratis, clears religious mysteries! 

Resolv’d the church’s welfare to ensure. 

And make her family a sinecure. 

The theme divii!? at cards she ’ll not forget, 
But takes in texts of Scripture at piquet; 

In those licentious meetings acts the prude, 
And thanks her maker that her cards are 
good. 

What angels would these be, who thus excel 
In theologies, could they sew aa well! 

Yet why should not the fair her text pursue 1 
Can she more decently the doctor woo 7. 

’Tis hard too, she who make'j no use but chat 
SJf her religion, should be barr’d i\that. 

Isaac, a brother of the canting strain,c* 

When be has knock’d at his own skull in vain. 
To beauteous Marcia often will repair 
With a dark text, to light it at the fair. 

Oh, how his pious soul exults to find 
Such love for holy men in womankind! [he 
Charm’d with her learning, with what rapture 
Hangs on her bloom, like an industrious bee! 
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Hnnn toond about tier; and with all hia pow'r 
Extracts sweet wisdom from so fair a flow'r ! 

The young and gay declining, Appia flies 
*At nobler game, the mighty and the wise : 

By nature more an eagle than a dove, 

She impiously prefers the world to love. 

Can wealth give happiness? look round, 
and see 

What gay distress! what splendid misery! 
Whatever fortune lavishly can pour. 

The mind annihilates, and calls for more. 
Wealth is a cheat, believe not what it says: 
Like any lord it promises—and pays. 

How will the miser startle to be told 
CA* auch a wonder as insolvent gold! 

What nature wants has an intrinsic weight; 
AlHillbre is but the fashion of the plate. 
Which, for one moment, charms the fickle 
view: 

It charms us now; anon we cast anew. 

To some fresh birth of fancy more inclin’d; 
Then wed not acres, but a noble mind. 
Mistaken lovers! who make worth their 
care, 

And think accomplishments will win the fair. 
, The fair, ’tis true, by genius should lie won. 
As flow'rs unfold their beauties to the sun; 
And yet in female scales a flip outweighs, 

And wit ti)U8t wear the willow with the bays. 
Nought shines so bright in vain Liberia’s eye 
As not, impudence, and perfidy; [play’d. 
The youth of fire, that has drunk deep, and 
And kill’d his man, and triumph'd o’er his 
Viaid: 

For him, as yet unhang’d, she spreads her 
charms, 

Snatches the dear destroyer to her arms. 

And amply gives (though treated long amiss) 
The man of merit his revenge in this. 

If you resent, and wish a woman ill, 

But turn her o’er one moment to her will. 

The languid lady next appears in state. 
Who was not born to carry her own weight j 
She lolls, reels, staggers, till some foreign aid 
To her own stature lifts the feeble maid. 
Then, if ordain’d to so severe a doom. 

She by just stages journeys rpund the room; 
But, knowing her own weakness, she despairs 
To scale the Alps—that is, ascend the stairs. 

. My fan, let othprs say who laugh at toil; 

Fan ! hood! glove! scarf! is her laconic style; 
And that is spoke with such a dying fall, 

That Betty rather secs than hears the call: 
The motion of her lips, and meaning eye, 
Pierce out th’ idea her faint words deny. 

Oh listen with aAection most profound! 

Her voicc^s but the shadow of a sound. * 
And Help! oh help! her spirits are so dead, 

. iTne hand scarce lifts the other to her head. 

If there a stubborn pin it triumphs o'er. 

She pants! she sinks away 1 and ia no more. 
^Lct the robust and the gigantic carve; 

'Life is not worth so much, she’d rather starve: 
But chew*ahe must, hersdf, ah, cruel fate! 
That Rosalinda can't by fitmj eat. 


An antidote in female caprice liee 
(Kind Heaven!) against the poison of their 
Thalestris triumphs in a manly mien; 

Loud is her accent, and her phrase obscene, 
In fair and open dealing where’s the sbaB.e ? 
What nature dares to give, she dares to name. 
This honest fellow is sincere and plain, 

And justly gives the jealous husband pain. 
(Vain is the task to petticoats assign’d, 
if wanton language shows a naked mind.) 

And now and then, to grace her eloquence, 

An oath suppliea the vacanciea of senae. 

Hark ! the shrill notes transpierce the yielding 
air, 

And teach the neighb’ring echos how to swear. 
' By Jove,' is faint, anid for the simple swain; 
She on the Christian system is profane. 

But though the volley rattles in your ear. 
Believe her dress, she's not a grenadier. 

If thunder’s awful, how much more our dread 
When Jove deputes a lady in his stead! 

A lady! pardon my mistaken pen ; 

A shameless woman is the worst of men. 

Few fe good breeding make a just pretence; 
Good breeding i^he blossom of good sense; 
The last result of an accomplish’d mind. 

With outward grace, thg body’s virtue, join’d 
A violated decency now reigns; 

And nymphs for failings take peculiar paint. 
With Indian painters modern toasts agree. 
The point they aim at is deformity: 

They throw their persons with a hoyden air 
Across the room, and toss into the chair 
So far their commerce with mankind is gone. 
They for our manners have exchang’d their 
own. 

The modest look, the castigated grace. 

The gentle movement, and slow-meatur'd 
pace. 

For which her lovers died, her parents pray'd, 
Are indecorums with the modern maid. 

Stiff forms are bad, but let not worse intrude, 
Nor conquer art and nature to be rude. 
Modern good-breeding carry to its height. 

And Lady D——’s self will be polite. 

Ve rising fair! ye bloom of Britain’s isle! 
When high-born Anna with a soften’d smile 
Leads on your train, and sparkles at your head, 
What seems most hard, is not to be well-bred. 
Her bright example with success pursue. 

And all but adoration is your due. 

But adoration ! Give me something more 
Cries Lyce, on the borders of threescore; 
Nought treads so silent as the foot of Time; 
Hence we mistake our autumn for our prime: 
’Tis greatly wise to know, before we 're told, 
The melancholy news that we grow old. 
Autunual Lyce carries in her face 
Afemcnio mort to each public place. 

Oh bow your beating breast a mistress warms. 
Who looks through spectaelea to see ycur 
charms! 

While rival undertakers hover round, 

And with his spade the sexton sariu the 
ground. 
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latent not on ber own, bat others’ doom, Vain shew and noise intoiicate the brain. 


She plans new conquests, and defrauds the 
tomb. 

In vain the cock has summon’d sprites away, 
She walks at noon and blasts the bloom of day. 
Gav rainbow silks her mellow charms infold, 
And nought of Lvee but herself is old. 

Hor 'TrzzleJ locks assiimc a smirking g;!"jce, 
And art has levell’d ber deep furroavM fice. 
iJc.' strange demand no mortal can approve 
We’ll ask her blessing, but cai’t ask her love. 
She grants indeed a lady may decline 
(All lidics but herself) at ninety-nine. 

O how unlike her was the sacred age 
Of prudent Portia ! her gray hairs engage; 
Whose thoughts are suited to her life's de¬ 
cline : [shine. 

Virtue 's the paint that can make wrinkles 
riiat. and that only, can old age sustain; 
Which yet all wish, nor know they wish for 
pain. 

Not numerous are oiir joys when life is new, 
And yearly some are falling of the few; 

But when we conquer life’s rneridiaif'stage, 
And downward tend into tlfj v?le of age, 

They drop apace; by nature some decay, 

And some the blasts of fortune sweep away; 
Till, naked quite of happiness, aloud 
We call for death, and shelter in a shroud. 
Where’s Portia now ? But Portia left be¬ 
hind 

Two lovely copies of her form and mind. 

What heart untouch'd their early grief can 
view, 

Like blushing rose-buds dipt in morning dew ? 
Who into shelter takes their tender bloom, 
And forms their minds to lly from ills to come f 
The mind when turn'd adrift, no rules to 
guide, 

Drives at the mercy of the wind and tide j 
Fancy and pissioii toss it to and fro, 

Awhile torment, and llicii quite sink in woo. 
Ye beiiiteousorplians ! since in silent dust 
Your best example lies, my precepts trust. 

Life swarms with ills: the Imldest are afraid; 
Where then is safety for a tender maid 7 
Unfit for conflict, round beset with woes. 

And man, whom least she fears, her wsirst nf| 
foes! [most. 

When kind, most cruel; when oblig’d the 
The least obliging, and by favors lost. 

Cruel by nature, they for kindness hate, 

And scorn you for those illstlieiiisclves create. 
If on your fiine our set a blot has thrown, 
'Twill ever stick, through malice nf your own. 
Most hard! in pleasing your chief glory lies; 
And yet from p'easing your chief d ingers rise : 
Then please the best; and know, for ^en ofj 
sense 

Your strongest charms are native innocence. 
Arts on the mind, like paint upon the face, 
Fright him that 's worth your love from your 
embrace. 

In aimple itiannen all the secret lies ; 

Be kind and virtuous, you’ll be Uest and wise. 


Baqrin with giddiness, and end in pain.' 

Affect not empty fame and idle praise, 

Which ail those wretches I describe betrays. 
Your sex's glory 'tis to shine unknown; 

')f all applause be fondest of your own. 

Beware the fever of the mind; that thirst 
'Vith which this age is ciniiie:itly curst. 

To d.iiik of plejsurc but iafiaines desire. 

And abstinence alone can quench the fire. 

'f'ake pun from life, and terror from the tomb. 
Give peace in hand, and promise bliss to come. 

40. The CaaUe qf Indolence. Thomson. 

In lowly dale, fast by a river’s side. 

With woody hill o’er hill encompass’d 
round, 

A most enchanting wizard did abide,^ 

Than whom a fiend mure fell is nAvhere 
found. 

It was, 1 ween, a lovely spot of ground : 

And there a season atween Juno and May, 
Half prnnkt with spring, with summer half 
inibrown'd, 

A listless climate made, where, socth to say, ^ 
No living wight could work, ne cared even for 
play. 

Was nought around but images of rest; 
Sleep-soothing groves, and quiet lawns be¬ 
tween, [kest, 

And flnw’ry beds that slumbrous influence 
From poppies breath’d; and beds of pleasant 
green. 

Where never yet was creeping creature seen; 
Meantime unnuiiiber'd glittering streamlets 
play’d, 

And hurled every where their waters sheen; 
That, as they bicker'd through the sunny 
glide, [mur unde. 

Though restless still themselves, a lulling mur- 

Join’d to the prattle of the purling rills 
Were heard the lowing herds along the vale, 
And flocks loud-bleating from the distant 
hills. 

And vacant sl^^pherds piping in the dale; 
And now and then sweet Fhilomel would 
wail, 

Or Stock-doves ’plain amid the forest deep, 
That drowsy rustled to the sighing gale; 

And still a coil the grasshopper did keep: 

Yet all these soundsyblent inclin’d all to sleep. 

Full in tlie passage of the vale above, 

A sable, silent, solemn forest stood : 

Where nought but sbadnwty forms was seen 
to move, c 

As Idleness fancied in her dreaming tifood. 
And up the lulls on either side a wood 
Of blackening pines, ay waving to and fro, 
Sent forth a sleepy horror through the 
blood ; 

And where this valley winded out below, 

The murmuring main was heard, anS acaicely 
heard, to flow. • 
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A pleasing lana on orowsihed it was, 

Of dreams that wave before the half-shut 
ej-e; 

And of gay castles in the clouds that pass, 
For ever flushing round a summer sky ; 
There eke the soft delights that witchingly 
•Instil a wanton sweetness through the 
breast, [nigh. 

And calm the pleasures, always hover’:* 
But whate er smack'd of noyancc, or unrest, 
Was far, far oif expcH’d from this delicious 
nest. 

.The landscape such, inspiring perfect ease, 
Where Indolence (ibr so the wizard hight) 
Qosc hid his castle 'laid einbow ring trees, 
Th'at half shut out the beams of Fhmbus 
bright, [night: 

And mide a kind of chequer'd day and 
Meanwhile, unceasing at the massy gate, 
Beneath a spacious palm, the wicked wight 
Was plac’d; and, to his lute, of cruel fate 
And labor harsh complain’d, lamenting man's 
estate. 

Thither continual pilgrims crowded still. 
From all the roads of earth that piss there¬ 
by ; [b’riiig hill, 

For, as they chanc’d to breatlie on noigh- 
The fieshiiess of this valley smote theireye. 
And drew them ever and anon more nigh ; 
Till dust'ring round th’ enchanter false they 
hung, 

Ymbiten with his syren melody; 

While o'er Ui’ enfeebling lure his hand he 
flung 

And to the trembling chords these tempting 
verses sung: 

. “ Behold ! ye pilgrims of this earth, behold ! 
e all but man, with uuearu’d pleasure 
gay, 

See her bright robes the butterfly unfold, 
Broke from her wintry tuiiih in prime of 
May ! 

W'hat youtliful bride can equal her array ? 
Who can with her for ca^ pleasure vie ? 
From mead to mead wim gentle wing to 
stray, 

From flow’r to flow’r on balmy gales to fly, 
Is all slie hath to do beneath the radiant sky. 

" Behold the meny minstrels of the mom, 
The swarming songsters of the careless 
grove, [ing thorn 

Ten thousand throats! that from the llower- 
Hymn their good God, and carol sweet ^f 
fovc, 

» Such grateful kindly raptures them emove ; 
Tliey neither plough nor sow; ne, fit for 
flail. 

E’er to the barn the nodding sheaves they 
drove; 

Yet tljpirs each harvest dancing in the gale, 
IVh^ver crowns the hill, or smilea along the 
vale. • ^ 


'' Outcast of nature, man! the wretched 
thrall 

Of bitter-dropping sweat, of sweltry pain, 
Of cares that eat away thy heart with gaU, 
And of the vices, an inhuman train, 

'I'hat all proceed from savage thirst of gain; 
For when liard-hearted inteicst first began. 
To poison earth, Astrea left the plain; 
Guile, violence, and murder seiz d on man. 
And, for soft milky streams, with blood the 
rivers ran. 

“ Come ye who still the cumbrous load of 
life 

Push hard up hill; but, as the farthest steep 
You trust to gain, and put an end to strife, 
Down thunders back the stone with mighty 
sweep, 

And hurls your labors to the valley deep. 
For ever vain ; come, and withouten fee 
1 in oblivion will your sorrows steep, [sea 
Your cares, your toils; will steep you in a 
Of full delight: oh come, ye weary w’ights, to 
njp! 

“ With me^ojjpneed not rise at early dawn, 
To pass the joyless day in various sounds; 
Or, iouting low, on upstart fortune fawn. 
And sell fair honor for some paltry pounds: 
Or through the city take your dirty rounds. 
To cheat, and dun, and lie, and visit pay, 
Now flattering base, now giving secret 
wounds: 

Or prowl in courts of law for human prey, 
n venal senate thieve, or rob on broad high¬ 
way. 

“ No cocks with me to rustic labor call. 
From village on to village sounding clear; 
To tardy swains no slirill-voic'd matrons 
squ.ill; 

No dogs, no babes, no wives, to stun your ear; 
No liamiiicrs thump; no horrid blacksaiith 
fear; [start. 

No noisy tradesmen your sweet slumbers 
With sounds that are a misery to hear : 

But all IS calm, as would delight the heart 
Of Sybarite of old, all nature and all art. 

“ Here nought but candor reigns, indulgent 
ease, [down. 

Good-natur'd lounging, sannt’ring up and 
They who are pleas'd themselves must al¬ 
ways please; 

On others’ ways they never squint a frown. 
Nor heod what haps in hamlet or in town. 
Thus, from the source of tender indolence. 
With milky blood the heart is overflown, 

Is sooth’d and sweeten’d by the social sense; 
For int'rest, envy, pride, and strife are ba¬ 
nish'd hence. 

What, what is virtue, but repose of mind 7 
A pnre ethereal calm, that knows no storm ; 
Above the reach of wild ambition's wind. 
Above those passions that this world de¬ 
form. 

And tortoie man, a proud malignant wonn i 
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Bit ben butead, aoft galei of paMkm play, 
And gently atir the heart, thereby to form 
A quicker aenre of joy; aa breeMt.«tny 
Aeroa th' enliven’d akire, and make them 
gtiJI more gaty. 

The beat of men have ever lov’d repOre; 
They hate to mingle in the filthy fray, 
Where the aoul aoura, and gradual rancor, 
growB, 

Imbitter’d more from peeviah day to day. 
E’en those whom fame haa lent her fairest 
ray, [yore, 

The moat renown’d of worthy wights of 
From a base world at last have atol'n away. 
So Scipio, to the aoft Camsan shore 
Retiring, tasted joy he never knew before. 

“ But if a little exercise you choose, 

Some zest for ease, 'tia not forbidden here. 
Amid tlie groves you may indulge the 
Muse; [year; 

‘ Or tend the bloonu, and deck the vernal 
Or softly stealing with your watery gear. 
Along the brooks, the crimson-spotted fry 
You may delude; the Ibilet amus’d you 
hear 

Now the hoarse ntream, and now the ze¬ 
phyr’s sigh. 

Attun’d to the birda and woodland melody. 

** O grievous folly'. to heap up estate. 

Losing the days you see beneath the sun ; 
When, sudden, comes blind unrelenting 
fate, [won 

And gives the untasted portion you have 
With ruthless toil, and many a wretch un¬ 
done, [reign, 

To those who mock you gone to Pluto’s 
There with aad ghosts to pine, and shadows 
dun: 

But sure it ia of vanities most vain, [tain.” 
7'o toil for what you here untoiling may ob- 

He ceas'd. But still their trembling ears 
retain’d 

The deep vibrationa of his ’witching song; 
That by a kind of magic pow’r constrain’d 
To enter in, pell-mell, the liat’ning t^ng. 
Heaps pour’d on heaps, and yet they slipp’d 
altmg. 

In silent ease; as when beneath the beam 
Of summer moons, the distant woods among, 
Or by some flood all silver’d with the gleam. 
The soft embodied lays through airy portal 
stream. 


To number up the thonaands dwelling here. 
An useless were, and eke an endlesq,task; 
From kings, and those who at the helm ap- 
pear, [bask. 

To gypsies bi o w u in sumaMr-glades who 
Yea many a man, peidie, I could uamask. 
Whose desk and table nmke a soknn dhow. 
With tape-tied trash, ud suits of fiiola that 
uk 


[soopit. 

For (dace or penrion, laid ia decent row; 

But these I paam hy, with nameleBt numbers 
moe. 

Of all the gentle tenants of the place, 

I'here was a man of special grave remark: 
A certain tender gloom o’erspread his face, ' 
Pensive, not aad, in thought involv'd not 
dark. 

Aa Booth this man could sing aa morning lark. 
And teach the noblest morals of the heart; 
But these his talents were yburied stark ; 

Of the fine stores he nothing would impart, 
Which or boon nature gave, or nature-painting 
art. 

To noon-tide shades incontinent he rjup, 
Where purls the brook with sleep-invitinj; 
sound, 

Or when Dan Scl to slope his wheel/^pgan, 
Amid the broom he bask'd him on the ground, 
Where the wild thyme and camomile are 
found: 

There would he linger, till the latest ray 
Of light sat trembling on the welkin’s 
bound; [dows stray, 

Then homeward through the twilight sha- * 
Sauntering and slow. So had he passed many 
a day. 

Yet not in thoughtless slumber were they 
past, 

For oft the heavenly fire that lay conceal’d 
Beneath the sleeping embers, mounted fast, 
And all its native light anew reveal’d : 

Oft as he travers'd the cmrulean field, 

And mark'd the clouds that drove before the 
wind, 

Ten thousand glorious systems would he 
build. 

Ten thousand great ideas fill’d his mind; 

But with thecloi^a they fled, and left nO tl''!e 
behind. 

With him was sometimes join’d in silent 
walk 

(Profoundly silent,‘for they never spoke) 

One shyer still, who quite detested talk; 

Oft, stung by spleen, at once away he broke 
To groves of pine, and broad o’ershadowing 
oak; 

There, inly thrill’d, he wander’d all alone, 
And on himself hiapenaive fury wroke, 

Ne ever utter’d word, save when first ahone 
The glittering star of eve—" Thank heaven! 
the day ia dene.’’ 

Here lurch’d a wretch who had not crept 
abroad 

For forty yean, ne ftce of mortal seen*j 
In chamber brooding like a loathly toad; 

And sure his linen was not very clean. 
Through secret loop-heles, that had practis’d 
been 

Near to his bed, his dinner vile be teok; 
Unkempt, and rough, of aquidid'face aad 
mien', - 
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Vt 


Oar cutU'f ihaiBe! wkenee, &om hii filthy 
nook, 

We drove the villain out for fitter lur to look. 

One day there chanc'd into these halls to 
rove 

A joyous youth, who took you at first sight: 
Him the wild wave of pleasure hither drove, 
Before the sprightly tempest-tossing light: 
Certes, he was a most engaging wight, 

Of social glee, and wit humane though keen, 
I'urning the night to day and day to night: 
For him the merry bells had rung, I ween, 
If in this nook of quiet bells had ever been. 

* Bui not e'en pleasure to excess is good : 
What most elates then sinks tlie soul as low; 
When spring-tide joy pours in with copious 
flood. 

The higher still the exulting billows flow. 
The farther back again they flagging go, 
And leave us groveling on the dreary shore: 
Taught by this son of joy, we found it so; 
Who, whilst he staid, kept in a gay uproar 
•Our madden’d castle all, the abode of sleep no 
more. 

t 

As when in prime of June a burnish’d fly 
Sprung from the meads, o’er which he sweeps 
along, 

Cheer’d by the breathing bloom and vital sky. 
Tunes up amid these airy halls his song. 
Soothing at first the gay reposing throng: 
Aud oft he sips their bowl; or nearly drown’d, 
* He, thence recovering, drives their beds 
among, [profound; 

And scares their tender sleep, with tromp 
Then out again he flies, to wing his mazy 
round. 


Anotfaer guest there was, of sense refin’d, 
W^felt each worth, for ev'ry worth he had, 
^^ifrene yet warm, humane yet firm his mind, 
-^As little touch'd as any man’s with bod; 
Him thro’ their inmost walks the Muses lad. 
To him the sacred love of nature lent. 

And sometimes would he make our valley 
glad: [pent. 

When as we found he wstild not here be 
To him the better sort this flriendly message 
sent: 


" Come, dwell with us 1 true son of virtue, 
come I 

But if, alas! we cannot thee persuade 
To lie content beneath our peaceful dome. 
Tie ever more to quit our quiet glade; 

YeC when at la||i thy toils but ill apiid 
Shall dead thy fire, and damp its heavenly^ 
0 tfiirk, 

Thou wilt be glad to seek the rural shade. 
There to indulge the Muse, and nature mark ■ 
We then a lodge ibr thee will rear in Hagley 
Park.” 

Here whilom ligg’d,the Eeopus* of the age; 
But callM by fkme, in eonl ypricked deep, 


A noUe pride restor’d him to the etage, 

And rous’d him like a giant from his sleep. 
Even from his slumbers we advantage reap: 
With double force the enliven'd scene he 
wakes, [to keep 

Yet quits not nature’s bounds. He knows 
Each due decorum: now the heart he shakes, 
And now with well-urg'd sense the enlighten’d 
judgment takes. 

A bard here dwelt, more fat than bard be¬ 
seems ; 

Wbo.t void of envy, guile, and lust of gain, 
On virtue still,knd nature’s pleasing themes, 
Pour’d forth his unpremeditated strain ; 

The world forsaking with a calm disdain. 
Here laugh’d he careless in his easy seat: 
Here quaifd encircled with the joyous train. 
Oil moralising sage: his ditty sweet 
He loathed much to write, ne cared to repeat. 

Full oft by holy feet our ground was trod, 
Of clerks good plenty here you mote espy. 

A littl^ round, fat, oily man of God, 

Was one I chie^ mark’d among the fry } 
He hod a ro^un twinkle in his eye. 

And shone all glittering with ungodly dew, 
If a tight damsel chamfd to tri]qieo by; 
Which when observ’d, he shrunk into his 
mew. 

And straight would recollect bis piety anew. 
Nor be forgot a tribe who minded nought, 
(Old inmates of the place) but state a^irs: 
They look’d,perdie, as if they deeply thought; 
And on their brow sat ev’iy nation's care: 
The world by them is parcell’d out in shares, 
When in the Hullor Smoke they congress 
hold, 

And the sage berry sun-burnt Mocha bears 
Has clear’d their inward eye: then smoke- 
enroll'd. 

Their oracles break farth mysterious as of old. 

Here languid beauty kept her pale-ftc’d 
court : 

Bevies of dainty dames, of high degree, 
From every quarter hither made resort; 
Where from gross mortal care and business 
free, 

They lay, pour'd out in ease and luxury. 

Or should they a vain show of work assume, 
Alas I and well-a-day I what can it be 1 
To knot, to twist, to range the vernal bloom: 
But far is cast the distaff, spinning-wheel, and 
loom. 

Their only labor was to kill the time : 

And labor dire it is, and weary woe. [rhyme i 
They ait, they loll, turn o’er some idle 
Thensriting sudden, to the glass they go, 

Or saunter forth, with tottering step and 
slow; 

This,soon too rude an exenciss they find; 
Straight on the couch their limbs again they 
thrown 

t The fbllowing Ilnra of this stansa wets writtsa 
by a friend of tbs authmr. 


• Ur. OniB.^ 
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When liours on houn they eighingly re¬ 
clin’d, [the wind. 

And court the vapory god soft-breathing in 

$ 41. Hymn on SolUitde. Thou son. 

Hail, mildly-pleasing Solitude, 

Companion ol'the wise and good ; 

Bnt from whose holy piercing eye 
The her^offoiilB and villains fly. 

Oh ! how I love with thee to walk. 

And listen to thy whisper’d talk, 

Which innocence and truth imparts, 

And melts the most obdurate hearts! 

A thousand shapes you wear with ease. 

And still in ev'ry shape you please. 

Now wrapt in some mysterious dream, 

A lone philosopher you sceinj 
Now quick from liil^ to v.ale you fly. 

And now you sweep the vaulted sky. 

A shepherd next, you haunt the plain, 

^nd warble forth your oaten strum : 

A lover now, with all the grace 
or that sweet passion in your face j ; 

Then, calm’d to friendship, j^ou assume 
The gentle-looking Hartforfs ffiloom. 

As, with her Musidora, she 
(Her Musidora fond iiTthee) 

Amid the long withil rawing vale 
Awakes the rival'd nightingale. 

Thine is the balmy breath of morn, 

Just as the dew-bent rose is born ; 

And while meridian fervors beat 
Tliine is tVie woodland dumb retreat 3 
But chief, when evening scenes decay 3 
And the faint landscape swims away, 

Thine is the doubtful soft decline. 

And that best hour of musing ihiiie. 

Descending angels bless tliy train. 

The virtues of tlie sage and swam : 

Plain innocence, in white array’d, 

Before thee lifts her (earless head : 

Religion's beams around Ihce shine. 

And cheer thy glooms with light divine; 
About thco sports sweet Liberty; 

And rapt Urania sings to thee. 

Oil, let me pierce thy secret cell 
And in thy deep recesses dwell. ^ 

Perhaps from Norw'oud’s oak-clad hill, 

When meditation has her fill, 

1 just may cast my careless eyes 
Where London's spiry turrets rise; 

Think of ite crimes, its cares, its pain. 

Then shield roe in the woods again. 

$ 42. The Triumph qf bit, oceadoned by 
bit: an Elegy. T. Waktur. 

Ok closing flow're when genial gales difliise 
The fragrant tribute of refreshing dewsr; 
When chants the milk-ciaid at her balmy pail. 
And weaiy reapers whistle o'er the vale; 
Charm'd the murmura of the quivering 
■hade. 

O’er Isis’ willow-fringed banks I stray’d: 

And calmly musing through the twilight way, 
In pensive mood 1 ftam’d the Doric lay. 


[book u . 

When lo! from op’ning clouds a golden-gleam 
Pour'd sudden splendors o’er the sb^owy 
stream; 

And from the wave arose its guardian queen, 
Known by her sweeping stole of glossy green, 
While in the coral crown that bound her 
brow. 

Was wove the Delphic laurel’s verdant bough. 

As the smooth surface of the dimply flood 
The silver-slipper’d virgin lightly trod, 

From her louse hair the dropping dew she 
press'd. 

And thus mine car in accents mild address’d: 

No more, my son, the rural reed employ, 
Nor trill the tinkling strain of empty juy; 

No moie thy love-resounding sonnets suit 
I'o notes of past’ral pipe or oaten flute. 

' For hark ! high-throii d on yon majestic walls, 
I'ro the dear Muse ailiictcd Freedum cam: 
When Freedom calls, and 0 .\furd bids thee sing, 
Why stays tliy hand to strike the sounding 
string 1 

While thus, in Freedom’s and in Phoebus’spite. 
The venal sons of slavish Cam unite ; 

To shake yon towers wlien malice rears her 
crest. 

Shall all my sons in silence idly rest ? 

Still sing, O Cain, your fav’rite freedom’s 
cause, [laws j 

Still boast of freedom, while you break her 
To Pow’r your songs of gratulation pay ; 

To Courts address soft flattery’s servile lay. 
What though your gentle Mason’s phuntive 
verte 

lias hung with sweetest wreaths Museus’ 
herse : 

What though your vaunted bard’s ingenuous 
wee, 

Soft as my stream, in tuneful numbers flow j- 
Vet strove liis Mure, by fame or envy IcJ, 

To tear tlie laurels fVom a sister’s head - - 

Misguided youth! with rude unclassic rage 
To blot tl.c beauties of thy whiter page : 

.4 rngc that sullies e'en thy guiltless lays, 

And blasts the vernal bloom of half thy bays. 

Let * * * boast the patrons of her name. 
Each splendid foft of fortune and of fame : 
Still of preferment let her shine the queen. 
Prolific parent of each bowing dean : 

Be hers each prelate of the pamper'd cheek. 
Each courtly chaplain, sanctify d and sleek : 
Still let the drones of her exhaustless hive 
On rich pluralities supinely thrive; 

Still let her senates titled slaves revere. 

Nor dare to know the patriotJ'rom the peer; 
No lunger charm’d by virtue’s lofty song. 

Once heard sage Milton’s manly tonbs aig,ong. 
Where Cam, meand’ring through the matted 
reeds. 

With init’ring wave his groves of laurel feeds. 
’Tie ours, my son, to deal tlie sacred bay. 
Where honor emails, and justice points the way; 
To wear the well-eam’d wreath that merit 
brings,^ 

bad snatch a gii^ beyond the reach of kings. 
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Scorning and scorn'd by courts, yon Muse’s 
bow’r 

StUl nor enjoys nor seeks the smile ofpow’r. 
Though wakerul vengeance watch my crystal 
spring, 

Though persecution wave her iron wing, 

Aad o’er yon spiry temples as she flies, 

" Those destin'd seats be mine,” exulting 
* cries 5 

Fortune’s fair smiles on Isis still attend : 

And, as the dews of gracious heaven descend 
Unask’d, unseen, in.stiil but copious show'rs. 
Her stores on me spontaneous bounty pours. 
See, Science walks with recent chaplets 
crown'd, 

WWi Fitney’s strain my fiiry sh ides resound; 
•Aly Mu.e divine still keep-i.er cu.^tom’d state, 
The iiiieii ere it, and high in ijestic giit : 

Ciree ) as of old e ich olive p irt.il smiles. 

And still the Graces build uiy Greci in piles: 
My Gothic spires in ancient glory rise. 

And d ire with wonted pride to rush into the 
skies. 

E’en late when RadclifFc’s delegated train 
Auspicious shone in Isis’ happy plain: 

When yon proud dome,* fair learning's amplest 
shrine. 

Beneath its Attic roofs received the Nine ; 
Was rapture mute, or ceas'd the glad acclaim,! 
To Radclilfc due, and Isis’ honor’d name ? ' 

What free-born crowds adorn’d the festive day, 
Nor blush'd to wear my tributary bay ! 

How each bravo breast with honest ardors 
heav’d. 

When Shelton’s fane the patriot band receiv’d; 
While, as wc loudly hail d the chosen few, 
Rome’s awful senate ruih’d upon the view ! 

O may the day in latest annals shine. 

That qLide a Beaufort and a Harley mine : 

nde them leave the loftier scene awhile, 
pomp of guiltless state, the patriot toil, 
For bleeding .4lbion’8 aid the sage design. 

To hold short dalliance with the tuneful Nine! 
Then Music left her silver sphere on high. 

And bore each strain of triumph from the sky 
S well'd the loud song, and to my chiefs around 
Pour’d the full psans of inellifluoua sound. 

My Naiads blythe the dying accents caught, 
And listening danc’d beneath their pearly grot; 
In gentler eddies play’d my conscious wave. 
And all my reeds their softest whispers gave j 
Each lay with brighter green adorn'd my 
bow’rs. 

And breath d a fresher fragrance on my flow’rs. 

Btft lo! at once the pe iling concerts cease. 
And crowding theatres are hush d in peace. , 
See.^n y0n stage, how all attentive stand. 

To catch his pirting eye, and wavi'ig hand. 
Hark, he begins with all a Tally’s art. 

To pour the dictates of a Cato s heart; 

Skill’d to pronounce what noblest thoughts in¬ 
spire. 

He blend^the speaker’s with the patriot’s fire j 


Bold to conceive, nor tim'rous to conceal, 
What Britons dare to think he dares to tell. 
’Tis his alike the ear and eyes to charm, 

To win with action, and with se.ose to warm. 
Untaught in flow’ry periods to dispense 
The lulling sound of sweet impertinence ; 

In frowns or smiles he gains an equal prize. 
Nor meanly fears to fall, nor creeps to rise : 
Bids happier days to Albion be restor'd, 

Bids ancient justice rear her radiant sword; 
From me, as from my country, claims applause. 
And makes ar. Oxford's a Britannia's c.iuse. 

While arms like these my stedf ist sages wield, 
While mine is Truth's unpenetrable shield ; 
Say, shall the puny champion foiid’y dare 
'I'o wage with force like this scholastic war ? 
..Still vainly scribble 011 with pert p.'etciice. 
With all the r.ige of p:*dant imp .tence 'I 
.^iv, shall 1 foster this domestic pest. 

This pirricidc, that wounds a mother s breast ? 

Tims III some gallant sliip that long has bore 
Britain’s victorious cross from sliore to shore. 
By chance, beneath her close sequester’d cells 
Some low-born worm, a lurking mischief 
dwells; - 

Cats his blind way, and saps with secret guile 
The deep foundations of'vlie floating pile. 

In vain the forest lent its stateliest pride. 
Rear’d her tall mast, and fram'd her knotty 
side; 

The martial thunder’s rage in vain she stood, 
With cv'ry conflict of the stormy flood *, 

More sure the reptile's little arts devour 
Than wars or waves, or Eurus' wintry pow'r. 

Yc fretted pinnacles, ye fines sublime. 

Ye tow’rs that wear the mossy vest of time! 
Ye massy piles of old muiiiflceiicc, 

.Vt once the pride of Jcarmiig and defence; 

Ye cloisters pale, tliat length’ning to the 
sight, 

To contemplation, step by step, invite; [clear. 
Ye high arch’d walks, wliere ofl the whiipers 
Of harps unseen have swept the poet's ear; 

Ye temples dim, where pious duty ptys 
Her holy hymns for ever echoing praise; 

Lo! your lov'd Isis, from the bord’riiig vale 
With all a mother’s fondness bids you hail! 
Hail, Oxford, hail! of all that’s good and 
great, 

Of all tliat's fair, the guardian and the seat: 
Nurse of each brave pursuit, each ge.n’rnus aim. 
By truth exalted to the throne of fame! 

Like Greece in science and in liberty, 

.As Athens learn’d, as Lacedemon free ! 

C'en now, confess'd to my adoring eyes, 

In awful ranks thy gitled sons arise. 

Turning to knightly tale his British reeds, 

Thy geauiiie bards immortal Chaucer leads: 
His hoary head o’erlooks the gazing quire, 

And beams on all around celestial lire. 

With graceful steps see Addison advance, 

The sweetest child of .Attic elegance : 

See Cbillingworth the depths of doubt ez* 
plore. 

And Selden ope the rolls of ancient lore: 
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To b 11 bat bis belov’d embrace deny'd, 

See Locke lead Reason, his majestic bride : 
See Hammond pieree religion’s golden mine. 
And spread the treasur’d stores of truth divine. 

All who to Albion gave the arts of peace, 
And beat the labors pUnn’d of letter'd ease; 
Who taught with truth, or with persuasion 
mov’d, 

Who sooth'B with numbers, or with sense im¬ 
prov’d. 

Who rang’d the power of reason, or refin’d 
All that horn'd or humaniz’d the mind; 

Each priest of health, that mix’d the balmy 
bowl, 

To rear fVail man, and stay the fleeting soul; 
All crowd around, and echoing to the sky. 
Hail! Oxford, hail! with filial transport cry. 

And see yon sapient train ! with lib’ral aim, 
’Twas theirs new plans of liberty to frame; 
And on the Gothic gloom of slavish sway 
To shed the dawn of intellectual day. 

With mild debate each musing feature glows. 
And well-weigh'd counsels mark thei' mean¬ 
ing brows. . 

“ Lo! these the leaders of tny patriot line,” 

A Raleigh, Hampden,^and a ^mers shine. 
These from thy source the bold contagion 
caught. 

Their future sons the great example taught; 
While in each youth th’ hereditary flame 
Still blazes, unextinguish’d and the same! 

Nor all the tasks of thoughtful peace eq- 
gagef 

’Tis thine to form the hero as the sage. 

I see the sable-suited prince advance 
With lilies crown’d, the spoils of bleeding 
France, 

Edward. The Muses in yon cloister’d shade 
Bound on bis maiden thigh the martial blade : 
Bade him the steel for British freedom draw; 
And Oxford taught the deeds that Creasy saw. 

And see, great father of the sacred band. 
The patriot king* before me seems to stand. 
He, by the bloom of this gay vale beguil’d, 
That cheer'd with lively green the shaggy 
wild. 

Hither of yore, forlorn forgotten maid, ^, 
The Muse in prattling infancy convey'd; 

From Vandal rage tho helpless virgin bore. 
And fix’d her cradle on my friendly shore : 
Soon grew the maid beneath his fost’ring 
hand, [land. 

Soon stream’d her blessings o’er th’ enlighten’d 
Though simple was the dome, where first to 
dwell 

She de'ign’d, and rude her early Saxon cell, 

Lo! now she hoUa her state in sculptur’d 
bow’ra, * 

And proudly lifts to heaT’n her hundred tow’rs. 
Twaa AUM first, with letters and with laws, 
Adorn'd, as be advaoe’d, his country’s cause: 
He bode relent the Briton’s stubbom soul, 
And sbolb’d to aoft society’s oonUoI 


A rough untutor’d age. With raptur’d Aye 
Elate be views his laurell’d progeny: 

Se.one he smiles to find, that not in vain 
He form’d the rudiments of learning's reign: 
Himself he marks in each ingenuous breast, 
With all the founder in the race exj>reE8’d$ 
Conscious he sees fair Freedom still survive 
In yon bright domes, ill-fated fugitive' 
(Glorious, as when the Goddess pour’d the 
beam 

Unsully’d on his ancient diadem) 

Well pleas’d, that at his own Pierian springe 
She rests her weary feet, and plumes her 
wings ; 

That liere at last she takes her destin'd stand, 
Here deigns to linger ere she leave the 'land. , 

$ 43. Monody, written near Stratford-il^ipn' 
Aoon, T. Wabton. 

Avon, thy ruritl views, thy pastures wild, 

The willows that o’erhang thy twilight edge, 
'I'heir boughs entangling with th’ embattled 
sedge; 

Thy brink with wat’ry foliage quaintly fring’d, 
Thy surface with reflected verdure ting'd, 
Soothe me with many a pensive pleasure mild. 
But while I muse, that here the bard divine 
Whose sacred dust yon high-arch’d aisles in¬ 
close, 

Where the tall windows rise in stately rows 
Above th’ embow’riiig shade, 

Here first, at Fancy’s fairy circled shriiib, 

Of daisies pied his infant off ring made ; 

Here playful yet, in stripling years unripe. 
Fram’d of thy reeds a shrill and artless pipe j 
I Sodden thy beauties, Avon, all are fled, 

As at the'waving of some magic wand; 

An holy trance my charmed spirit wingb 
And awful shape of warriors and of kinlap'.i^ 
People the busy mead, 

Like spectres swarming to the wizard's hall; 
And slowly pace, and point with trembling 
hand 

The wounds ill cover’d by the purple pall. 
Before me Pity srams to stand 
A weeping mourner, smote with anguish aore. 
To see Misfortune rend in frantic mood 
His robe with regal woes embroider’d o’et. 
Pale Terror leads the visionary band, 

And sternly shakes his sceptre, dropping blood. 

$ 4-1. Jhicription in a Hermitage at Ansley 
Hall, in Warwickihire. T. Wartun 

<• 

Bkneatk this stony roof reclin’d, 

I soothe to peace my pensive mind: * q- 
And while to shade my lowly rave, 
Einbow’ring elms their uYnbmge wave; 

And while the maple dish is mine, 

The beechen cup, unstain’d with wuie; 

I scorn the gay licentious crowd, 

Nor heed the toys that deck the proud, 

Within my liK.!.^ lone and still. 

The blackbird pipB; in artleaa trill; 


*A]ft«L 
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Faat by my conch, congenial gueat, 

The wren baa wove her moasy neat 3 
.From busy acenea and brighter akiea. 

To lurk with innocence, she flies; 

Here hopes in safe repose to dwell, 

Nor aught auspecta the sylvan cell. 

M mom I take my cuatom'd round, 

To mark how buds yon shrubby mound, 

And ev’ry op’ning primrose count 
That trimly paints my blooming mount: 

Or o’er the sculptures, quaint and rude, 

That grace my gloomy solitude. 

1 teach in winding wreaths to stray 
Fantastic ivy’s gadding spray. 

At.eve, within yon studious nook, 

I ope thy brass-embossed book, 

Portray'd with many a holy deed 
Of martyrs, crown’d with heavenly meed. 
Then, as my taper waxes dim, 

Chant, ere 1 sleep, my measur’d hymn 3 
And, at the close, the gleams behold 
Of parting wings bedropt with gold. 

While such pure joys my bliss create. 

Who but would smile at guilty state 7 
Who but would wish his holy lot 
In calm Oblivion’s humble grot 7 
Who but would cast his pomp away, 

To take my staff and amice gray : 

And to the world’s tumultuous sti^c 
Prefer the blameless hermitage 7 *" 

$ 45 . The Hamlet, wrUten in Whichwood 
Foreat. ‘T. Waaton. 

The hinds how blest, who ne’er beguil’d 
To quit their hamlet’s hawthorn-wild. 

Nor haunt the crowd, nor tempt the main, 
For splendid care and guilty gain! 

\Vh^t morning’s twilight tinctur’d-beam 
St'^es their low thatch with slanting gleam, 
/hey rove abroad in ether blue. 

To dip the sithe in fragrant dew; 

The sheaf to bind, the beech to fell. 

That nodding shades a craggy dell. 

’Midst gloomy glades, in warbles clear. 
Wild nature’s sweetest notes they hear; 

On green untrodden banks they view 
The hyacinth’s neglected hue 
In their lone haunts and woodland rounds. 
They spy the squirrel’s airy bounds 3 
And startle from her ashen spray. 

Across the glen, the screaming jay: 

Each native charm their steps explore 
Of soMtude’s sequ^ter’d store. 

For them the moon with cloudless ray 
Mounts, to illumine their homeward way: 
Their mary spirits to relieve. 

The meadows incence breathe at eve. 

No riot mars the rimple fare 

That o’er a glimm’ring hearth they share: 

- -Sut when tte curfew’s measur’d roar 
Duly, the ^k’ning vaOeys o’er, 

Has echo’d flrom the distant town. . 

They wish no beds of (grgnet-d^wn, 

VoL. T.Not.T7&78. 
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No trophied canopies, to close 
Their drooping eyes in quick repoee. 

Their little sons, who spread the hlooaa 
Of health around the clay-built room, 

Or through the primros’d coppice stray, 

Or gambol in the new-mown hay 3 
Or quaintly braid the cowslip-twine. 

Or ^ive afield the tardy kine 3 
Or hasten from the sultry hill 
To loiter at the shady rill 3 
Or climb the tall pine’s gloomy crest 
To rob the raven's ancient nest. 

Their humble porch with honey’d flow’rs 
The curling woodbine’s shade embow’rs; 
From the trim garden’s thymy mound 
Their bees in busy swarms resound. 

Nor fell Disease, before his time. 

Hastes to consume life’s golden {wime 3 
But when their temples long have wore 
The silver crown of tresses hoar; 

As studious still calm peace to keep, 
Bencatl^a flow'ry turf they sleep. 

$ 46 . C^de^ The First qf April. 

T. Wartow, 

With dalliance rude ^oung Zephyr woos 
Coy May. Full oft with kind excuse 
The boist’rous boy the Fair denies. 

Or with a scornful smile complies. 

Mindful of disaster past. 

And shrinking at the northern blast. 

The sleety storm returning still, 

The morning hoar and ev'ning chill. 
Reluctant comes the timid Spring. 

Scarce a bee, with airy ring. 

Murmurs the blossom’d boughs around. 

That clothe the garden’s southern boo^ t 
Scarce a sickly straggling flow’r 
Decks the rough castle’s rifted tow’r: 

Scarce the ha^y primrose peeps 
From the dark dell’s entangled steeps: 

O’er the field of waving broom 
Slowly shoots the golden bloom: 

And, W by fits, the furze-clad dale 
Tinctures the transitory gale; 

While from the shrubb’ry’s naked maze, 
Where the vegetable blaze 
Of Flora’s brightest ’broidery shone, 

Ev’ry chequer’d charm is flown 3 
Save that the lilac hangs to view 
Its bursting gems in cluaten blue. 

Scant along the ridgy land 
The beans their new-born ranks expand: 
jThe fresh-tum’d soil with tender blades 
{thinly the sprouting barley shades; « 

Fringing^the forest’s devious edge, 

Half-rob’d appears the hawthorn hedge 
Or to the distant eye displays 
Weakly green its budding aptaya. 

The swallow, for a moment seen. 

Skims in haste the village green: 

From the gray moor, on feeble wing. 

The screaming pbvers idly spring: 
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The batterfly, gay painted aoon. 

Explores awhile the tepid noon, 

And fondly trusts its tender dyes 
To fickle suns and flatt’ring skies. 

Fraught with a transient, frozen show’r. 
If a cloud should haply low’r. 

Sailing o'er the landscape dark, 

Mute on a sudden is the lark; 

But when gleams the sun again 
O’er the pearl-besprinkled plain, 

And from behind his wat’ry veil 
Looks through the thin-descending hail. 
She mounts, and less’ning to the sight. 
Salutes the blythe return of light. 

And high her tuneful track pursues 
Mid the dim rainbow's scatter’d hues. 

Where in venerable rows 
Widely waving oaks inclose 
The moat of yonder antique hail 
Swarm the rooks with clam'rous call 
Vnd,'to the toils of nature true. 

Wreath their capacious nests anew. ^ 

Musing through the lawn 3 ^park, 

The lonely poet loves to mark * 

How various greens faint degrees 
Tinge the tall groups of various trees : 
While, careless of the changing year, 

The pine cerulean, never sere, 

Tow’rs distinguish’d from the rest. 

And proudly vaunts her winter vest. 

Within some whispering osier isle. 
Where Glym’s low banks neglected smile; 
And each trim meadow still retains 
The wint’ry torrent’s oozy stains: 

Beneath a willow long forsook. 

The fisher seeks his custom’d nook ; 

And bursting through the crackling sedge 
That crowns the current’s cavern’d edge. 
He startles from the bordering wood 
The bashful wild-duck’s early brood. 

O’er the broad downs, a novel race. 

Frisk the lambs, with faltering pace. 

And with eager bleatings fill 

'J'he foBs that skirts the beacon’d hill. 

His free-born vigor yet unbroke ^ 

To lordly man’s usurping yoke, 

The bounding colt forgets to play. 

Basking beneath the noon-tide ray. 

And stretch’d among the daisies, pride 
Of a green dingle’s sloping side: 

While far beneath, where nature spreads 
Her boundless len^h of level meads. 

In loose luxuriance taught to stray, ^ 

A thousand tumbling rills inlay 
With silver veins the vale, or pass 
Redundant through the sparkling gran. 

Yet in these presages rude, 

'Midst her pensive solitude. 

Fancy, with prophetic glance. 

Sees the teeming months advance j 

The field the forest, green and gay, 

1'ije dappled slope, the tedded Imy; 

« 


Sees the reddening orchard blow. 

The harvest wave, the vintage flow j 
Sees June unfold his glossy robe 
Of thousand hues o’er all the globe; 

Sees Ceres grasp her crown of com, 

And plenty load her ample horn. 

$ 47. Ode. The Suicide. T. Wabtov. 

Beneath the beech, whose branches bare, 
Smit with the lightning’s vivid glare, 
O'erhang the craggy road, 

And whistle hollow as they wave; 

Within a solitary grave, . 

A wretched Suicide holds his accurs’d abode. . 

Lower’d the grim mom, in murky dies " 
Damp mists involv’d the scowling skies, - 
And dimm’d the struggling day; 

As by the brook that ling’ring laves ^ 
Yon rush-grown moor with sable waves, 

Full of the dark resolve he took his sullen 
way. 

I mark’d his desultory pace. 

His gestures strange, and varying face, 

With many a mutter’d sound; 

And ah ! too late aghast I view'd 
The reeking blade, the hand embru’d; 

He fell, and groaning grasp’d in ^ony the 
ground. 

Full many a melancholy night 
He watch’d the slow return of light; 

And sought the pow’rs of sleep, » 

To spread a momentary calm 
O’er his sad couch, and in the balm (steep. 
Of bland oblivion’s dews his burning eyes to 

Full oft, unknowing and unknown. 

He wore his endless noons alone. 

Amid the autumnal wood : / 

Oft was he wont in hasty fit, 

Abrupt the social board to quit. 

And gaze with eager glance upon the tumbling 
flood. 

Beck’ning the wretch to torments new, 
Despair, for ever in his view, 

A spectre pAe, appear’d; 

While, as the shades of eve arose, 

And brought the day's unwelcome close. 
More horrible and huge her giant-shape she' 
rear’d. 

“ Is this,” mistaken Scorn will cry. 

Is this the youth, whose genius high 
Could build the genuine rhyme 7 4 

Whose bosom mild the fas ’ring Muse 
' Hod stor’d with all her ample vi^ws. 

Parent of fairest deeds, and purposes sublime 7” 

Ah from the Muse that bosom mild 
By treach’rous magic was beguil’d, 

To strike the deathfu^blow: 

She fill’d his soft ingenuous mind 
With many a feeling too refin’d, 

And rous’d to livelier pangs his walefiil sense 
of woe. * 
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Though doom'd hard penury to prove, 

Ahd the sharp stings of hopeless love j 
To griefs congenial prone, 

More wounds than nature gave he knew, 
While misery’s form his fancy drew 
In dark ideal hues, and horrors not its own. - 

• Then wish not o’er his earthly tomb 
The baleful nightshade’s lurid bloom 
* To drop its deadly dew : 

Nor, oh! forbid the twisted thorn. 

That rudely binds his turf forlorn, [anew. 
With spring’s green-swelling buds to vegetate 

^ What though no marble-piled bust 
Adorn his desolated dust, 

, With speaking sculpture wrought; 

Pity shall woo the weeping Nine 
To build a visionary shnne, [brought. 

Hung with unfading flow’rs, from fairy regions 

What though refus’d each chanted rite; 
Here viewless mourners shall delight 
To touch the shadowy shell: 

And Petrarch’s harp, that wept the doom 
Of Laura lost, in early bloom, [knell. 

In melancholy tones shall ring liis pensive 

To soothe a lone unhallow’d shade. 

This votive dirge sad duty paid, 

Within an ivy’d nook : 

Sudden the half-sunk orb of day 
More Ridiant shot its parting ray, [took - 
And thus a cherub-voice my charm’d attention 

“ Forbear, fond bard, thy partial praise; 

Nor thus for guilt in specious lays 
The wreath of glory twine • 

In vain with hues of gorgeous glow 
Gay Fancy gives her vest to flow, [confine. 
Unless Truth’s matron-hand the floating folds 

“ Jui*i Heaven, man’s fortitude to prove, 
ii^niiitB through life at large to rove 
^ The tribes of hell-born woe; 

Yet the same pow’r that wisely sends 
Life’s fiercest ills, indulgent lends [foe. 
Religion’s golden shield to break the embattled 

" Her aid divine had lull’d to rest— 

Yon foul self-murtherer's throbbing breast, 
And stay’d the rising storm : 

Hod bade the sun of hope aj^ar 
To gild the darken’d hemisph^e, [ed form. 
And give the wonted bloom to nature’s blast- 
“ Vain man! 'tis Heaven’s prerogative 
To take what first it deign’d to give. 

Thy tributary breath: 

In twful expectation plac’d. 

Await thy doonf, nor impious haste , 

To pluck ^om God's right hand his instru- 
%aentB of death.” 

$ 48. Ode. Sent to a Friend on hU leav- 
ing a favorUt ViUage in Hamjahire. 

T. Warton. 

Ah, mourn thy lov’d retreat! No more 
Shall clasfic stepa thy scenes ex^ore 1 


When morn’s pale rays but faintly peep 
O’er yonder oak-crown’d airy steep; 

Who now shall climb its brows, to view 
Thy length of landscapes ever new; 

Where summer flings, in careless pride. 

Her varied vesture far and wide 1 
Who mark, beneath, each village-charm. 

Or grange, or elm-encircled farm: 

The flinty dove-cote’s crowded roof. 

Watch’d by the kite that sails aloof: 

The tulled pines whose umbrage tall 
Darkens the long-deserted hall; 

The vet'ran beech, that on the plain 
Collects at eve the playful train ; 

The cot that smokes with early fire. 

The low-rooPd fane’s embosom’d spire 7 
Who now shall indolently stray 
Through the deep forest’s tangled way } 
Pleas’d at his custnm’d task to find 
The well-known hoary-tressed hind. 

That toils with feeble hand to glean 
Of wither’d boughs his pittance mean 7 
Who D^d thy nooks of hazel sit. 

Lust in some melancholy fit; 

And list'niiigAo^ie raven’s croak, 

The distant flail, the falling oak ? 

Who through the sunsHlne and the show'r. 
Descry the rainbow-painted tow’r 7 
Who, wandAing at return of May, 

Catch the first cuckoo’s vernal lay 7 
Who, musing waste the summer hour. 
Where high o’er-arching trees emboW’r 
The grassy lane so rarely pac’d, 

With azure flow’rets idly grac’d 7 
(Jiinotic’d now, at twilight's dawn 
Returning reapers cross the lawn : 

Nor fond attention loves to note 
The wctlier’s bell from folds remote : 

While, own’d by no poetic eye. 

The pensive evening shade the sky ! 

For lo ! the bard who rapture found 
From ev’ry rural sight or sound; 

Whose genius warm, and judgment chaste, 
No charm of genuine nature pass’d} 

Who felt the Muse’s purest fjres, 

Far from thy favor’d haunt retires : 

Who peopled all thy vocal bow’rs 
With shadowy shapes and airy pow’m. 

Behold, a dread repose resumes. 

As erst, thy sad sequester’d glooms! 

From the deep dell, where shaggy roots 
Fringe the rough brink with wreathed shoots 
Th’ unwilling genius flies forlorn. 

His primrose-chaplet rudely torn. 

With hollow shriek the njonphs forsake 
'Phe pathless copse, and hedge-row brake. 
Where the delv’d mountain's headlong side 
Its chaUsy entrails opens wide ; 

On the green summit, ambush’d high, 

No longer echo loves to lie. 

No peorl-crown’d maid, with wily look. 

Rise beck’ning from the reedy brook. 

Around the gW-worm’s glimm’ring bank, 
No fairies run in fiery rank; 
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Nor brush, half seen, in airy trc&d, 

The violet's unprint^ heed. 

But Fancy, from the thickest brown, 

The glades that weu a oonscions frown, 

The forest-oaks, that pale and lone 
Nod to the blast with hoarser tone, 

Rough glens, and sullen waterfalls, 

Her bright ideal oifspring calls. 

So by some sage enchanter's spell, 

(As old Arabian fables tell) 

Amid the solitary wild, 

I luxuriant gardens gaily smil'd : 

From sapphire rocks the fountain stream’d, 
With golden fruit the branches beam’d j 
Fair forms, in ev’ry wondrous wood, 
ffr lightly tripp’d, or solemn stood} 

And oil, retreating from the view, 

Betray'd at distance beauties new; 

M'hile, gleaming o’er the crisped bow’ra, 

Kieh spirus arose, and sparkling tow’rs. 

11' bound on service no .v to go, 

The moster of the magic show 
His transitory charm withdrew, 

Away tb’ illusive landscape dew : 

Dun clouds obscur’d the grot'.aB of gold. 

Blue lightning smote the blooming mold j 
In visionary glory reap'd, 

The gorgeous castle disappear’d : 

And a bare heath's unfruitful plain 
Usurp’d the wizard’s proud domain. 

$ 49. The Art cf preserving Health. Arm* 

STRONG. 

ROOK 1. AIR. 

Dadoiiter of Peean, queen of every joy, 
Hygeia whose indulgent smilo sustains 
The various race luxuriant nature pours. 

And on th’ immortal essences bestows 
Immortal youth ; auspicious, O descend ! 
Thou, cheerful guardian of the rolling year. 
Whether thou wanton'st on the western gale. 
Or shak’st the rigid pinions of the north, 
Diifusest life and vigor through the tracts 
Of air, through earth, and ocean's deep do¬ 
main. 

When through the blue serenity of heaven 
Thy pow’r approaches, all the wasteful jM»t 
Of pain and sickness, squalid and deform’d, 
Confounded sink into the loathsome gloom. 
Where in deep Erebus involv’d the fiends 
Grow more profane. Whatever sliapes of 
death. 

Shook from the hideous chambers of the globe, 
Swarm through the shuddering air; whatever 

Or meagre fkmine breeds, or with slow wings 
Rise from the putrid wat'iy element, ^ 

The damp waste forest, motionless and rank. 
That smothers earth and all the breathless 
winds, 

* Hygeiai.the goddati of Health, was, aocording 
to tbs geiMilogy of the heathen deities, the daugh¬ 
ter of Alseuiapius; who, as well es Apollo, was 
distingaished by the name of Piean. 
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Or the vile carnage of th’ inhuman fiddj 
Whatever baneful breathes the rotten sonth; 

I Whatever ills, th’ extremes of sudden ohange 
I Df cold and hot, or moist and dry, produce j 
{They fiy thy pure effulgence : they, and all 
The secret poisons of avenging Heaven, 

And all the pale tribes halting in the train 
, 'Jf vice and heedless pleasure: or if aught 
The comet’s glare amid the burning sky. 
Mournful eclipse, or planets ill combin’d. 
Portend disastrous to the vital world, 

' Thy salutary power averta their rage, 

Averts the general bane: and but for thee, 
Nature would sicken, nature'soon would die 
Without thy cheerful active energy 
No rapture swells the breast, no poet singe, 

No more the maids of Helicon delight. 

Come then with me, O goddess, heavenly-gay. 
Begin the song; and let it sweetly flow, 

And let it wisely teach thy wholesome lam; 

’ How best the ficlde fabric to support 
Df mortal man; in healtliful body how 
A healthful mind the longest to maintain.” 
'Tis hard, in such a strife of rules to choose 
The best, and those of most extensive use; 
Harder in clear and animated song 
Dry philosophic precepts to convey. 

Yet with thy aid the secret wilds 1 trace 
Of Nature, and with daring steps proceed 
Through paths the Muses never trod before. 


Bedew’d, our seasons droop: incumbent still 
Steep’d in continual rains, or with raw fogs 
A pond’rouB heaven o’erwhelms the sinking 
soul: 

Lab’ring with storms, in heapy mountains 
rise 

Th’ embattled clouds, as if the Stygian shades 
Had left the dungeon of dternal night. 

Till black with thunder all the Soi^H de¬ 
scends. 

Scarce in ashow’rless day the heavens indulge 
Our melting clime j except the baleful East 
Withers the tender spring, and sourly checks 
The fancy of the year. Our fathers talk 
Of summd.s, balmy airs, and skies serene. 
Good Heaven! for what unexpiated crimes 
This dismal change! The brooding elements, 
Do they, your pow’rful ministerB of wrath. 
Prepare somqtSerce exterminating plague T 
Or is it fix’d in the decrees above 
That lofty Albion ihelt into the main ? 
Indulgent nature! O dissolve this gloom ! 
Bind in eternal adamant the winds 
That drown or wither: give the genial West 
To breathe, and in its t&m the sprightly 
North: 

And may once more the circling season^nile 
The year j not mix'd in ev’ry monstrous day! 

Meantime, the moist malignity to shun 
Of bnrthen’d skieB, mark where the dry cham¬ 
paign 

Swells into cheerfiil hills j where tmjonun 
And thyme, the love of bees, peffliime the 
air} 
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And .where the cynorrhodon* with the roie 
For lingrence vies} £»* in the thirsty soil 
Most fisgrant breathe the aromatic tribes. 
There bid thy roofs high on the basking steep 
Ascend; there light the hospitable fires. 

And let them see the winter morn arise; 

The summer evening blushing in the West: 
While with umbrageous oaks the ridge behind 
O’erhung, defends you from the blust’ring 
North, 

And bleak affliction of the peevish East, [all 
Oh ! when the growling winds contend, and 
The sounding forest fluctuates in the storm; 
To sink in warm repose, and hear the din 
Howl o’er the steady battlements, delights 
Aoove the luxury of vulgar sleep. 

The mnrm’ring rivulet, and the hoarser strain 
Of waters rushing o’er the slippery rocks, 
Will nightly lull you to ambrosial rest. 

To please the fancy is no trifling good. 

Where health is studied; for whatever moves 
The mind with calm delight, promotes the just 
And natural movements of th’ harmonious 
frame. 

Resides, the sportive brook for ever sliakes 
The trembling air, that floats from hill to hill. 
Prom vale to mountain, with incessant change 
Of purest element, refreshing still 
Your airy seat, and uninfected gods. 

Chiefly for this I praise the man who builds 
High on the breezy ridge, whose lofty sides 
Th’ ethereal deep with endless billows chafes. 
His purer mansion nor contagious years 
Shall reach, nor deadly putrid airs annoy. 

BOOK II. DIET. 

Far in the horrid realms of winter, where 
Th' establish’d ocean heaps a monstrous waste 
Of shi’^lng rocks and mountains to the pole, 
Thore lives a hardy race, whose plainest wonts 
Relentless earth, their cruel step-mother. 
Regards not. On the waste of iron fields. 
Untam’d, intractable, no harvests wave; 
Pomona hates them, and the clownish god 
Who tends the garden. In this frr.’cen world 
Such cooling gifts were vain ; a fitter meal 
Is earn’d witii ease; for here Aie fruitful spawn 
Of Ocean swarms, and heaps tl^pir genial board 
With gen’rous fare and luxury profuse. 

These are their bread, the only bread they 
know; [crops 

These, and theii willing slave, the deer that 
The stubby herbage on their meagre hills. 
Girt ^ the burning zone, not thus the South 
Her swarthy sons in either Ind maintains; 

Or thirsty Libya, from whose fervid loins 
The l^n fafirsts, and ev’ry fiend that roams 
Th’ afirighted wilderness. The mouutun 
held. 

Adust and dry, no sweet repast affords ; 

Nor does the tepid main such kinds produce. 
So perfect, so delicious, as the shoals 

The wild rose lor that which grows'oo ths com¬ 
mon brier 


Of icy 21embla. Rashly where the blood 
Brews fev'rish frays; where scarce the tubes 
sustain 

Its tumid fervor and tempestnous course, 

Kind Nature tempts not to snch giflts as these. 
But here in livid ripeness melts Ae grope j 
Here, finish'd by invigorating suns, [glows ; 
Through the green shade the golden orange 
Spontaneous here the turgid melon yields 
A gen’rous pulp; the cocoa swells on high 
With milky riches; and in horrid mail 
The crisp ananas wraps its pgignant sweets. 
Earth’s vaunted progeny: in ruder air 
Too coy to flourish, e’en too proud to live, 

Or hardly rais’d by artificial fire 

To vapid life. Here, with a mother’s smile. 

Glad Amolthea pours a copious horn: 

Here buxom Ceres reigns: th’ autumnal sea 
In boundless billows fluctuates o'er their 
plains. [men, 

What suits the climate best, what suits the 
Nature profiises most, and most the taste 
DemanAs. The fountain, edged with racy wine 
Or acid fruit, boj^ws their thirsty souls ; 

The breeze eternal breathing round their limbs. 
Supports in else intolerable air; 

While the cool palm, the plantain, and the 
grove 

That waves on gloomy Lebanon, assuage 
The torrid belt that beams upon their heads. 

Now come, ye Naiads, to the fountain lead; 
Now let me wander through your gelid reign. 
1 burn to view th’ enthusiastic wilds 
By mortal else ontrod. 1 hear the din 
Of waters thund'ring o’er the ruin'd cliffs. 
With holy reverence 1 approach the rocks 
Whence glide the streains renown’d in ancient 
song. 

Here from the desert down the rumbling steep 
First springs the Nile; here bursts the sound¬ 
ing Po 

In angry waves; Euphrates hence devolves 
A mighty flood to water half the cast; 

And there, in Gothic solitude reclin’d. 

The cheerless Tanais ponrs his hoary urn. 
What solemn twilight, what stupendous 
shades, [nerve 

Inwrap these infant floods! Through ev’ry 
A sacred horror thrills, a pleasing fear 
Glides o’er my fkame. The forest deepens 
round; 

And, more gigantic still, th’ impending trees 
Stretch their extravagant arms athwart the 
gloom. 

Are these the confines of some fitiiy world, 

A land of Genii 1 Say, beyond these wilds 
What unknown nations, if indeed beyond 
Aught iftbitable lies 1 And whither leads, 

To what strange regions, or of bliss or pain. 
That subterraneous way ? Propitious maids. 
Conduct me, while with fearful steps I tread 
This trembliDg ground. The task remains to 
sing 

Your gifts (so Peon, so the pow’is of Iwolth 
Command) to praise your ciystol element: 
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The chief ingredient in Heaven’s variouB 
'works, 

Whose flexile genius sparkles in the gem. 
Grows Arm in oak, and fugitive in wine; 

The vehicle, the source, of nutriment 
And life to all that vegetate or live. 

O comfortable streams! With eager lips. 
And trembling hand, the languid thirsty quaff 
New life in you : fresh vigor fills their veins. 
No 'warm^ cups the rural ages knew ; 

None warmer sought the sires of human kind 
Happy in temperate peace! Their equal days 
Felt not the alternate fits of fev’rish mirth 


These languishing, those strength’ning by de* 
To hard, unyielding, unelastic bone. [grees 
Through tedious channels the congealing flood 
Crawls lazily, and hardly wanders on : 

It loiters still; and now it stirs no more. 

This is the period few attain, the death 
Of nature. Thus (so Heaven ordain’d it) life 
Destroys itself: and, could these laws have 
chang’d, 

Nestor might now the fates of Troy relate. 
And Homer live immortal as his song. 

What does not fade 7 The tow’r that long 
had stood 


And sick dejection. Still serene and pleas'd. 
They knew no pains but what the tender soul 
With pleasure yields to, and would ne’er for¬ 
get. 

Blest with divine immunity from ails, 

Long centuries they liv’d ; their only fate 
Was ripe old age, and rather sleep than death. 
■Oh ! could those worthies from the world of j 
Return to visit their degenerate sons, [gods 
How would they scorn the joys of modern 
time, 

With all our art and toil improv’d to pain ! 
Too happy they! Hut wealth brought luxury, 
And luxury on sloth begot disease. 


What dext’rous thousands just within the 
goal 

•Of wild debauch direct their nightly course ! 
Perhaps no sickly qualms bedim their days. 

No morning admonitions shock the head. 

But ah ! what woes remain ! Life rolls apace, 
And that incurable disease, old age, 

In youthful bodies more severely felt. 

More sternly active, shakes their blasted prime, 
Exc^t kind nature by some hasty blow 
Prevent the ling’ring fates. For know, whate’er 
Beyond its natural fervor hurries on 
'fhe sanguine tide; whether the frequent bowl, 
High-season’d fare, or exercise to toil 
Protracted; spurs to its last stage tir’d life. 
And sows the temples with untimely snow. 
When life is new, the ductile fibres feel 
The heart’s increasing force; and day by day. 
The growth advances : till the larger tu^es. 
Acquiring (from their elemental veins 
Condens’d to solid chords) a firmer tune, 
Sustain, and just sustain, th’ impetuous blood. 
Here stops the growth. With overbearing 
pulse 

And pressure, still the great destroy the small; 
Still with the ruins of the small grow strong. 
Life glows meantime andd the grinding force 
Of viscous fluids and elastic tubes 3 
Its various functions vigorously are plied 
By strong machinery, and in solid hesi^th 
The man confirm'd long triumphs o’er disease. 
But the full ocean ebbs 3 there is a point, 

By nature fix'd, whence life moat downwards 
tend 3 

For Btill the beating tide consolidates 
The stubborn vessels, more reluctant still 
To the weak throbs of th’ ill-supported heart 3 


The crush of thunder and the warring winds, 
Shook by the slow but sure destroyer Time. 
Now hangs in doubtful ruins o’er its base 3 
And flinty pyramids, and walls of brass. 
Descend ■ the Babylonian spires are Ba 2 ik 3 
Achaia, Rome, and Egypt moulder dov^ 
Time shakes the stable tyranny of thrones, 
And tottering empires rush by their own 
weight. 

This huge rotundity we tread grows old, 

And all those worlds that roll around the suii. 
The s^n himself shall die, and ancient night 
Again involve the desolate abyss, 

Till the great father through the lifeless gloom 
Extend his arm to light another world. 

And bid new planets roll by other laws. 

For through the regions of unbounded space. 
Where unconfin’d Omnipotence has room. 
Being, in v.-irions systems, fluctuates still 
Between creation and abhorr'd decay 3 
It ever did, perhaps, and ever will. ■ 

New worlds arc still emeiging from the deep 3 
The old descending, in their turns to rise. 

BOOK III. EXERCISB.- 

Toil, and be strong. By toil the'jflaccid 
nerves 

Grow firm, and gain a more compacted tone 3 
The greener juices arc by toil subdued, 
Mellow’d and subtiliz’d 3 the vapid old 
Expell'd, and all the rancor of the blood. 
Come, my wompanions, ye who feel the charms 
Of nature and tim year 3 come, let us stray 
Where chance o* fancy leads our roving walk : 
Come, while th> soft voluptuous breezes fan 
Tiic fleecy fe&vens, inwrap the limbs with 
balm, 

And shed a charming languor o’er the soul. 
Nor when bright Winter sows the prickly frost, 
The vigorous ether, in unmanly warmth 
Indulge at home 3 nor even when Eurus’ 
blasts 

riiis way and that convolve the lab’jing woods. 
My liberal walks, save when the skies iu rain 
Or fogs relent, no season should confine 
Or to the cloister’d gallery or arcade. 

Go, climb the mountain : from the ethereal 
source 

Imbibe the recent gale. The cheerful morn 
Beams o’er the hills 3 go, mount the exulting 
steed. 

Already see the deep-mouth’d beagles catch 
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The tainted maxea; and, on eager aport Of Epicurus, from this stormy world, 

Intedt, with emulous impatience try Receive to rest, of all ungrateful cares 

, Each doubtful trace. Or, if a nobler prey Absolv’d, and sacred from the selfish crowd ! 
Delight you more, go chase the desp’ratedeer; Happiest of men, if the same soil invites 
And through its deepest solitudes awake A chosen few, companions of his youth. 

The vocal forest with the jovial horn. Once fellow-rakes perhaps, now rural fiends; 

. But if the breathless chase o’er hill and dale With whom in easy commerce to pursue 
Exceed your strength, a Ep<irt of leas fatigue. Nature’s free charms, and vie for sylvan fame ! 
Not less delightful, the prolific stream A fair ambition, void of strife or guile, 

Afibrds. The crystal rivulet, that o'er Or jealousy, or pain to be outdone, 

A stony channel rolls its rapid maze. Who plans th' enchanted garden, who directs 

Swarms wjth the silver fry. Such through The visia best, and best conducts the strc.im : 

the bounds Whose groves the fastest thicken and ascend; 

Qf pastoral Stafford, runs the brawling Trent; Whom first the welcome spring salutes; who 
Sueh Eden, sprung from Cumbrian mountaini shows [charms 

• such [stream The earliest bloom ; the sweetest, proudest 

The Esk, o’erhung with ^oods; and such the Of Flora; who best gives Pomona’s juice 
On whose Arcadian banks I first drew air. To match the sprightly genius of champagne. 
Eiddal; till now, except in Doric lays Thrice happy day in rural business pass’d ; 

Tun’d to her murmurs by her love-sick swains, Blest winter nights! when, as the genial fire 
Unknown in songs; though not a purer stream, Cheers the wide hall, his cordial family 
Through meads more flow’ry, or more roman- With soil domestic arts the hours beguile, 

tic groves, [flood! And gjieasing talk, thkt startlr no timorous 

Rolls toward the western main. Hail, sacred fame. 

May still thy hospitable swains be blest With witlesa wfntonncss to hunt it down; 

In rural innocence; thy mountains still Or through the fairy-land-of talc or song 


Delighted wanders, in Petitions fates 
Engag’d, and all that strikes humanity: 


Teem with the fleecy race; thy tuneful woods 
For ever flourish; and thy vales look gay 

With painted meadows, and the golden grain ! Till, lost in fable, they the stealing hour 
Oil, with thy blooming sons, when life was Of timely rest forget. Sometimes, at eve. 

new, His neighbors Ufl the latch, and bless unbid 

Sportive and petulant, and charm’d with toys. His festal roof; while, o’er the light repast 
In thy transparent eddies have 1 lav'd; And sprightly cups, they mix in social joy, 

Qfl trac'd with patient steps thy fairy banks. And, through the maze of conversation, trace 
With the well-imitated fly to hook Whate’er amuses or improves the mind. 

The eager trout, and, with the slender line Sometimes at eve (for I delight to taste 
And yielding rod, solicit to the shore [clouds The native zest and flavor of the fruit 
The strugg^i^g panting prey; while vernal Where sense grows wild, and takes of no ma- 
And tei)id gales obscur’d the ruffled pool, nurc) 

And from the deeps call’d forth the wanton The decent, honest, cheerful husbandman 

swarms. [Ind, Should drown his labors in my friendly bowl. 

Form’d on the Samian school, or those of| And at my table find himself at home. 

There are who think these pastimes scarce . .. 


humane; 

Yet in my mind (and not relentless I) 

His life is pure that wears no foulervtains. 
&t if through genuine ten^rness of heart, 

Or secret want of relish forVhe game. 

You shun the glories of the i^se, nor care 
' To haunt the peopled stieafl^ the garden 
yields ’ 

A soft amusement, an humane delight. 

• Te raise th’ insipid nature of the ground. 

Or tame its savage genius to the grace 
Of Careless swe^t rusticity, that seems 
The amiable result of happy chance, • 
Is to crefte ; and gives a g^like joy, 

Which every year improves. Nor thou disdain 
To check the lawless riot of the trees. 

To plant the grove, or turn the barren mould. 
O happy he, whom when his years decline, 

. j(Hi8 fortune and his fame by worthy means 
Attain’d, and equal to his moderate mind: 
Mis life a^rov’d by all the wise and good, 
/'E’en envi^ b^ the vain) the peacefiil groves 


The shades descend, and midnight o’er the 
world 

Expands her sable wings; great Nature droops 
Thro’ all her works. Now happy he whose 
toil 

Has o’er his languid pow’rless limbs diffus’d 
A pleasing lassitude: he not in vain 
Inviokes the gentle Deity pf dreams. 

His pow’rs the most voluptuously dissolve 
In soil repose : on him the balmy dews 
Of sleep with double nutriment descend. 

But would you sweetly waste the blank of 
night 

In deep oblivion; or on Fancy’s wings 
Visit Ae paradise of happy dreams, 

And waken cheerful as the lively morn; 
Oppress not nature sinking down to rest 
With feasts too late, too solid, or too full; 

But be the first concoction half matur’d. 

Ere you to mighty indolence resign 
Your passive Acuities. He from the toils 
And trouble of the day to heavier toil 
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Rotini, whom trembling from the tow'r that 
roeka 

Amid the clouds, or Calpe'a hideous height, 
The bu^ demons hurl, or in the main 
O'erwhelm, or bury stru^ling under ground. 
Not all a monarch's luxury the woes 
Can counterpoise of that most wretched man, 
Whose nights are shaken with the frantic 
fits 

Of wild Castes; whose delirious brain. 

Stung by "the Furies, works with poison'd 
thought; [soul, 

While pale and monstrous panting shocks the 
And mangled consciousness bemoans itself 
For ever torn, and chaos floating round. 

What dreams presage, what dangers these 
or those 

Portend to sanity, though prudent seers 
Reveal’d of old, and men of deathless fkme. 
We would not to the superstitious mind 
Suggest new throbs, now vanity of fear: 

’Tis ours to teach you from the peaceful night, 
To banish omens and all restless woes. 

Ah ! in what perils is vain L.'e '‘ngng’d! 
What slight neglects, what trivial faults, de¬ 
stroy ’ 

The hardiest frame! Of indolence, of toil. 
We die; of want, of superfluity: 

The all surrounding heaven, the vital air, 

Is big with death. And, tho’ the putrid South 
Be shut; though no convulsive agony 
Shake, from the deep foundation of the world, 
Th* imprison’d plagues, a secret venom oft 
Corrupts the air, the water, and the land. 
What livid deatlu has sad Byzantium seen ! 
How oft has Cairo, with a mother’s woe, 
Wept o'er her slaughter’d sons and lonely 
streets! 

Even Albion, girt with loss malignant skies, 
Albion the poison of the gods has drank. 

And fblt the sting of monsters all her own. 

Ere yet the fell Plantagenets had spent 
Their ancient rage at Bosworth’s purple field; 
While, for which tyrant England should re¬ 
ceive. 

Her lepons in incestuous murders mix’d, 

And didly horrors; till the fates were drunk 
With kindred blood by kindred hands profus'd: 
Another plague of more gigantic arm 
Arose; a monster never known before 
Rear’d from Cocytus its portentous head. 

This rapid fury not, like other pests, 

Pursued a gradual course, but in a day 
Rush’d as a storm o’er half the astonish’^ isle, 
And strew’d with sudden carcasses the land. 
First through the shoulders, or whatever 
part o 

Was seis’d the first, a fbrvid vapor sprung. 
With nsh combustion thence the quiv’ring 
■park 

Shot to the heart, wd kindled all within: 

And soon the aurface caught the spreading 
fires. 

Thro’ an the yielding pores the melted blood 


Gash’d out in smoky sweats; but nought as¬ 
suag’d 

The torrid heat yrithin, nor aught reliev’d 
The stomach’s anguish. With incessant toil, 
Desperate of ease, impatient of their pain. 
They toss’d from side to side. In vain the 
stream 

Ran full and clear, they burnt and thirsted still; 
The restless arteries with rapid blood 
Beat strong and frequent. Thick and pantingly 
The breath was fetch’d, and with huge lab’rings 
heav'd : 

At last a heavy pain oppress’d the head ; 

A wild delirium come; their weeping friends 
Were strangers now, and this no home of 
theirs. 

Harass'd with toil on toil, the sinking pow'i-s 
Lay prostrate and o’erthrown; a pond’rous 
sleep Ik 

Wrapp’d all the senses up: they slept anddied. 

In some, a gentle horror crept at first 
O’er all the limbs ; tho sluices of the skin 
Withheld their moisture, till by art provok'd. 
The sweats n’erflow’d, but in a clammy tide : 
Now free and copious, now restrain'd and 
slow; 

Of various tinctures, as the terop’ratnre 
Had mix'd the blood, with rank and fetid 
steams: 

As if the pent-up humors by delay [Hgn- 
Wcrc grown more fell, more putrid, and nia- 
Here lay their hopes, (tho’ little hope re¬ 
main’d,) 

With full cfiTusion of perpetual sweats 
To drive the venom out. And here the fates 
Were kind, that long they linger’d not in pain ; 
For who surviv’d the sun’s diurn <1 race, 

Rose from the dreary gates of hell .‘-edeem’d • 
i$omc the sixth hour oppress’d, and stsne the 
third. 

Of many thousands few untainted 'scap'd ; 
Of those infected fewer'scap'd alive'; 

Of those who liv'd some felt a second blow; 
And whom the second spar’d a third destroy’d. 
Frantic with fear, they sought,by flight to 
shiiir' 

The fierce contagirn. O'er the mournful land 
Th' infected city w*^^r’d her liun-ying swarms: 
Rous’d by the fli^es that fir’d her seats around, 
Th’ infected c«>^lry rush’d into the town. 
Some, sad at home, and in the desert some. 
Abjur’d the fatal commerce of mankind 
In vain : where’er they fled, the fates pursued. 
Others with hopes more specious, cross'd (jie 
main, 

Tq,8cck protection in far distant skiesj 
But none they found. It seem’d the*general 
air. 

From pole to pole, from Atlas to the East, 
Was then at enmity with English blood. 

For, but the race of England, all were safe 
In foreign climes; nor did the fury taste 
The foreign blood which England tljjsn con¬ 
tain’d.. [heaven 

Where should they fly T The ciicumambient 
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InTolT|d them etill; and ev'iy breese was 
Where find relief ? The salutary art [bone. 
Was mute; and startled at the new disease. 

In fearful whispers hopeless omens gave. 

To heaven with suppliout rites they sent their 
pray’rs j [priv’d. 

Heaven heard them not. Of ev’ry hope de- 
Fatigued with vain resources, and subdued 
With woes resistless and enfeebling fear; 
Passive they sunk beneath the weighty blow. 
Nothing but lamentable sounds were heard, 
Nor aught was seen but ghastly views of death. 
Infectious horror run from face to face, 

And pole despair. 'Twas all the business then 
To tind the sick, and in their turn to die. 

In heaps they fell: and oft one bed, they say. 
The sick’ning, dying, and the dead contain’d! 

BOOK IV. THE PaSSlONS. 

’Tis the great art of life to manage well 
The restless mind. For ever on pursuit 
Of knowledge bent, it starves the grosser 
pow’rs: 

Quite unetnploy’d, against its own repose 
It turns its fatal edge, and sharper pangs 
Than what the body knows imbitter life. 
Chiefly where Solitude, sad nurse of Care, 

To sickly musing gives the pensive mind. 
There Madness enters; and the dim-eyed fiend, 
Sour Melancholy, night and day provokes 
Her own eternal wound. The sun grows pale; 
A mournful visionary light o’erspreads 
The cheerful face of nature; earth becomes 
A dreary desert, and heav’n frowns above. 
Then various shapes of curs’d illusion rise - 
Whate'er the wretched fears, creating Fear 
Forms out of nothing; and with monsters 
teener 

UnknowT. in hell. The prostrate soul beneath 
A load of huge imagination heaves; 

And all the horrors that the murd’rer feels 
With anxious flutt'rings wake the guiltless 
breast. 

Such phantoms Pride in solitary scenes, 

Or Fear, on delicate self-love creates. 

From other cares absolv’d, the busy mind 
Finds in yourself a theme tqspore upon; 

It finds you miserable, or nuuus you ho. 

For while yourself you anxioiMv explore, 
'Timorous Self-love, with sick'nil^Fancy’s aid 
Presents the danger that yoU drew the most. 
And ever galls you in your tender part. 

Hence some for love, and some for jealousy. 
For grim religion some, and some for pride. 
Have lost their reason; some for fear of want. 
Want all their lives; and others ev’ry day, , 
For fear X dying, si^er worse than death. 

Ah ! iW>m your tosoms banish, if you can. 
Those fatal guests; and first the demon Fear, 
That trembles at impossible events. 

Lest aged Atlas should resign his load. 

And heaven’s eternal battlements rush down. 
Is there an evil worse tlun Fear itself 1 
i^d what (vails it that indulgent Hpaven 
^ram mortal eyes has wrapt the woes to come. 


If we, ingenious to tormeat csinelves. 

Grow pale at hideous fictions of our own ? 
Enjoy the present; nor with needlesa cans 
Of what may spring from blind misfertune’s 
womb. 

Appal the surest hour that life bestows. 

Serene, and master of yourself prepom 
For what may come, and leave the net to 
Heaven. 

Oft from the body, by long ails mistun’d. 
These evils sprung, the most important hmlth, 
That of the mind, destroy; and when the 
mind 

They first invade, the conscious body soon 
In sympathetic languishment declines. 

These chronic passions, while from real woes 
They rise, and yet without the body’s fault 
Infest the soul, admit one only cure; 
Diversion, hurry, and a restless life. 

Vain are the consolations of the wise; [pain. 
In vain your friends would reason down your 
O ye, whose souls relentless love has tam’d 
To soft distress, or friends untimely slain, 
Court not the luxury of tender thought! 

Nor deem It impious to forget those pains 
That liurt the living, nought avail the dead. 
Go, soft enthusiast! quit the cypress groves, 
Nor to the rivulet’s lonely meanings tune 
Your sad complaint. Go, seek the cheerful 
haunts 

Of men, and mingle with the bustling crowd; 
Lay iichemes for wealth, or pow’r, or fame, the 
wish 

Of noble minds, and push them night and day; 
Or join the caravan in quest of scones 
New to your eyes, and shifting ev'ry hour, 
Beyond the Alps, beyond the Apennines. 

Or, more advent'rous, rush iuto the field 
Where war grows hot; and, raging through 
the sky. 

The lofty trumpet swells the madd'ning soul; 
And in the hardy camp and toilsome march 
Forget all softer and less manly cares, [low, 
Bat most too passive, when the blood runs 
Too weakly indolent to strive with pain. 

And bravely by resisting conquer Fate, 

Try Circe’s arts, and in the tempting bowl 
Of poison’d nectar sweet oblivion drink. 
Struck by the pow’rful charm, the gloom dis- 
In empty air; Elysium opens round ; [solves 
A pleasing phrensy buoys the lighten’d soul, 
And sanguine hopes dispel your fleeting care; 
And what was difficult and what was dire 
Yields to your prowess and superior stars: 

The happiest you of all that e’er were mad. 

Or are, or shall be,conld this folly last, [gloom 
But soon your heaven is gone: a heavier 
Shuts eler your head : and, as the tbund'ring 
stream, [wn, 

Swoln o’er its banks with sudden mountoia 
Sinks from its tumult to a silent brook; 

So, when the frantic raptniea inyosr tvesit 
Subside, you languish into mortal man: 

You sleep, and, waking, find yourself agdone. * 
For, prodigal of life, in one rash night 
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Toa lavirii’d more than might rapport three 
dajri. 

A heavy morning comei j your cares return 
With tenfold rage. An anxious stomach well 
May be endur’d; so may the throbbing heart: 
But such a dim delirium, such a dream, 
Involves you; euch a dastardly despair 
Unmans your soul, as maddening Pentheus felt 
When, bnited round Cithsron's cruel sides. 
He saw two suns, and doable Thebes, ascend. 


There is a charm, a pow'r that sways the 
Bids every passion revel or be still; [breast; 
Inspires with rage, or all your cares dissolves; 
Can soothe distraction, and almost despair; 
That pow'r is Music: far beyond the stretch 
Of those unmeaning warblme on the stage, 
Who, like our dancers (light indeed and strong). 
Do wondrous feats, but never heard of grace. 
The fault is ours; we bear those monstrous 
arts: [est peals 

•Good Heaven ! we praise them; we with loud- 
Applaud the fool that highest lifts his. heels. 
And with insipid show of rapture die 
Of idiot notes impertinently rang. 

But he the Muse’s laurel justly shares, 

A poet he, and touch’a with Heaven’s own fire, 
Who with bold rage, or solemn pomp of 
sounds. 

Inflames, exalts, and ravishes the soul; 

Now tender, plaintive, sweet almost to pain, 
In love dissolves you; now in sprightly strains 
Breathes a gay rapture through your thrilling 
breast. 

Or melts the heart with airs divinely sad, 

Or wakes to horror the tremendous strings. 
Such was the bard whose heavenly strains of 
Appeas’d the fiend of melancholy ^ul. [old 
Such was, if old and heathen fame say true. 
The man who bade the Theban domes ascend. 
And tam’d the savage nations with his song; 
And such the Thracian whose harmonious 
lyre, [weep; 

Tun’d to soft woe, made all the mountains 
Sooth'd e’en the inexorable powers of Hell, 
And half redeem’d bis lost Eurydice. 

Music exalts each joy, allays each grief, 

Expels diseases, softens every pain, * 
Subdues the rage of poison, and the plague j 
And hence the wise of ancient days ador’d 
One pow’r of physic, melody, and song. 

$ 00. Ode on the Spring. Gbat. 

Lo! where the rosy-bosom’d Hours, 

Fair Venus' train, appear; 

Disclose the long*expected flow’rs, 

And wake' the purple year! 

The Attic warUer pours her throat, ■ 
Responsive to the cuckoo’s note. 

The untaught bannony of spring; 

'While, wl^’ring pleuuie as they fly, 

Cold Ze^dtyrs through the clear blue sky 
Their gtfhw’d fragrance fling. 

Where’er the oak’s thick branchee stretch 
A bvoederi browner shade; 


Where’er the rude and moss*grown beech 
O’er-canopies the glade; 

Beside some water’s rushy brink 
With me the Muse shall sit, and think 
(At ease reclin’d in rustic state) 

How vain the ardor of the crowd, 

How low, how little are the proid, 

How indigent the great! 

Still is the toiling hand of Care; 

The panting herds repose; 

Yet, hark, how through the peopled air 
I’he busy murmur glows! 

The insect youth are on the wing. 

Eager to taste the honey’d spring. 

And float amid the liquid noon: 

Some lightly o’er the current skim, 

Some show their gaily gilded trim 
Quick glancing to the sun. ^ 

To Contemplation^ sober eye 
Such is the race of man; 

And they that creep, and they that fly. 

Shall end where they began. 

Alike the busy and the gay 
But flutter through life’s little day, 

In fortune’s varying colors drest: 

Brush’d by the hand of rough mischance. 

Or chill’d by age, their airy dance 
They leave, in dust to rest. 

Methinks I hear, in accents low. 

The sportive kind reply: 

Poor moralist! and what art thou T 
A solitary fly! 

Thy joys no glitt’ring female meets. 

No hive hast thou of hoarded sweets, 

No painted plumage to display; 

On hasty wings thy youth is floV *<; 

Thy sun is set, thy spring is gone^’- 
We frolic while ’tis May. 

$ 61. Ode on a distant Prospect Eton 
College. Gray. 

Ye distant spires, ye antique tow’rs, 

That crown the wat’ry gl^e. 

Where gpteful Science still adores 
Her Henry’s holy shade; 

And ye, that fronofthe stately brow 
Of Windsor’s hej/^ts th’ expanse below 
Of grove, of la^, of mead survey. 

Whose turf, yVose shade, whose flow’n among 
Wanders the hoary Thames along 
His silver-winding way! 

Ah happy hills! ah pleasing shade ! 

Ah fields belov’d in vain*! 

Where once my careless childhood stray’d, 

£ stranger yet to pain ! < 

I feel the g^es that from you blow 
A momentary bliss bestow; 

As waving fresh their gladmme wing, 

My weary soul they seem to soothe, 

A^, redolent of joy and youth, 

To breathe a secondspring. 

Say, ftthe;; Thames, for thou hast ssea 
Full many si sprightly race. 
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Diiporting on thy margen 
. The paj^B of pleasure traci 
Who foremost now delight] 

With pliant arms thy gla 8 B;| 

The captive linnet which ^ 

What idle progeny succeed 
Ter chase the rolling circle’s speed, 

Or uige the flying rail 1 

While some on earnest business bent 
Their murmuring labors ply 
'Gainst graver hours that bring constraint 
To sweeten liberty: 

Soyie bold adventurers disdain 
• Thedimits of their little reign, 

And unknown regions dare descry: 

Still as they run they look behind. 

They hear a voice in cv’ry wind. 

And snatch a fearful joy. I 

Gay hope is theirs, by fancy fed. 

Less pleasing when possost; 

The tear forgot as soon as shed. 

The sunshine of the breast: 

Theirs buxom health of rosy hue. 

Wild wit, invention ever new. 

And lively cheer, of vigor bom; 

The thoughtless day, the easy night, 

The spirits pure, the slumbers light, 

That fly th' approach of morn. 

Alas ! regardless of their doom, 

The little victims play ! 

No sense have they of ilLs to come, 

Wor cam beyond to-day : 

Yet see, how all around them wait 
The ministers of human fate. 

And black Misfortune's baleful train ! 

Ah, show tho'lf where in ambush stand, 

■ To seize t^i'oir prey, the murd’rous band ! 
Ah, tell them they arc men! 

These shall the fury passions tear. 

The vultures of the mind. 

Disdainful anger, pallid fear. 

And shame that sculks behind; 

Or pining lore shall waste their yrath, 

Qr jealousy with rankling tooth, "* 
That inly gnaws the secret h^rt; 

And envy wan, and faded caq 
Grim-viiag’d comfortless desp 
- And sorrow's piercing dart. 


Ambition this shall tempt to rise; 
Then whirl the wretch from high. 

To bitter scorn a sacrifice. 

And grilling infatny. 

And stings of falslhi^ those shall try. 
And hard gnkindness' alter’d eye. 

That tiocks the tear it forc’d to flow; 
And keen remorse with blood defil’d. 
And moody madness laughing wild 
Aniid severest woe. 


Lo! in the vole of years, beneath, 

A grisly troop are seen, 
ne pain&l ikmily of Death, ^ 
.,^re hideous thkn their queen: 


This racks the joints, this fires the veins, 
That ev’ry laboring sinew strains, 

Those in the deeper vitals rage : 

Lo ! poverty to fill the band. 

That 'numbs the soul with icy hand: 

And slow-consuming age. 

To each his sulTrings ; all are men. 
Condemn’d alike to groan ; 

The tender for another's pain, 

Th’ unfeeling for his own. 

Yet, ah! why should they know their fkte 1 
Since sorrow never comes too late. 

And happiness too swiftly flies, 

Thought would destroy their paradise. * 

No more—^where ignorance is bliss, 

'Tis folly to be wise. 

‘ $ 52. Ode to Adverriiy. Grat. 
Dauohtkk of Jove, relentless pow’r, 

'rhou tamer of the human breast. 

Whose iron scourge and tort’ring hour 
The bad aflVight, afflict the best 
Boundsin thy adamantine chain. 

The proud are taught to taste the pain; 

And purple tfjrrants vainly groan 
With pangs unfelt before^ unpitied and alone. 

When first thy Sire to send on earth 
Virtue, his darling child, design’d. 

To thee he gave the heavenly birth, 

And bade to form her infant mind. 

Stern rugged nurse ! thy rigid lore 
With patience many a year she bore; 

What sorrow was, thou bad’st her know. 
And from her own she learnt to melt at othera’ 
woe. 

Scar'd at thy frown terrific, fly ^ 

Self-pleasing Folly’s idle brood. 

Wild laughter, noise, and thoughtless joy. 
And leave us leisure to be good. 

Light they disperse ; and with them go 
'fhe summer-friend, the flatt’ring foe ; 

By vain prosperity receiv’d, ' [iiev'd. 
To her they vow their truth, and are again be* 

Wisdom in sable garb array’d. 

Immers’d in rapt’rous thought profound, 
And Melancholy, silent maid. 

With leaden eye that loves the ground. 

Still on thy solemn steps attend : 

Warm Charity, the general friend. 

With justice, to herself sevm. 

And Pity, dropping soft the samy pleasing tear. 

Oh, gently on thy suppliant’s head, 

Dre^ Giddess, lay thy chast’ning hand! 
Not in thy Gorgon terrors clad, 

' Nor circled with the vengeful tend 
(As bv the impious thou art seen) 

With ihund’ring voice, and threatningmien, 
With screaming Horror’s fun’ral cry, 
Despair, and fell Disease, and ghastly Poverty. 
Thy form benign, O (teddea, wear, 

Thy milder influence impart 5 
Thy philosophic trun be then 
To soften, not to wound, my heart. 
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. Tho gen'roflf qiark extinet rerira; 

Teach me to love, and to forgive j 
Exact mj own d^eeta to acan; [man. 
What otbm ate, to foel 3 and know myself a 


Till down the 
Hyperion'i m 
ahaAa o; 


( 53. 7%e JProgreai qf Potty. 

Ode. Gbat. 


j »■ j ■ climes 
A Ptndanc ahaggy 



cliffli aiar 
they spy, sad 


flitt'ring 


II. 2. 

the solar road, 

I o'er ice-built mountains 


room. 

The Muse has broke the twilight gloom. 

To cheer the shiv’ring native’s dull abode. 
And oft, beneath the od'rous shade 
Of Chili’s boundless forests laid. 

She deigns to hear the savage youth repeat, 

In loose numbers, wildly sweet. 

Their feather-cinctur'd chiefs, and dusky loves. 
Her track, where’er the goddess roves. 

Glory pursues, and gen’rous shame, 

Th’ unconquerable mind, and freedom’s holy 
flame. ^ 

^ n. 3. ^ 

Woods, that ware o'er Delphi’s steep 3 
Isles, that crown th’ Egean deep 3 
Fields, that cool Ilissus laves, 

Or where Meander’s ajplier waves 
In ling’ring lab’rinths creep. 

How do your tuneful echoes languish, 

Mute but to the voice of anguish! 

Where each old jxietic mountain 


I. 1. 

Awaxx, .AJoljian lyre, awake*, 

And give to'raptqre all thy trembling strings. 

From Helicon’s harmonious springs 
A thousand rills their mazy progress take : 

The laughing flow’rs that round them blow. 

Drink life and fragrance as they flow. 

Now the rich stream of music winds along, 

Deep, majestic, smooth, and strong. 

Through verdant vales, and Ceres’ golden 
Now rolling down the steep amain, [reign : 

Headlong, impetuous, see it [sour; [roar. 

The rocks and nodding groves re-bellow to the 

I. 2. 

O sovereign of the willing soul. 

Parent of sweet and solemn-breathii^ airs, 

Enchanting shell! the sullen cares 
And firantie passions hear thy roft control. 

On Thracia’s hills the Lord of War 
Has curb’d the fury of his car, 

And dropp’d his thirsty lance at thy command. In 8 piratiop,breath’d around 3 


Ev'ry shade and hallow’d fountain 
Murmur’d deep a solemn sound: 

Till the sad Nine, in Greece's evil hour. 
Left their Parnassus for the Latian plains: 


Perching on the sceptred hand 
Of Jove, thy magic lulls the leather’d king 
With ruffled plumes and flagging wing: 

Quench’d in dark clouds of slumber lie 
The terror of his beak, and lightning of his eye. Alike they scorn the pomp of tyrant pow’r, 

And coward vice, that revels in her choinB. 
When Latium had her lofty spirit lost. 

They sought, O Albion! next thy sea-encir¬ 
cled coast. 

III. 1. 


I. 3. 

Thee the voice, the dance obey, 

TemMr’d to thy warbled lay : 

O’er Idalia’s velvet green 
The rosy-crowned loves are seen 
On Cytherea’s day. 

With antic sports, and blue-eyed pleasures 
Frisking light in frolic measures 3 
Now pursuing, now retreating. 

Now in circling troops they meet 3 
To brisk notes in cadence beating. 

Glance their many-twinkling feet. 

Slow melting strains their Queen’s approach 
declare: • 

Where’er she turns, the Graces homage pay, 
With anna sublime, that float upon the oir^ 

In gliding state die wins her eai^ way : 

O’er her warm cheek, and xinng bostm, mov^ 
The bloam of young desire, and purple light or 
love. 

n. 1. 

Man’s foehle race what ills await! 

Labor, and penury, the racks of pain. 

Disease, and sorrow’s weeping train 3 , 

And dedh, sad refuge from tto storms of&te! 
The fond complaint, my song, disprove. 


Far from the sun and summer gale, , 

In thy green lap was Nature’s darling laid. 
What time, where lucid Avon stray’d, 

To him the mighty mother did unveil 
Her awful face 3 the dauntless child 
Stretch’d forth his little arms and smil’d. 

This peneil'take, (she said,) whose colors clear 
Richly paint the vernal year: 

Thine too those i|p>lden keys, immortal boy! 
This can unlo^the gates of joy 3 
Of horror, th^and thrilling fears, 

Oi% 6 pe tbe^red source of sympathetic tears. 

in. 2.' 

Nor second he, that rode sublime 
Upon the seraph wings of ecstasy, 

The secrets of th’ al^ss to spy. 

^pass’d the flaming bounds of space and time, 
^e living throne, the sapphire bla:^, ^ 
Where angels tremble while they gaxe. 

He saw 3 but, blasted with excess of light. 
Clos’d his eyes in endless night. 

Behold, where Dryden’s loss prasamptuous car 


Andjustify the laws of Jove. - . 

fiay, has he giveta in vain the heavenly Muse 1 Wide o’er the fields of glory bear 
Wi ght and au her si^y dews. Two eouisms ether^ race. 

Her spactree wan, and Uids efboding cry. With nee||gin thunder cloth’d, aad* long r^ 
& l^vap to laage the dseaiy sky; sounding pace. 
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m. 3 . 

^ Hark, hia hands the lyre explore! 
Bright-eyed Fancy, hovering o'er, 

Scatters from her pictur’d um 

Thoughts that breathe, and worda that bum. 

But ah! ’tis heard no more— 

O {yro divine! what daring spirit 
Wakes thee now ? Though he inherit 
Nor^he pride nor ample pinion, 

That the Theban eagle bear. 

Sailing with supreme dominion 
Through the azure deep of air: 

, Yet oft before his infant eyes would mn- 
' Such forms as glitter in the Muse’s ray, 

. With orient hues unborrow’d of the sun ; 

Vet shall he mount, and keep his distant way 
Beyondnhe limits of a vulgar fate. 

Beneath the Good how far—^but far above the 
Great! 

The Bard. A Pindaric Ode. Gray. 

1 . 1 . 

" Ruin seize thee, ruthless king! 

Confusion on thy banners wait! 

Though fann’d by conquest’s crimson wing, 
They mock the air with idle state. 

Helm, nor hauberk’s twisted mail. 

Nor e'en thy virtues, Tyrant, shall avail 
To save thy secret soul from nightly fears, 
From Cambria’s curse, from Cambria’s tears!” 
Such were the sounds that o’er the crested 
pride 

Of the first Edward scatter’d wild dismay, 

’As dou^ tho steep of Snowdon’s sha ggy side 
He wound with toilsome march his long array. 
Stout Glo'ster stood aghast in speechless 
trance: [vering lance. 

To arms ! Mortimer, and couch’d his qui- 

I. 2. 

On a rock, whose haughty brow 
Frowns o’er old Conway’s foaming flood. 
Rob'd in the sable garb of woe. 

With ha|gard eyes the poet stood, 

(Loose las beard, and hoary hair 
Stream’d, like a meteor, to the troubled air;) 
And with a master’s hand, and prophet’s fire, 
Struck the deep sorrows of his lyre : 

“ Hark, how each giant-oak fed desert cave 
Sighs to the torrent’s awful i^e beneath'. 
.O’er thee, O king ! their hun^^ arms they 
’wave, 

Revenge on thee in hoarser murmurs breathe; 
Vocal no more, since Cambria’s fatal day. 

To high-bom Hoel’s harp, or soft Llewellyn’s 
• lay. 

» I. 3. 

" Cold y Cadwallo'a tongue, * 

Thatdiush’d the stormy main : 

Brave Urien sleeps upon his craggy bed: 

Mountains, ye meam in vain 

Modred, wlrase magic song 

Made huge Flinlimmon bow hU cloud-tqpp’d 

On dreary Avon's shore they lie, 

'Smear’d with gore, and ghastly pale : 

^Vhr, &r aloof th’ affrighted ravens iuil; 


The fiunish'd eagle screams, and passes by. 
Dear lost companions of my tuneful art, 

Dear as the light that visits these nd eyes. 
Dear as the ruddy drops that warm my he^, 
Ye died amidst your dying country's ctiee— 
No more I weep. They do not slei^. 

On yonder cliffs, a grisly band, 

1 see them sit: they linger yet 
Avengers of their native land: 

With me in dreadful harmony they join, 

And weave with bloody hands the tissue of thy 
line. 

II. 1. 

" Weave the '^rp, and weave the woof. 
The winding sheet of Edward’s race: 

Give ample room, and verge enough 
The characters of hell to trace. 

Mark the year, and mark the night. 

When Severn shall re-echo with afiright 
The shrieks of death, through Berkley’s roofii 
that ring: 

Shrieks of an agonizing king! 

She-wolf of France, with unrelenting fangs^ 
That teaffst the bowels of thy mangled mate, 
From thee be byn, who o’er thy countiy 
hangs * [him wait! 

The scourge of heaven. ^What terrors round 
Amazement in his van, with Flight combin’d, 
And Sorrow’s faded form, and Solitude be¬ 
hind. 

n.2. 

" Mighty victor, nughty lord. 

Low on bis fun’ral couch he lies! 

No pitying heart, no eye, afford 
A tear to grace his ob^uies. 

Is the sable warrior fled 1 
Thy son is gone. He rests among the dead. 
The swarm that in thy noon-tide beam were 
Gone to salute the rising mom. [born 7 

Fair laughs the morn, and soft the zephyr 
blows. 

While proudlf riding o’er the azure realm 
In gallant trim the gilded vessel goes; 

Youth on the prow, and Pleasure at the 
helm; 

Regardless of the sweeping Whirlndnd’s sway, 
That, hush’d in grim repose, expects his even¬ 
ing prey. 

II. 3. 

‘ Fill high the sparkling bowl. 

The rich repast prepare. 

Reft of a crown, he yet may share the feast: 
Close by the regid chair 
Fell Thirst and Famine scowl 
A baleful smile upon theii baffled guest. 

Heard ye the din of battle bray, 

Lance to lance, and horse to Imrw f 
Long years of luvoo urge their destin'd course. 
And thiVugh their kinched squadron mow their 
way. 

|Ye towers of Julitn, London’s hsting shame. 
With many a foul ai^ midnight murder Ad, 
Revere his coasoit'a Aith, hh Ather’s Ame, 
And spore the meek usurper's holy head. 
Above, below, the rose of snow, 
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Twin'd with her blushing foe we spread; • 
The bristled boar in infant gore 
Wallows beneath the thorny shade. 

Now, brothers, bending o’er th* accursed loom, 
Stamp we our vengeance deep, and ratify his 
doom. 

m. 1. 

“ Edward, lo! to sudden fate 
(Weave we the woof. The thread is spun.) 
Half of fliy heart we consecrate, 

(The web is wove. The work is done.)” 

* Stay, oh stay'. nor thus forlorn. 

Leave me unblest, unpitied, here to mourn : 
In yon bright track, that fires the western 
skies. 

They melt, they vanish from my eyes. 

But oh! what solemn scenes on Snowdon's 
height 

Descending slow their glitt’ring skirts unrol 7 
Visions of glory, spare my aching sight! 

Ye unborn ages, crowd not on my soul! 

No more our long-lost .Arthur we bewail. 
All-hail, ye genuine kings, Britannia’s issue, 
hail! * 

III. 2. ' ^ 

' Girt with many a baron bold 
Sublime their Btarry< fronts they rear: 

And gorgeous dames, and statesmen old 
In bearded majesty appear. 

In the midst a form divine! 

Her eye proclaims her of the Briton-line; 
Her lion-port, her awe-commanding face. 
Attemper’d sweet to virgin grace. 

What strings symphonious tremble in the air! 
What strains of vocal transport round her 
play! 

Hear from the grave, great Taliessin, hear; 
They breathe a soul to animate thy clay. 
Bright Rapture calls, and, soaring as she sings, 
Waves in the eye of Heaven her many-color’d 
wings. ^ 

III. 3. 

* The verse adorn again 
Fierce War, and faithful Love, 

And Truth severe, by fairy Fiction dress’d. 

In buskin'd measures move 

Pale Grief, and pleasing Pain, ^ 

With Horror, tyrant of the throbbing breast. 
A voice, as of the cherub-choir, 

Gales from the blooming Eden bear; 

And distant warblings lessen on my ear. 

That lost in long futurity expire. [cloud, 
Fond im|nous man I think’stthon yon sanguine 
Rais’d 1^ thy'breath, has quench’d the orb of 
day 7 

To-morrow be repairs the golden flood, 

And warms the nations with redoubled ray. 
Enough for me: with joy I see 
The diff’rent doom our fates assign. 

Be thine despair, and sceptred care; 

To triumph, and to die, are mine.’ [height. 
He spoke; and, headlong from the mountain’s 
Deep in the roaring tide he plung’d to endless 
night. 


[book n. 

$ 55. The Fatal Sisten. An Ode. Gray. 

Now the storm begins to low'r 
(Haste, the loom of hell prepare); 

Iron sleet of arrowy show’r 
Hurtles in the darken’d air. 

Glitt’ring lances are the loom 
Where the dusky warp we strain. 

Weaving many a soldier’s doom, 

Orkney’s woe, and Randver’s bane. 

See the grisly texture grow ! 

(’Tis of human entrails made) 

And the weights that play below, 

Each a gasping warrior’s head. 

Shafts for shuttles, dipt in gore. 

Shoot the trembling chords along; 

Sword, that once a monarch bore. 

Kept the tissue close and strong. ^ 

Mista, black terrific maid, 

Sangrida, and Hilda, see! 

Join the wayward work to aid : 

'Tis the woof of victory. 

Ere the ruddy sun be set, 

Pikes must shiver, jav’lins sing, 

Blade with clatt’ring buckler meet. 

Hauberk crash, and helmet ring. 

(Weave the crimson web of war) 

Let us go, and let us fly, 

Where our friends the conflict share. 

Where they triumph, where they die. 

As the paths of fate we tread, 

Wading through th’ ensanguin’d field, 

Gondula, and Geira, spread 

O’er the youthful king your shield. 

We the reins to slaughter give, * 

Ours to kill, and ours to spare ; 

Spite of danger he shall live. 

(Weave the crimson web of war.) 

They, whom once the desert beach ^ 

Pent within its bleak domain. 

Soon their ample sway shall stretch 
O’er the plenty of the plain. 

Low the dauntl^ earl is laid, 

Gor'd with man^ a gaping wound : 

Fate demands/,! nobler head; 

Soon a kinp^)iali bite the ground. < 

Long his loss shall Eirin weep. 

Ne’er again hie likeness see; 

Long her strains in sorrow steep. 

Strains of immortality! ^ 

iHorror covers all the heath. 

Clouds of carnage blot the sun. 

Sisters, weave the web of death. 

Sisters, cease! the work is done. 

HaU the task, and hail the hands! 

Songs of joy and triumph sing: 

Joy to the victorious buds; 

Triumph Jpn the younger king. 
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' Mortal, thon that hear'at the tale, 
Learn the tenor of our song. 
Scotland, through each winding vale, 
For and wide the notes prolong. 

Bisters, hence with spurs of speed! 
Each her thund’ring falchion wield j 
Elech bestride her sable steed. 

Hurrj, hurry, to the field! 


Unwilling I my lips unclose: 
Leave me, leave me to repose. 

ODiir. 

Once again my call obey; 
Prophetess, arise, and say 
What dangers O^n's child await. 
Who the author of his fate ? 

FROPHXTBSS. 


§ 66. 37is Descent Odin. An Ode. In Hoder's hand the hero’s doom ; 

Gbat. His brother sends him to the tomb. 


Uprose the king of men with speed, 

And saddled straight his coal-black steed: 
Down the yawning steep he rode, 

T]fat leads to Hela’s drear abode. 

Him the dog of darkness spied: 

His shaggy throat he open’d wide; 

While from his jaws, with carnage fill’d. 
Foam and human gore distill'd. 

Hoarse he bays with hideous din. 

Eyes that glow, and fangs that grin; 

And long pursues, with fruitless yell, 

The father of the powerful spell. 

Onward still his way he takes 
(The groaning earth beneath him shakes), 
Till full before his fearless eyes 
The portals nine of hell arise. 

Right against the eastern gate. 

By the moss-grown pile ho sate, 

Where long of yore to sleep was laid 
The dust of the prophetic Maid. 

Facing to the northern clime, 

• Thrice*he trac’d the Runic rhyme; 
Thrice pronounc’d, in accents dre^. 

The thrilling verse that wakes the dead; 
Till from out the hollow ground 
Slowly breathitl a sullen sound. 

j-i’* PROPHETESS. 


What call unknown, what charms, presume 
To break the quiet of the tomb ? 

Who thus afflicts my troubled sprite. 

And drags me from the realms of night 7 
Long on these mould'ring bones have beat 
T’he winter’s snow, the summer’s beat. 

The drenching dews, and diiving*rain! 

Xet me, let me sleep again.. ^ 

Who is he, with voice ugMen, 

That calls me from the bed oHm^ 7 

• OPIH. 

A traveller, to thoe unknown, 
b he that calls, a warrior’s son. 

Thou the deeds of light sholt know j 
Telldne what is done below, 

^ Fo* whom yon gXtt’ring board is spread 7 
Diest for^hom yon golden bed 7 




PROPHETESS. 

Mant^blg in the goblet see 
The pure bev’rage of the bee} 

O’er it hangs the shield of gold: 

’Tie the drink of Bslder b<Jd. 
Beider’s ^ead to death is given, 
.Fein ean nach,the Sons at Heaver.! 


Now my weary lips I close : 

Leave me, leave me to repose. 

ODIR. 

Prophetess, my spell obey; 

Once again arise, and say 
Who th’ avenger of his guilt. 

By whom shall Hoder’s blood be sjnlt 7 

PROPHETESS. 

In the caVerns of the West, 

By Odin’s fierce embrace comprest, 

A wondmuB boy shall Rinda bear. 

Who ne^r shall comb his raven hair, 
Nor wash his uisn^ in the stream. 

Nor see the sun’s departing beam. 

Till he on Hoder’s corse %ihall smile. 
Flaming on the funeral pile. 

Now my weary lips I close: 

Leave me, leave me to repose. 


Yet a while my call obey; 

Prophetess, awake, and say 

What virgins these, in speechless woe, 

That bend to earth their solemn brow. 

That their flaxen toesses tear. 

And snowy veils, that float in air 7 
Tell me whence their sorrows rose; 

Then 1 leave thee to repose. 

PROPHETESS. 

Ha! no traveller art thou. 

King of Men, I know thee now! 

Mightiest of a mighty line— 

ODIR. 

No boding maid of skill divine 
Art thou, nor prophetess of good, 

But mother of the giant bro^! 

PROPHETESS. 

Hie thee hence, and boast at home 
That never shall inquirer come 
To break my iron sleep again, 

Till Lok has burst lus tenfold chain: 

Nevw, till substantial Night 
Has re-aasum’d her ancient right; 

Till, wrapt in flames, in ruin hurl’d, 

Sinb me fabric of the world. 

6 67. The Trivm^ of Owen. AJP^e^aU. 

Gray. 

Ower's praise demands my song, 

Owen swift, and Owen strong; 
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Fuireat flow’r of Roderic’i atein 
Gwyneth’s shield, end Britain's gem. 

He nor heaps his brooded stores, 

Nor on all profusely pours: 

Lord of ev’ry regal art, 

Lib’ral hand, and open heart. 

Big with hosts of mighty name, 

Squt^rons three against him came 3 
This the force of Eirin hiding. 

Side by tilde as proudly riding. 

On her shadow long and gay 
Lochlin ploughs the wat’ry way; 

There the Norman sails afar 
Catch the winds, and join the war; 

Block and huge along they sweep, 

Burtliens of the angry deep. 

Dauntless on his native sands 
The dragon>Bon of Mona stands; 

In glitt’ring arms and glory drest, 

High he rears his ruby crest. 

There the thund’ring strokes begin, 

'J'here the press, and there the din 3 
’i'aiymalfra’s rocky shore 
Echoing to the battle’s roar. ( 

t’hcck'd by the torrent-tidq of blood, 
Backward Menai rolls his flood 3 
SV’hile, heap’d his mf^ster’s feed around, 
Prostrate warriors gnaw the ground. 

Where his glowing eye-balls turn, 

'I'housand banners round him burn 3 
Where he points his purple spear. 

Hasty, hasty Rout is there 3 
Marking with indignant eye 
Fear to stop and shame to fly. 

'I'here Confusion, Terror’s child 3 
Conflict flerco, and Ruin wild 3 
Agony, that pants for breath 3 
Despair, and honorable Death. 

$ dS. The Beggar’e Petition. Anon 

Pity the sorrows of a poor old man, 

Whose trembling limbs have borne him to your 
door. 

Whose days are dwindled to the shortest span 3 
Oh give relief, and Heaven will bless your 
store! 

These tatter’d clothes my poverty besjj^ak. 
These hoaiy locks proclaim my lengthen’d 
years; 

And many a furrow in my grief-worn cheek 
Has been a channel to a flood of tears. 

Y'on house erected on the rising ground. 

With tempting aspect drew me from my road: 
For Plenty there a residence has found, 

And Grandeur a magnificent abode. 

Hard is the &te of the infirm and poor ! 

Hero as 1 crav’d a morsel of their brei^, 

A pamper'd menial drove me from the door 
To seek a shelter in on humbler shed. 

Uh take me to your hospitable dome! 

Keen blows the wind, and piercing is the cold! 
dhort is my pssssgn to the iKendly tomb! 

For 1 am poor, and miserably old. 
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Should I revepl the seatees ef my grief. 

If soft humanity e’er touch’d your breast, 

Your hands would not withhold the kind relief. 
And team of pity would not be repress’d. 

Heaven sends misfortunes 3 why should we re¬ 
pine 7 [see: 

'Tis Heaven has brought me to the state yon 
And your condition may be soon like mine, 
The child of Sorrow and of Misery. 

A little farm was my paternal lot] 

Then like the lark I sprightly hail’d the morn 3 
But ah! Oppression forc’d me from my cot 3 
My cattle died, and blighted was my corn. 

My daughter, once the comfort of my age, 
Lur’d by a villain from her native home. 

Is cast abandon’d on the world’s wide'stage, 
And doom’d in scanty poverty to roam. 

My tender wife, sweet soother of my ! 
Struck with sad anguish at the stern decree. 
Fell, ling’ring fell, a victim to despair, 

And left the world to wretchedness and me ! 

Pity the sorrows of a poor old man, [door, 
Whose trembling limbs have borne him to your 
Whose days are dwindled to the shortest span; 
Oh give relief, and Heaven will bless your 
store! 

$ 59. PolUo. An Elegiac Ode ; written to 

Vie Wood near R - Caatle, 1762. 

Mickle. 

The peaceful evening breathes her balmy 
store, 

The playful school-boys wanton o'er the 
green] [door. 

Where spreading poplars shad^' the cottage- 
The villagers in rustic joy conV^ ^e. 

Amid the secret windings of the wood. 

With solemn meditation let me stray 3 
This is the hour when to the wise and good 
The heavenly maid repays the toils of day. 

The river murmurs, and the breathing gale 
Whispers,the gently-heaving boughs among 3 
The star of evening glimmers o’er the dale,- 
And leads the jtlbsnt host of heaven along. 

How bright, |’.neigihg o’er yon broom-clod 

The silv^^mpresB of the night appears! 

Yon limpid pool reflects a stream of light, 

And faintly in its breast the woodland bean. 

The waters tumbling o'er their rocky bed, 
Solemn and constant from'/on dell resound 3 ' 
|<The lonely hearths blaze o’er t|ie distant 
glade 3 ’ [gound. 

The bat, low-wheeling, skims the dusky 

August and hoary, e’er the alopiiig dale. 

The Gothic abbey temn its sculptur’d 
tow’n 3 [gale. 

Dull thro’ the roofe resounds the whutling 
Dark soUtiide among the plllan low’n. 
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*^here yon <dd treea bend o’er a place ofj 
graves, 

And solemn shade a chapel’s sad remains, 
‘Where yon scath’d poplar through the win¬ 
dows waves. 

And, twining round, the hoary arch sustains 3 

There oft, at dawn, as one forgot behind. 

Who longs to follow, yet unknowing where, 
Some hoary shepherd, o’er his staff reclin’d. 
Pores on the graves, and sighs a broken 
pray’r. 

High o’er the pines, that with their dark’ning 
shade 

'Surround yon craggy bank, the castle rears 
*I^s crumbling turrets 3 still its tow’ry head 
A warlike mien, a sullen grandeur wears. 

So, ’midat the snow of age, a boastful air 
Still on the war-worn vet'ran’s brow attends 3 
Still his big bqnes his youthful prime declare, 
Though trembling o’er the feeble crutch he 
bends. { 

Wild round the gates the dusky wall-ilow’rs 
creep, [have led 3 

Where oft the knights the beauteous dames 
Gone is the bow’r, th^e grot a ruin’d heap. 
Where bays and ivy o’er the fragments 
sprea^. 

’Twas here our sires, exulting from the fight, 
Great in their bloody arms, march’d o’er the 
lea, 

Eyeing their rescued fields with proud delight! 

■ Now'lost to them! and, ah 1 how chang’d 
to me. 

This bank, the river, and the fanning breeze. 
The dear idea of my Pollio bring 3 [trees, 

60 shone tlie moon through these soft-n^ding. 
When^’ihere we wander’d in the eves ofj 
spring. 

When April’s smiles the flow’ry lawn adorn. 
And modest cowslips deck the streamlet’s 
aide 3 

When fragrant orchards to the roseate mom 
Unfbjtl their bloom, in heaved own colors 
—--^ed: ^ 

So fair a blossom gentle wore, [mind 3 
These were the eptlfmms «f his healthful 
•To hiip the let ter’ ^njage displa^^jts lore. 

To him brighrFwcy all her weuh resign'd 3 


Him with her purest flames the Muse endow’d, 
Flames never to th’ illiberal thought allied 
The ^cred sisters led where Virtue glow’d 
« In all her charxBS 3 he saw, he felt, and died. 

O partnersaf my infant griefs and joys! 
Kg*with the scenes now past, my heart 
o’erflows 3 

Bids each endearment, fair as once, to rise. 
And dwells luxurious on her melting woes. 

Oft with the rising sun, when life was now. 
Along |he woodland have I roam’d with 
I Ahee; . 

Vo/,. V. Nos. 77 & 78. 


Oft by the moon have brush’d the evening 
dew. 

When all was (earless innocence and glee. 

The sainted well, where yon bleak hill declines. 
Has oft been conscious of those happy hours 3 
But now the hill, the river crown’d with pines. 
And sainted well have lost their cheering 
pow’rs3 

For thou art gone. My guide, my friend ! oh 
where, [hind ? 

Where bast thou fled, and left me here be- 
My tend'rest wish, my heart to thee was bore 5 
Oh now cut off each passage to my mind ! 

How dreary is the gulf! how dark, how void. 
The trackless shores that never were re¬ 
pass’d ! 

Dread separation ! on the depth untried, 

Hope falters, and tho soul recoils aghast! 

Wide round the spacious heavens I cast my 
eyes: [fire 1 

And shall these stars glow with immortal 
Still sh»e the lifeless glories of the skies ? 
And could thy ^ight, thy living soul expire 7 

Far be the thought! The pleasures most sub¬ 
lime, • 

The glow of friendship, and the virtuous 
tear, [time, 

The tow’ring wish that scorns the bounds of 
Chill’d in this vale of death, but languish 
here. 

So plant the vine in Norway’s wintry land. 
The languid stranger feebly buds, and dies 3 
Yet there’s a clime where Virtue shall expand 
With godlike strength beneath her native 
skies! 

The lonely shepherd on the mountain’s side 
With patience waits the rosy op’uing day; 
The mariner at midnight’s darksome tide 
With cheerful hope expects the morning 
ray : 

Thus I. on life’s storm-beaten ocean toss’d. 

In mental vision view the happy shore. 
Where Pollio beckons to the peaceful coast, 
Where fate and death divide the friends no 
more! 

Oh that some kind, some pitying kindred shade. 
Who now perhaps frequents this solemn 
grove, 

Would tell the awful secrets of the dead. 

And from my eyes the mortal film remove ‘ 

Vain is the wish —yet surely not in vain 
Man's bosom glows with that celestial fire 
Which ipoms earth’s luxuries, which smiles 
at pain. 

And wings his spirit with sublime desire! 

To fan this spark of heavenj this ray divine. 
Still, O my soul! still be thy dear employ 3 
Still thus to wander thro’ the ^ades be thine. 
And swell thy breast with visionaty joy! 
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So to the dark-brow’d wood, or sacred mount, 
In ancient days, the holy seers retir’d; 

And, led in vision, drank at Siloe’s fount, 
V^ile rising ecstasies their bosoms fir’d. 

Restor'd creation bright before them rose, 

The burning deserts smil’d as Eden’s plains; 
One friendly shade the wolf and lambkin chose; 
The flowr’y mountain sung ‘ Messiah reigns!’ 

Tho’ fainter raptures my cold breast inspire. 
Yet let me oft frequent this solemn scene; 
Oft to the abbey’s shatter’d walls retire, 

What time the moonshine dimly gleams be¬ 
tween. 

There, where the cross in hoary ruin nods, 
And weeping yews o'ershade the letter’d 
stones, [abodes. 

While midnight silence wraps these drear 
And soothes me wandering o’er my kindred 
bones j 

'Let kindled Fancy view the glorious morn. 
When from the bursting graves the just 
shall rise. 

All Nature smiling; and, by*angelB borne, 
Messiah’s cross far blazing o’er the skies ! 

$ GO. The Tears qf Scotland. Smollkt. 

Mourn, hapless Caledonia, mourn 
Thy banish’d peace, thy laurels torn 1 
Thy sons, for valor long renown’d. 

Lie slaughter’d on their native ground: 

Thy hospitable roofs no more 
invite the stranger to the door; 

In smoky ruins sunk they lie, 

The monuments of cruelty. 

The wretched owner sees, afar, 

His all become the prey of war . 

Bethinks him of his babe and wife ; 

Then smites his breast, and curses life. 

Thy swains are famish’d on the rocks, 

Where once they fed their wanton flocks; 
Thy ravish’d virgins shriek in vain ; 

Thy infants perish on the plain. 

What boots it, then, in ev’ry clime. 

Through the wide spreading waste of |jpie, 
Thy martial glory, crown’d with praise. 

Still shone with undiminish’d blaze ? 

Thy tow’ring spirit now is broke, 

Thy neck is bended to the yoke; 

What foreign arms could never quell, 

By civil rage and rancor fell. 

The rural pipe and merry lay, 

No more shall cheer the happy day t 
No social scenes of gay delight 
Beguile the dreary winter-night; 

No strains but those of sorrow flow, ^ 

And nought he heard but sounds of woe; 
While the pale phantoms of the slain 
Glide nightly o’er the silent plain. 

Oh baneful cause, oh fatal morn, 

Acc'um’d to ages yet unborn! 


The sons against their fathers stood; 

The parent shed his children’s blood! 

Yet when the rage of battle ceas’d. 

The victor’s soul was not appeas’d; 

The naked and forlorn must feel 
Devouring flames and murd’iing steel! 

The pious mother, doom’d to death. 

Forsaken, wanders o’er the heath; 

The bleak wind whistles round her head. 

Her helpless orphans cry for bread 3 
Bereft of shelter, food, and friend, 

She views the shades of night descend 3 
And, stretch’d beneath th’ inclement skies. 
Weeps o’er her tender babes, and dies. 

Whilst, the warm blood bedews my veins. 

And unimpair’d remembrance reigns 3 - 
Resentment of my country’s fate 
Within my filial breast shall beat 3 
And, spite of her insulting foe. 

My sympathising verse shall flow ; 

‘ Mourn, hapless Caledonia, mourn 
Thy banish’d peace, thy laurels torn !” 

$ 61 . Ode to Mirth. Smollrt. 
Parent of joy ! heart-easing Mirth! 

Whether of Venus or Aurora born. 

Yet Goddess sure of heavenly birth. 
Visit benign a son of Grief forlorn : 

Thy giitt’ring colors gay 
Around him. Mirth, display 3 
And o’er his raptur’d sense 
Diffuse thy living influence : 

So shall each hill, in purer green array'd. 
And flow’r-adorn’d in new-born beauty 
glow 3 [the shade. 

The grove shall smooth the horrors of 
And streams in mumiurs B))all forget to 
flow. V 

Shine, Goddess, shine with unremitteu ray. 
And gild (a second sun) with brighter beam 
our day. 

Labor with thee forgets his pain. 

And aged Poverty can smile with thee 3 
If thou be nigh. Griefs hate is vain. 

And weih^th’ uplifted arm of tyrail.'^. 

The ml ming opes on high 
His uni« 1 \,^ eye 3 
And onahe vw'rld doth pour 
His glories in a golden show’r. 

Lo! ^Darkness trembling ’fore the hos¬ 
tile ray, [lorn: 

Shrinks to the cavern deep and wood for- 
The brood obscene, that own her gloomy 
sway, [morn 3 

Troop in her rear, and fljr th’ approach of ' 
Yale shiv’iing ghosts, that dread th ’,-^1 cheer¬ 
ing light, [chral flight. 

Quick as the lightning’s flash glide to sepul- 

But whence the giadd’ning beam 
That pours his purple stream 
O’er the long prospect wide 1 
’Tis Mirth. 1 see her sit 
In majesty of light, 
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With laughter at her aide. 
Bright-eyed Fancy hovering near 
Wide waves her glancing wing in air; 
And young Wit fling^ his pointed dart, 
That guiltless strikes the willing 
heart. 

Fear not now affliction’s pow’r, 

* Fear not now wild passion’s rage; 
Nor fear ye aught, in evil hour. 
Save the tardy hand of Age. 

Now Mirth hath hea^ the suppliant Poet’s 
pray’r: [troubled air. 

No cloud that rides the blast shall vex the 

62. Ode to Leven Water. Smollxt. 

On Leven’s banks, while free to rove. 

And tunc the rural pipe of love, 

I envied not the happiest swain 
That ever trod the Arcadian plain. 

Pure stream! in whose transparent wave 
My youthful limbs I wont to lave; 

No torrents stain thy limpid source. 

No rocks impede thy dimpling course, 

That sweetly warbles o'er its lied, 

With white, round, polish’d pebbles spread: 
While, lightly pois’d, the scaly brood. 

In myriads cleave thy crystal Hood : 

The springing trout, in speckled pride j 
The salmon, monarch of the tide; 

The ruthless pike, intent on war; 

7 'he silver eel and mottled par. 

Devolving from thy parent lake, 

A chaimiiig maze thy waters moke, 

’By bow’rs of birch, and groves of pine, 

And hedges flower’d witli eglantine. 

Still on thy banks, so gaily green. 

May num’rous herds and flocks be seen; 

And lasses, chanting o’er the pail; 

And shepherds, piping in the dale; 

And aitcieiit faith, that knows no guile; 

And industry, embrown'd with toil •, 

And hearts resolv’d, and hands prepar’d. 

The blessings they enjoy to guard. 


Brystowannes, menne of myghte,. 

Ydar'd the bloudie l^ghte,- 
And actedd deeds full quent. 

Oh thou, whereer (thie bones att rests)' 
Thye Spryte to haunte delyghteth beste, 
Whetherr upponne the bloude-embrewedd' 
pleyne. 

Or whare thou kehnst from fai^ 

The dysmall crye of warre, 

Or seest somme mountayne made Of corse of 
Orr seest the hatchedd stede, [sleyne; 
Ypraunceynge o’er the mede. 

And neighe to bo amenged the poynctedd' 
speeres, 

Orr yniie blacke armoure staulko arounde 
Emlmttel’d Btystowe, once thie grounde, 
And glowe ardurous onn the Castle steeres; 

Or fierye round the mynsterr glare; 

Let Brystowe stylle be made thie care; 
Guarde ytt fromme foemenne and consum- 
ynge fyrej 

Lyche Avones streme ensyrke ytt roilnde, 
Ne leSte a flame enharme the grounde, 

Tyll yim one fla|gpe all the whole worlde ex> 
pyre. • 

§ 6'i. Briatowe Tragedte ; or, The Dethe t(f 
Syr Charlea Bawdin. 

Chattebton, under the name of RowLET. 

The feather’d songster chaunticleer 
Had wounde bys bugle home, 

And told the earlie villager 
The couimynge of the mome; 

Kynge Edwarde saw the rudie streakes 
Of lyght eclypse the greie; 

And he^e the ravens crokynge throte 
Proclayme the fated dale. 

“Thou ’rt right," quod hee, “for, by the 
Godde, 

That syttes enthron’d on hyghe, 

Charles Bawdin, and his fellowes twaine, 
To-daie shall surclie die.’* • 


§ 63. Songe to ./EUa, horde qf the Caatel of 
Bn^owe ynne daiea of yore^^rFrom Chat- 
“^^WiiTON, under the name 13^ 'Rowlet. 

Oh thou, orr what remakes ef thee, 
iElla, the darlyng^ dr futurity, 

Lett tbySumie^T ^.-e bolde as thid courage be. 
As everlastynge to posteritye. ^ 

Whanne Dacya’s sonnes, whose hayres of| 
bloude-rcdde hue [morning dne, 

.^LycHb kynge-cu|^po8 brastynge wylhe the 
Arraung'd ynne dreare arraie, , 

Upponne the lethale daie, 

Spreiffle farre and wyde onne Watchets shore; 
Than dyddst thou furiouse stande, 

And bie thie valyante bande 
Beesprengedd all the mees wytbe gore. 


Then wythe a jugge of nappy ale 
His knyglites dydd onne hymn waite; 

“ Goc tell the traytour thatt to-daie 
Hee leaves thys mortall state." 

Syr Canterlone thenne bendedd lowe, 

Wythe hart biymm-fuUe of woe; 

Hee journey’d to the castle-gate; 

And to Syr Charles dydd goe. 

But whenne hee came, his children twaine, 
And eke hys lovynge wyfe, 

Wythe brinie tears dydd wet the floore. 

For goode Syr Charleses iyie. 

“ O go<%e Syr Charles!’’ sayd Canterlone, 
Badde tydyngs I doe brjmge." 

“ Speke boldl e, man,’’ sayd brave Syr Charles, 
“ Whatte says the traytour kynge ?” 


Drawn bie thyne anlace felle, 
Downokto the depthe of helle 
Tl^usonds oLDacyanns went; 


“ I greeve to telle; Before yonne eonne 
Does fromme the wclkinne flye, 
s2 
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Ha hath nponna hyn honnor sworne 
Thatt thou a^t mrdie die.” 

" Wee all moat die/’ quod brave Syr Charles; 

*• Of thatte I’m not afiearde: 

What boote to lyve a little apace 1 
Thanke Jesu, 1 ’xn prepar’d. 

” Butte telle thye kynge, for myne hee’a not, 

I 'de aooner die to daie 
Thanne lyve hya alave, aa manie are, 

Tho’ I ahottld lyve for aie.” 

Thenne Canterlone hee dydde goe out. 

To telle the maior atrute 
To gette all thyngea ynne roddyneaa 
For g^e Syr Charleaea fate. 

Thenne Maiater Canynge aaughte the kynge, 
And felle down onne hya knee 3 
” I’m come,” quoth bee, ” unto your grace 
To move your clemencye.” 

Thenne quod the kynge, ” Your tale apeke out. 
You have been much oure friende; 
Whatever youre requeate may bee, 

We wylle to ytte attend.” ^ 

” My nobile liege! all my requeat 
Ya fbr a nobile knyghte. 

Who, tho’ may hap ^ has done wronge. 

He ihoghte ytte atylle waa ryghte: 

” Hee haa a apouae and children twaine, 

Alle rewyn’d are for aie; 

Yff thatt you are reaolv’d to lett 
Charlea Bawdin die to daie.” 

” Speke nott of auch a traytour vile,” 

The kynge ynne fury aayde 3 
” Before the ev’ning atarre doth aheene, 
Bawdin ahall looae hya hedde: 

” Juatice doea loudlie fbr hym calle 
And hee ahall have hya meede. 

Speke, Maiater Canynge! whatte thynge elae 
Atte preaent doe you neede 7 ” 

” My nobile liege!” goode Canynge aayd, 

'* Leave juatice to our Godde, 

And laye the yronne rule aqrde. 

Be thynne ^e olyve rodde. * 

” Waa Godde to aerche our hertea and reinea, | 
The beat were aynnera grete 3 
CHiriat’a vycarr only knowea ne aynne, 

Ynne alle thya mortall atate. 

’ Let mercie rule thyne infante reigne, 
Twylle flute thy crowne fuUe aure 3 
From race to race thy familie 
Alle aov’ndgna ahall endure: 

" But yff wythe Uoode and alaughter thou 
Beginne thy in&nte reigne, 

Thy crowne aponne thy chil^nnea browa 
Wyll never lonng remayne.” 

” Canynge, awaie! thya traytour vile 
Haa acom’d my pow’r and mee 3 
Howe eanat thou thenne for mieh a manne 
Intreate my elameneye I” 


” My noble liege! the truly brave 
WyUe val’roua actiona {nize, 

Reaprct a brave and nobile mynde. 

Although ynne enemiea.” 

” Canynge, awaie! By Godde ynne heav'n 
That dydd mee beinge gyve, 

I will nott taate a bitt of breade 
Whylat thya Syr Charles dothe lyve. 

” By Marie, and all Seinctea ynne heav’n, 
Thya aunne ahall be hya laate.” 

Thenne Canynge dropt a brinie teare. 

And from the fveaence paste. 

With herte brimm-fulle of gnawynge grief, 
Hee to Syr Charles dydd goe. 

And aatte hymm down uponne a stoole, 

And tearea beganne to flow. ^ 

” We all must die,” quod brave Syr Chwes 3 
“ Whatt bootea ytt howe or whenne 7 
Dethe ys the sure, the certaine fate 
Of all wee mortall menne. 

“ Saye why, my friend, thie honest soul 
Runs overr at thyne eye 3 
la ytte for my most welcome doome 
Thatt thou dost child-lyke crye 1 ” 

Quod godlie Canynge, ” 1 do weepe, 

Thatt thou soe aoone must dye. 

And leave thy aonnea and helpless wyfe 3 
’Tia thya thatt wettea myne eye.” 

'* Thenne drie the tearea thatt out thym^ eye 
From godlie fountaines 8prynge3 
Dethe I despise, and alle the pow’r 
Of Edwa^e, traytour kynge. 

” Whan throgh the tyrant’s welcom means 
I shall resigne my lyfe. 

The Godde I serve wylle soone provyde 
For bothe mye sonnes and wyfe. 

” Before I sawe the lyghtsome aunne, 

'Thya waa appointed mee 3 
Shall mortal manne repine or grudge 
What Godde ordeynes to bee 7 ^ 

” Howe oft yn^b^ttaile have I stoode, 
Whan thouaanaB^^’d arounde 3 
Whan amokynge atraims of crimaon bloode 
Imbrew’d the fatten’o^^wunde! 

” Howe dydd I know that ev^'davt'i,’- ' 

That cutte the airie waie, 

Myghte notte finde paaaage toe my harte. 

And close myne eyes for aie 7 

" And ahall I now, for feere dethe, *' 

,, Looke wanne and bee dismay'd 7 
Me ! fromm my herte flie chiWyshe'ftere. 

Be alle the manne display’d. ' 

Ah, goddelyke Henrie! Godde foiefende. 
And guaxde thee and thyne sonne, 

Yff ’tia hya wylle 3 but yff ’tia nott, 

Why thenne hya vrylle be donne. 

” My honeate friende, my fknlte has been > 

To serve Godde and mye prynce 3 
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And tfaatt I no tyme-Mrver am, 

Hj dethe ^lle soono convjnce. 

Ynne I-xmdon citye waa I borne, 

Of parents of grete note; 

My fa^ dydd a nobile arms 
EmUason onne hya cote: 

** I make no double butt he ya gone 
• Where aoone I hope to goe; 

Where wee for ever shall bee blest, 

From out the leech of woe: 

Hee taught mee justice and the laws 
Wyth pitie to unite; 

Xnd eke hee taughte mee howe to knowe 

* The wronge cause fiomm the lyghte : 

Hee' taught mee wythe a prudent hande 
To feede the hungrie poore, 

Ne lette mye servants drive awaie 
Tl:e hungrie fromme my doote: 

And none can saye, butt all mye lyfe 
I have hys wordyes kept; 

And summ'd the actyonns of the dale 
Eche nyghte before I slept. 

I have a spouae, goe aske of her 
Yff I defyl'd her bedde 7 
I have a kynge, and none can laie 
Blacke treason onne my hedde. 

* Ynne Lent, and onne the holie eve, 

Fromm fle^e I dydd refrayne; 

Whie should I theiine appeare dismay'd 
To Jeave thys worlde of payne 7 

Ne \ hapless Henrie! I rejoyce, 

1 shall ne see thye dethe; 

Moste willynglie in thy just cause 
Do I resign my brethe. 

Oh fickle people! rewyn’d londe! 

Thou wylt kenne peace ne moe; 

While Richard’s sonnes exalt themselves, 
Thye brookes wythe blonde wylle flowe. 

Saie, were ye tyr’d of godlie peace, 
An^odlie Henrie’s reigne, ^ 

dydd choppe your ePiiite daies 

* For those of bloude and ;[<syne 7 

" Whatte tho’ I onne s,Wiedde bee drawne. 
And mangled by ilynde, 

1 do ♦“'-./lour’s pow’r, 

He can'ne harm my mynde: ) 

Wyatte tho’, uphoiated onne a pole, 

Mye lymbes shall rotte ynne ayre, 

An^ne lyche monument of braase 
Charles Bawdm’a name shall bear; ^ 

Yol ynne the holie booke above, 

Whyche tyme can’t eat awai, 

There wythe the servants of the Lorde 
Mye name shall lyve for aie. 

Thenne welcome dethe! for lyfe eteme 
I leve thya mortall lyfe j 
Caielrell, vayne worlte, and aRe that’s deate, 
life soaiies lad loving wyfis! 


“ Now dethe as welcmne to mee comes. 

As e’er the month of Male j 
Nor woulde I even wyshe to lyve, 

Wyth my dere wyfe to staie.” 

Quod Canynge, " 'Tys a goodlie thynge 
To bee prepar’d to die; 

And from thys worlde of peyne and grefe 
To Godde ynne heaven to flie." 

And nowe the bell beganne to tolle, 

And claryonnes to sounde 3 
Syr Charles hee herde the horses feete 
A-prauncing onne the grounde 3 

And juste before the officers, 

Hys lovynge wyfe came ynne, 

Weepynge nnfbigned teeres of woe, 

Wythe loude and dysmalle dynne. 

" Sweet Florence! nowe I pmie forbere, 
Ynne quiet lett mee die : 

Praie Godde, that every Christian soule 
Maye looke onne dethe as L 

“ Sweat Florence! why these brinie tears: 

Theye washe py soule awaie, 

And almost maxe mee wish for lyfo, 

Wyth thee, sweete dme, to staie. 

'< ’Tys but a joumie I shalle goe 
Untoe the lande of blysse 3 
Nowe, as a proofe of hnsbande’s love, 
Receive thys holie kysse.” 

Thenne Florence, fault’ring ynne her sale, 
Tremblynge these wordyes spoke, 

" Ah, cruele Edwarde! blnudie kynge! 

My herte ys well nyghe broke : 

Ah, sweete Syr Charles 1 why wylt thou goe 
Wythoute thye lovynge wyfe ! 

The cruelle axe that cuttes thye necke, 

Ytt eke shall ende mye lyfe." 

And nowe the officers came ynne 
To brynge Syr Charles awaie. 

Who turned toe hys lovynge wyfe. 

And thus toe her dydd saye : 

I goe to lyfe, and nott to dethe 3 
Truste thou ynne Godde above. 

And teacfae thye sonnes to foare the Lorde, 
And ynne theyre bertes hym love: 

Teache them to runnc the nobile race 
That I theyre fader runne: 

Florence! should dethe thee taka—adieu' 
Yee officers, lead onne.” 

Thenne Florence rav’d as anie madde. 

And dydd her treeses terej 

Ohstaie, my husbande ! lorde! and lyfe!” 

Syr Charles thenne dropt a teare 3 

’Till tyred oute wyth ravynge loude, 

Shee follen onne the fioore 3 
Syr Charles exerted aile hys myghte, 

And march'd fromm oute the dore. 

Uponne a sledde hee mounted thenne, 

Wythe lookes fiille brave and swete; 
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LookM, thatt enshoone ne moe concern 
Thanne anie ynne the atretc. 

Before him went the council-menKe. 

Ynne scarlette robea and golde, 

And taanla apan^jnge ynne the snnne, 
Muche glorious to beholde : 

The Freera of Seincte Angustyne next 
Appeared to the ayghte, 

AUe cladd ynn homelie russett weedes, 

Of godlie monkysh plyghte: 

Ynn difiraunt partes a godlie psaume 
Most sweetlie theye dydd chaunt j 
Behynde theyre backes ^x mynstrelles came, 
V^o tun’d the strunge bataunt. 

Thenne fyre-and-twenty archers came i 
Echone the bowe dydd hende, 

From rescue of kynge Henries friends 
Syr Charles forr .to defend. 

Bold as a lyon came Syr Charles, 

Drawn on a olothe-layd sledde 
By two blacke stedes ynne trappyngcs white, 
Wyth plumes uponne tlieyre hcdde : 

Behynd hyme five-aqd'twcntye moe 
Of archers atronge and stoute, 

'Wyth bended bowe echone ynde hande, 
Marched ynne goodlie route : 

Seincte Jameses Freers marched next, 
Echone hys parte dydd chaunt; 

Behynde theyre backs syx mynstrelles came, 
Who tun’d the strunge bataunt: 

Thenne came the maior and eldermcnnc, 
Ynne clothe of scarlet deckt} 

And theyre attendyng menne echone, 

Lyk'e Easteme princes trickt: 

And after them a multitude 
Of citizens dydd thronge; 

■The wyndowes were all full of heddes, 

As bee dydd passe alonge. 

And whenne hee came to the hyghe crosse, 
Syr Charles dydd tume and saie, 

" O Thou, thatt savest manne fromn# synne. 
Wash maye soule clean thys daye.” 

Att the grete mynster windowe sat 
The kynge ynn mycle state. 

To see Charles Bawdin goe alonge 
To hys most welcom fat|e. 

Soon as the sledde drewe nygh enowe, 

Thatt Edwar^ hee myghte heaie, 

■The brave Syr Charles hee dydd stande uppe. 
And thus hys hordes 4 ecla^: , 

“ Thou s^est tnee, Edwa^a! .traytpur vile! 

Expos’d to infamie! 

But be assur’d, disloyall manne! 

I’m greater nowe thanne thee. 

%e fonle jHoceedyngs, muidre, Uoode, 
Tho^ wearest nowe a crowne, 


And hast appoynted mee to dye. 

By power nott thyne owne. 

" Thou thynkest I shall dye to-daie; 

I have beenc dede, till nowe, 

And soon shall lyve to weare a crowne 
For aie uponne my browe: 

“ Whylst thou, perhaps for some few yeares, 
Shalt rule thys fickle lande 
To lett them knowe howe wyde the rule 
’Twixt kynge and tyrant hande : 

“ Thye pow’r unjust, thou traytour slave! 

Shall fulle onne thy owne hedde.” 

Fromm out of hearyng of the kynge 
Departed thenne the sledde. 

Kynge Edwarde’s soule rush’d to hyfjface ; 

Hee turn’d hys head awaie, w 
And to hys broder Gloucester 
Hee thus dydd speke and saie; 

“To him that soe-much-dreaded dethe 
Ne ghasthe terrors brynge. 

Behold the manne ! hee spake the truthe, 
Hee's greater than a kynge! 

“ So lett hyni die !” Duke Richard sayde; 

“ And maye echone our foes 
Bcndc downe theyre neckes to bloudie exe. 
And feede the carryon crowes.” 

And now the horses gentlie drewe 
Syr Charles uppe the hyghe hylle ! 

The exe dydd glisterr ynne the sunne, 

Hys pretiouB bloudc to spylle. 

Syr Charles dydd uppe the scaftbld goe. 

As uppe a gilded carre 
Of victorye, bye val'rous chiefs 
Gain'd in the bloudie warre: 

And to the people hee dydd saie, 

“ Beholde you see mee dye 
For servynge loyally mye kynge, 

Mye kynge most rightfullie. 

“ As longe ss Edwarde rules thys laiui^' 

Ne quiet ydu^ylle knowe; 

Your Bonnes an^husbandes shall be slayne. 
And brookes withoi^loude sholle flowe. 

“ You leave youre goodi^nd lawfulle kvnge, 
Whenne^ynne adversityeX*'^**"'*' ^ 

Lyke mee,*'untoe the true cause stycke, 

And for the true cause dye.” 

Thenne hee, wyth preestes, uponne his knees, 
A pray’r to Godde dydd make, 

Beseechynge hym unto hymselfe ^ 

Hys partynge soule to take. tj 

Then kneelynge downe, he layd hys heede 
Most seemlie onne the blocke; 

Whyche fromme hys bodie fayre at once 
The able heddes-manne stroke! 

And oute the blonde beganne to flowe, < 

And rounde the scaffolde twyne; 
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And tears, enow to waahe’t awaie, 

Dydd ilowe fromme each mann’s eyne. 

The bloudie eze hys bodie fayre 
Ynnto foure parties cutte; 

And ev'ry parte, and eke hys hedde 
Upon a pole was putte. 

One parte dydd rotte onne Kynwalph-hylle, 
*One onne the mynster-tower, 

And one from off the castle-gate 
The crowen dydd devoure. 

The other onne Seyncte Powle’s goode gate, 
A dreery spectacle j 

his hedde was plac’d onne the hygh crosse, 

. Ynne hyghe-strecte most nobile. 

Thus was the end of Bawdin’s fate; 

Godde prosper long our kyngo, 

And grant hee may, wyth Bawdin’s soule, 
Ynne heaven Godd’s mercie syngc ! 


Nc one liallie seyncte to save 
A 1 the celness of a mayde. 

Mie love ys dedde, 

Gonne to hys deathe-bedde, 

A 1 under the wyllowe-tree. 

Wythe mic hondes 1 ’ll dent the brieres 
Rounde hys hallie corse to gre : 
Ouphante fairie, lyghte your fyres, 

Hcerc mie bodie stille schalle bee. 

Mie love ys dedde, 

Gonne to hys deathe-bedde, 

A 1 under the wyllowe-tree. 

Comme, w}the scorne-coppe and thorne, 
Drayne niy hartys blodde awoic ; 

Lyfe and all ytes goode 1 scorne, 

Daunce bic iiete, or feaste by daie. 

Mie love ys dedde, 

Gonne to hys deathe-bedde, 

A 1 under the wyllowe-tree. 


$ 65 . The MytiHtrdles Songein ^Ua, 
Tragycal Enlerlude. Chatturton, d^c. 

O ! SYNUK untoe/ny roundelaic, 

O! droppe the brynic tcare wythe mee, 

' Daunce ne moe atte hallie daie, 

Lycke a reynynge (a) ryver bee. 

Mie love ys dedde, 

Gonne to hys deathe-bedde, 

A 1 under the wyllowe-tree. 

Black hys cryne ( 5 ) as the wynte^e nyght, 

■ -Whyte hys rode (c) as the sommer snowe, 

« Rodde hys face as the mornynge lyghte, 

Cale he lyes ynne the grave belowe. 

Mie love ys dedde, 

Gonne to hys deathe-bedde, 

‘ A 1 under the wyllowe-tree. 

iSwote hys tongue as the throstles note, 
Quyeke ynne daunce as thought cann bee, 
DcAe his taboure, codgelle stole, 

O ! hec lys bie the wyllowe-tree. 

Mic love ys drdde, 

(^nne to hys deathe-bedde, 

A under the wyllowe-trep. 

' *** tfarke ! the ravenne flapper, hys wynge. 

In the briered dell belowe; 

Harke! the dethc-ov^a loude dothe synge, 

- To \he nyghte-iniues as theie goe. 

''Mte-.iero ys dedde, . 

Gonne to hys deathe-beddit 
A 1 under the wyllowe-tree. 

See ! the whyte moone shcenes onne hie; 

« Wnyterre ys mic ttue loves shroude ; 

Whyterre yanne the mornynge skie, • 

Wl^terfc yanne the evenynge cloude. 

Mie love ys dedde. 

Gonne to hys deathe-bedde, 

A 1 under the wyllowe-tree. 

Heere, upon mie true loves grave, 

Schalle the baren fleurs be kyde, 

a) Running. (&} Hair, 

e) Cknnpleiioo. 


a Water wytehes, crownede wythe reytes (d) 
Bore mee to yer leathalle tyde. 

I die;4 coinmc; mic true love waytes. 

Thus the damsc^e spake, and dyed. 

$ GG. Chorus in G<^ddwyn, a Tragedie. 

Chatterton, &c. 

Whan Freedom drestc yn bloude-steyned 
veste. 

To cverie knyghte her warre-songe sunge, 
Uponiie her hedde wylde wedes were spredde j 
A goric anlace by her honge. 

She daunced onne the heathe: 

She hearde the voice of deathe; 
Pale-eyned Affryghte, hys harte of silver hue. 
In vayne assayled (a) her bosom to acale (b) •, 
She hearde onflemed (c) the slinckynge voice 
of woe. 

And sadnessc ynne the owlette shake the dale; 
She shookc the burled (d) speere, 

On hie she jeste (e) her sheelde. 

Her focmen all appere. 

And flizze (g) dong the fcelde. 
Power, wythe his hcafod (A) straught (t) ynto 
the skies, [starre. 

I Hys speere a sonne-beame, and hys sheelde a 
. Alyche (j) twaie (k) brendeyng (I) gronfyres 
(m) rolls hys eyes, [to war. 

ChaAes (n) with hys yronne feete, and soundes 
She syttes upon a rocke, 

She bendes Wore hys speere. 

She ryses from the shocke, 

Wieldyng her own yn ayre. 

Harde as the thonder dothe slie drive ytte on, 
Wytte scillye (o) wyropled (p) gies (q) ytte to 
hys crowne, [ys gon, 

Hys l^ge sharpe speere, his spreddyng sheelde 

(d) Wator-Aigs. (a) Endeavored. 

(6) Frroje. («) Undismayed. 

(d) Armed, painted, (e) Hoisted on high, raised. 
(/) Foes, enemies. (g) Fly. 

(h) Head. (i) HtrrtcM. (j) Like. 

(it) Two. ({) Flaming. (Nt)Meteora. 

(n) Beats, stamps. (o) Closely. 

Ip) Mantled, covered. (;) Guides. 
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He falles, and fallynge roUeth thousandes 
down. [arist (s), 

War, goare-&ced war, bie envie burld (r) 
Hya feerie heaulme (t) noddynge to the ayre, 
Tenne bloddie arrowea ynne hys streynynge 
fyat. 

$ 67. Qrongar HiU. Dtkr. 

Si LSHT Nymph! with curioua eye, 

Who, the purple evening, lie 
On the mountain’a lonely van. 

Beyond the noiae of buay man, 

Painting fair the form of thinga, 

While the yellow linnet ainga: 

Or the tuneful nightingale 
Charma the forest with her tale; 

(^me with all thy various hues. 

Come, and aid thy sister Muse. 

Now, while Phcebus riding high. 

Gives lustre to the land and sky, 

Grongar Hill invites my song, 

Draw the landscape bright and strong. 
Grongar! in whose mossy cells. 

Sweetly musing Quiet dwells; 

Grongar! in whose silent sb^sde, 

For the modest Muses made, “ 

So oft I have, the evening still. 

At the fountain of a rill. 

Sat upon a flow’ry bed. 

With my hand beneath my head, 

While stray’d my eyes o’er Towy's flood, 
Over mead and over wood. 

From house to house, from hill to hill, 

Till contemplation had her fill. 

About his chequer’d sides 1 wind, 

And leave his brooks and meads behind; 

And groves and grottos, where I lay, 

And vistas shooting beams of day. 

Wide and wider spreads the vale, 

As circles on a smooth canal: 

The mountains round, nnhappy fate ! 

Sooner or later, of all height. 

Withdraw their summits from the skies, 

And lessen as the others rise. 

Still the prospect wider spreads, 

Adda a thousand woods and meads; 

Still it widens, widens still. 

And sinks the newly*risett hill. 

Now I gain the mountain’s brow; 

What a landscape lies below ! 

No clouds, no vapors, intervene; 

But the gay, the open scene 
Does the face of Nature show 
In all the hpea of heaven’s bow; 

And, swelling to embrace the light, 

Spreads around beneath the sight. 

Old castles on the cliflTs arise, 

Proudly tow’ring in the skies; 

Rushing from the woods, the spires 
Seem from hence ascending fires : 

Half his beams Apollo sheds 
.On the yellow mountain heads, 

GildsAhe fleeces of the flocks. 

And glitters on the broken rocks. 

(r) Armsd. (s) Aross. (t) Uslmet. 


Below me trees unnnmber’d rise. 

Beautiful in various dyes: 

The gloomy pine, the poplar blue. 

The yellow beach, the sable yew ; 

The slender fir that taper grows. 

The sturdy oak with broad-spread boughs; 
And, beyond the purple grove. 

Haunt of Phyllis, queen of love! 

Gaudy as the op’ning dawn. 

Lies a long and level lawn. 

On which a dark hill, steep and high. 

Holds and charms the wand’ring eye. 

Deep are his feet in Towy’s flo^; 

His sides arc cloth’d with waving wood; 

And ancient towers crown his brow. 

That cast an awful look below; 

Whose ragged walls the ivy creeps. 

And with her arms from falling keeps^ 

So both in safety from the wind 
On mutual dependence find. 

’Tis now the raven’s bleak abode, 

’Tis now til’ apartment of the toad; 

And there the fox securely feeds. 

And there the pois’nous adder breeds. 
Conceal’d in ruins, moss, and weeds; 

While, ever and anon, there falls 
Huge heaps of hoary moulder’d walls. 

Yet time has seen, that lifts the low. 

And level lays the lofty brow, 

Has seen this broken pile complete. 

Big with the vanity of state; 

But transient is the smile of fate! 

A little rule, a little sway, 

A sun-beam in a winter’s day. 

Is all the proud and mighty have 
Between the cradle and the grave. 

And sec the rivers, how they run 
Tlirough woods and meads, in shade and 
sun! 

Sometimes swift, sometimes slow. 

Wave succeeding wave, they go, 

A various journey to the deep. 

Like human life, to endless sleep! 

Thus is Nature's vesture wrought. 

To instruct our wand’ring thought, 

Thus she dresjqs green and gay, 

To disperse our cares away. 

Ever charming, ever new. 

When will the landscajie tire the view! 

Tlie fountain’s fall, the riVbr’s flow, ^ ■ 

The woody/Valleys, warm andlBW^ 

The windy uununit, wild and high, 

Roughly rushing on the sky ! 

The pleasant seat, the ruin’d tow’r. 

The naked rock, the shady b^w’r; "* 

The town and village, dome and farm, 
fcach give each a double charm, 

As pearls upon on Ethiop’s arm. ^ 

on the mountain’s southern aide. 

Where the prospect opens wide, 

Where the evening gilds the tide. 

How close and small the hedges lie! 

What atreaks of meadows cross the eye! 

A step, methinks, may pass the atreani. 

So little distant dangers seem: * 
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8o we mistake the future’s face, 

Ey’d through Hope’s deluding glass, 

As jon summit's soft and fair, 

Clad in colors of the air, 

Which, to those who journey near, 

Barren, brown, and rough appear; 

Still we tread the some coarse way; 

The present's still a cloudy day. 

0 *may I with myself agree, 

4 nd never covet what I see! 

Content me with a humble shade, 

My passions tam’d, my wishes laid: 

For while our wishes wildly roll. 

We banish quiet from the soul: 

* ’^i^thuB the busy beat the air, 

And misers gather wealth and care. 

Now, e'en now, my joys run high. 

As on the mountain turf I lie; 

While the wanton Zephyr sings. 

And In the vale perfumes his wings; 

While the waters murmur deep; 

While the shepherd charms his sheep; 

While the birds unbounded ily. 

And with music fill the sky. 

Now, e’en now, my joys run high. 

Be full, ye courts ! be great who will; 
Search for peace with all your skill; 

Open wide the lolly door, 

Seek her on the marble floor: 

In vain ye search, she is not there; 

In vain yo search the domes of Care 1 
Grass and flower Quiet treads. 

Oh the fneads and mountain heads, 

Along with Pleasure close allied. 

Ever by each other's side; 

And oilen, by the murm'ringrill. 

Hears the thrush, while ail is still. 

Within the groves of Grongar Hill. 

^ G8. A Monody on the Death qf hit Lady. 
By Geobge Lord Lyttelton. 

At length escap’d from ev’ry human eye, 
From ev’r;,5rtuty, ev’ry care, [share, 

That in Ay mournful thoughts might claim a 
f'.tie my tears their flowing stream to dry; 
Beneath the gloom of this ennbow’ring shade, 
This lone retreat for tender sorrow m^e, 

I now may give my burthen'd heart relief, 

’ And nour forth all my stores of grief; 

Of grief BiSrpSssing every other wte. 

Far as the purest bliss the happiestpove 
Can on the ennobled mind bestow. 

Exceeds the vulgar joys that move 
.Our jrosB desiresjintlegant and low. 

Ye tufledctoves, ye gently-falling rills, ' 
Ye^gh o’ershadowing hUla, 

Ye lawns gay smiling with eternal green. 

Oft have you my Lucy seen ! 

But never shall you now behold her more : 

Nor will she now, with fond delight. 

And taste refin’d, your rural charms explore. 
Clos’9 those beauteous eyes in endless 
^ night, • 
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Those beauteous eyes, where, beaming, us’d to 
shine 

Reason’s pure light, and Yirtue’s spark divine. 

Oft would the Dryads of these woods rejoice 
To hear her heavenly voice; 

For her despising, when she deign’d to sing. 
The sweetest songsters of the spring; 
The woodlark and the linnet pleas’d no more; 
The nightingale was mute, 

And ev’ry shepherd’s flute 
Was cast in silent scorn away. 

While all attended to her sweeter lay. 

Ye larks and linnets, now resume your song; 
And thou, melodious Philomel, 

Again thy plaintive story tell; 

For death has stopp’d that tuneful tongue. 
Whose music could alone your warbling 
notes excel. 

In vain I look asound, 

O’er all the well-known ground. 

My Lucy’s wonted footsteps to dewry : 
Wdiere oft we us’d to walk; 

Where oft in tender talk 
We saw thocunTmer sun go down the sky; 
Nor by yon fountain’s side. 

Nor where its watdls glide 
Along the valley, can she now be found: 

In all the wide-stretch’d prospect's ample 
bound: 

No more my mournful eye 
Can aught of her espy, pie. 

But the sad sacred earth where her dear relics 

O shades of Hagley, where is now your 
boast 7 

Your bright inhabitant is lost. 

You she preferr’d to all the gay resorts 
Where female vanity might wish to shine. 
The pomp of cities, and the pride of courts. 
Her modest beauties shunn'd the public eye: 

To your sequester’d dales, 

• And flower-embroider’d vales. 

From an admiring world she chose to fly; 
With Nature there retir’d, and Nature’s God, 
The silent paths of wisdom trod, 

And banish’d every passion from her breast. 
But those the gentlest and the best. 
Whose holy flames with energy divine 
The virtuous heart enliven and improve, 
'Phe conjugal and the maternal love. 

Sweet babes! who like the little playful 
fawns, 

Were wont to trip along these verdant lawns, 
By your delighted mother’s side. 

Who now your infant steps shall guide 7 
Ah! where is now the hand, whose tender 
*care. 

To ev’iy virtue would have form’d your 
youth, [truth? 

And strew’d with flow’rs the thorny ways ef 
O loss beyond repair! 

O wretched father! left alone. 

To weep their dire misfortune, and thy evm! 
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How shall thy weaken’d mind, oppress’d with 
woe, 

And, drooping o’er thy Lucy's grave, 
Perform the duties that you doubly owe, 
Now she, alasis gone, [save ? 

From folly and from vice their helpless age to 

Where were ye, Muses, when relentless 
Fate 

Flom these fond arms your fair disciple 
tore i [strove 

From these fond arms, that vainly 
With hapless ineffectual love, [blow ? 
To guard her bosom from the mortal 
Could not your favoring pow’r, Aonian 
maids, [date; 

Could not, alas! your pow’r prolong her 
For whom so oft, in these inspiring shades. 
Or under Camden's moss-clad mountains 
hoar. 

You open’d all your sacred store; 
Whate’er your ancient sages taught. 

Your ancient bards sublimely thought, | 
And bade her'raptur’d breast with all your 
spirit glow 1 

Nor then did Pindus or Caatalia’s plain, 

Or Aganippe's fount, your steps detain. 
Nor in the Thespian valleys did you play; 
Nor then on Mincio’s* bank 
Beset with osiers dank. 

Nor where Clitumnust rolls his gentle 
stream, 

Nor where, through hanging woods. 
Steep Aniuh pours his floods. 

Nor yet where Aleles$ or llissusU stray. 

Ill does it now beseem. 

That, of your guardian care bereft, 

To dire disease and death your darling should 
be left. 

Now what avails it, that in early bloom, 
When light fkntastic toys 
Are all her sex’s joys. 

With you she search’d the wit of Greece 
and Rome} 

And all that in her latter days, 

To emulate her ancient prai^ 

Italia’s happy genius could produce; 

Or what the Gallic fire 
Bright sparkling could inspire. 

By all the Graces temper'd and refin’d j 
Or what, in Britain’s isle. 

Most favor’d with your smile, 

The powers of Reason and of Fancy join’d 
To full perfection have conspir’d to raise ? 
Ah! what is now the use 

• The Mineio runs by Mantua the birth-place of 
Virgil. 

f The Glitumnus is a river of Umbria, the resi¬ 
dence of Propertius. 

' t The Anio runs through Tibnr or Tivoli, whore 
Horace had a villa. 

$ The Meles ia a river of Ionia, from whence 
Homer, aupposod to be bora on ita banks, is called 
Meilisi^nes. 

II The IlissuB is a river at Athens. 
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Of all those treasures that enrich’d her mind. 
To black Oblivion’s gloom for ever now con¬ 
sign’d ! 


At least, ye Nine, her spotless name 
’Tis yours from death to save, 

And in the temple of immortal Fame 
With golden characters her worth en¬ 
grave. 

Come then, ye' virgin sisters, come. 

And strew with choicest flow'rs her hal¬ 
low’d tomb: 

But foremost thou, in sable vestment clsd, 
With accents sweet and sad. 

Thou plaintive Muse, whom o’ei his 
Laura’s urn 

Unhappy Petrarch call’d to mourn; 

O come, and to this fairer Laus^ay 
A more impassion’d tear, a more patraetic lay ! 


Tell how each beauty of her mind and face 
Was brighten’d by some sweet pccuiii- 
How eloquent in ev’ry look [grace ! 
Through her expressive eyes her soul dis¬ 
tinctly spoke! [fin’d. 

Tell how her manners, by the world re- 
Left all the taint of modish vice behind, 
And made each charm of polish’d courts 
With candid Truth’s simplicity, [agree 
And uncorrupted Innocence ! 

Tell how to more than manly sense 
She join’d the eoft’ning influence 
Of more than female tenderness : 

How, in the thoughtless days of wealth 
and joy. 

Which oft the care of others' good destroy ; 
Her kindly-melting heart, 

To every want, and every woe. 

To guilt itself when in distress, 

The balm of pity would impart; 

And all relief that bounty could bestow ! 

E'en for the kid or Iamb, that pour'd its life 
Beneath the bloody knife, 

Her gentle tears would fall; [to all. 

Tears, from sweet Virtue’s source, ''enevolcnt 


Not only good and kind, ' *’' 

But strong and elevated was her mind! 

A spirit that with noble pride 
Could look superior down 
On fortune’s smile or frown; ' 

That c^uld, without regret or pain. 

To Virtue’s lowest duty sacrifice 
Or Interest or Ambition’s highest prize; 
That, injur’d or offended, never tried 
Its dignity by vengeance to maintain. 

But by magnanimous disdain; 

A wit that, temperately bright, 

With inoffensive light 
All pleasing shone; nor ever pass’d 
The decent bounds that wisdom’s sober hand 
And sweet Benevolence’s mild command. 
And b ashf ul Modesty, before it cast. 

A prudence undeceiving, undecevv'd, 

That nor too little nor too <uach believ’d} 
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That scorn’d unjust Suspicion’s coward fear. 
And, without weakness, knew to be sincere. 
• Such Lucy was, when in her fairest days. 
Amidst th’ acclaim of universal praise. 

In life's and glory’s freshest bloom. 

Death came remorseless on, and sunk her to 
• the tomb. 

So, where the silent streams of Liris glide, 
In the soft bosom of Campania’s vale, 
When now the wintry temirests all are fled, 
And genial summer breathes her gentle 
gale. 

The verdant orange lifts its beauteous head; 
l^m ev’ry branch the balmy flow’rets rise; 
\ On ev’ry bough the golden fruits are seen j 
With odors sweet it fills the smiling skies, 
The wood-nymphs tend it, and th’ Idalian 
queen : 

But, in the midst of all its blooming pride, 
A sudden blast from Apenninus blows. 

Cold with perpetual snows j 
The tender blighted plant shrinks up its 
leaves, and dies. 

Arise, O Petrarch I from th’ Elysian bow'rs. 
With never-fading myrtles twin’d. 

And fragrant with ambrosial flow’rs, 
Where to thy Laura thou again art join’d j 
Arise, and hither bring the silver lyre, 
'Fun’d by thy skilful hand 
To the soft notes of elegant desire, 

With which o’er many a land 
‘Was spread the fame of ihydisastro’is love} 
'To me re.sign the vocal shell, 

And teach my sorrows to relate 
Their melancholy tale so well, 

As may e'en things inanimate. 

Rough mountain oaks, and desert rocks to 
pity move. 

What were, alas! thy woes compar’d to 
mine? 

To thee thy mistress in the .blissful band 
Of yymen never gave her hand; 

The 'oys of wedded love were never thine. 
In thy domestic care, * 

• ' She never bore a share, 

Nor with endearing art 
Would heal thy wounded heart 
, Of every secret grief that fester’d there ; 
Pfot did her fond aftection on the bed 
Of sickness watch thee, and Aiy languid 
head [tain, 

Whole nights on her unwearied arm sus- 

• And charm av'ay the sense of pain; 

Nor did shl crown your mutual flame 

With pieces dear, and with a father’s tender 

• name. 

O best of wives! O dearer far to me 
Than when thy virgin charms 
Were yielded to my arms : 

How can my soul endure the loss of thee 7 
li^w in the world, to me a desert grown. 
Abandon’d and alone, 

Vl^thout my'sweet companion can I live ! 


Without thy lovely smile. 

The dear reward of every virtuous toil. 
What pleasure now can pall'd Ambition 
give 7 

E’en the delighted sense of well-earn’d praise, 
Cnshar’d by thee, no more my lifeless thoughts 
could raise. 

For my distracted mind 
What succor can I find 7 
On whom for consolation shall I call 7 
Support me, ev’ry friend j 
Your kind assistance lend. 

To bear the weight of this oppressive woe. 

Alas ! each friend of mine. 

My dear departed love, so much was thine. 
That none has any comfort to bestow. 

My books, the best relief 
In every other grief, 

Are now with your idea sadden’d all: 

Each favorite author we together read 
My tortur'd memory wounds, and speaks of 
^ Lucy dead. 

We wore the hgppiest pair of human kind ; 
The rolling Jear its various course perform’d, 
And back return’^ again: 

Another, and another, smiling came. 

And saw our happiness unchang’d remain. 

Still in lier golden chain 
Harmonious Concord did our wishes bind : 
Our studies, pleasures, taste the same. 

O fatal, fatal stroke ! 

That all this pleasing fabric liove had rais’d 
Of rare felicity. 

On which even wanton Vice with envy gaz’d. 
And every scheme of bliss our hearts had 
form’d. 

With soothing hope, for many a future day. 
In one sad moment broke 1 
Yet, O my soul I thy rising murmurs stay j 
Nor dare th’ all-wise Disposer to arraign. 

Or against his supreme decree 
With impious grief complain: [fade, 
That all thy full-blown joys at once should 
Was his most righteous will—and be that will 
obey’d. 

Would thy fond love his grace to her con¬ 
trol. 

And, in these low abodes of sin and pain. 
Her pure exalted soul. 

Unjustly, for thy partial good, detain 7 
No—rather strive thy grovelling mind to raise 
Up to that unclouded blaze, 

That heavenly radiance of eternal light. 

In which enthron’d she now with pity sees. 
How frail, how insecure, how slight, 

]p every mortal bliss 1 
Even love itself, if rising by degrees. 
Beyond the bounds of this imperfect state^ 
Whose fleeting joys so soon must end. 

It does not to its sovereign good ascend. 

Rise then, my soul, with hope elate, 

And seek those regions of serene delight. 
Whose peaceful path, and ever-open gate, 
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No feet but thoee of haiden’d guilt aholl 
miee: 

Thera Death himeelf thy Lucy ahall reatore j| 
Thera yield up all hia pow'r ne’er to divide you 
more. 

$ 69. A Winter Piece. Anoh. 

It vrai^.a winter’a evening, and faat came down 
the anow. 

And keenly o’er the wide heath the bitter 
blaat did blow; [in her way ;| 

When a damael all forlorn, quite bewilder’d 
Preaa’d her baby to her boaom, and aadly thua 
did aay: 

" Oh! cruel waa my fkther, that ahut hia door 
on me, [could aeej 

And cruel waa my mother, that auch a eight 
And cruel ia the wintry wind, that chills my 
heart with cold; [for gold ! 

But crueler than all, the lad that left my love 

“ Huah, hush, my lovely baby, and warm thee in 
my breast; > [distrest! 

Ah, little thinks thy father how aadly we’re 
For, cruel as he ia, ^ he know but how we 
fare, [piercing air. 

He’d ahield us in^is arms from this bitter 

" Cold, cold, my dearest jewel! thy little life is 
gone : [trickle down; 

Oh let my tears revive thee, so warm that 
My tears that gush so warm, oh they freeze be¬ 
fore they fall: [bereft of all.” 

Ah wretched, wretched mother! thou 'rt now 

Then down she sunk despairing upon the drift¬ 
ed snow. 

And, wrung with killing anguish, lamented 
loud her woe: [her aide; 

She kisa’d her babe’a pale lips, and laid it by 
Then cast her eyes to heaven, then bow’d her 
head, and died. 

$ 70. The School JiRetreee. In, Imitation of 
Bpenwr. Sbehstoke. 

Ah me { full sorely ia my heart forlorn. 

To think how modest worth aeglected 
lies, [adorn 

While partial fkme doth with her blasts 
Such deeds alone oO pride and pomp dis¬ 
guise : 

Deeds of ill sort, and mischievous emprise: 

Lend me thy clarion. Goddess! let me try 
To sound the praise of merit ere it dies j 
Such as 1 oft have chanced to espy, 

Lost in the dreary shades of dull obscurity. 

In ev’iy village, marii’d with little spire, 
Embower’d in trees, and hardly l^uown to 
fame, [ture, 

Thera dwells, in lowly shade and mean at- 
A matron old, wIkw we School-mistress 
name; [tame: 

Who boosts unruly brats with birch to 
They giieven sore, in piteous durance 
pent, 
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Aw’d by the pow’r of this relentless dame. 
And oft-times, on vagaries idly bent. 

For unkempt hair, or task uncoim’d, are sore¬ 
ly shent. 

And all in sight doth rise a birchen tree. 
Which Lmming near her little dome did 
stow, 

Whilome a twig of small regard to see. 
Though now so wide its waving branches 
flow. 

And work the simple vassals mickle woe: 
For not a wind might curl the leaves that 
blew. 

But their limbs shudder'd, and their pulse 
beat low 3 [ror gr;.w. 

And, as they look’d, they found iheir hor- 
And shap’d it into rods, and tingled at the 
view 

So have I seen (who has not may conceive) 
A lifolesB phantom near a garden plac'd * 

So doth it wanton birds of peace bereave. 
Of sport, of song, of pleasure, of repast: 

They start, they stare, they wheel, they look 
aghast 3 

Sad servitude! such comfortless annoy 

May no bold Briton’s riper age e’er taste ! 

Ne superstition clog his dance of joy, 

Ne vision, empty, vain, his native bliss de¬ 
stroy! 

Near to this dome is found a patch so green, 
On which the tribe their gambols do dis¬ 
play 5 

And at the door impris’ning board is seen. 
Lest weakly wights of smaller size should 
stray. 

Eager, perdie, to bask in sunny day ! 

'l^e noises intermix’d, which thence re¬ 
sound. 

Do learning's little tenement betray 3 
Where sits the dame, disguis’d in look 
profound, [around. 

And eyes her Fairy throng, and tUK^ her wheel 

N. 

Her cap, for whiter than the driven snow. 
Emblem right meet of decency does yiklif: 

Her apron dyed in grain, as blue, I trowe. 

As is the hare-bell that adorns the field: 

And in her hand, for sceptre, she does wield 
Tway^ birchen sprays, with anxious fear 
pentwin’d. 

With dark distrust, and sad repentance 
fiU'd, [join’d. 

And stedfast hate, and sharp affliction 
And fury uncontrol’d, and 'chastisement un-' 
kind. 

Few but have kenn’d, in semblance meet 
portray’d, 

’The childish faces of old .Akd’a trun. 

Libs, Notus, Anster :* these in frowns ar¬ 
ray’d, [or main, 

How thm would fore on earth, or sky, 

* The south-west wind, routh, ko. 
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Were the etem God to give hii slavef the 
rein 1 [quell, 

. And vera not ehe rebellious breasts to 
And were not she her statutes to maintain, 
The cot no more, 1 ween, were deem’d 
the cell 

Whpre comely peace of mind and decent order 
dwell. 

A * russet stole was o'er her shoulders 
thrown; 

A russet kittle fenc'd the nipping air: 
’Twas simple russet, but it was her own, 
Twaa her own country bred the flock so 

. ’• fair} 

«rwas her own labor did the fleece prepare, 
And^ sooth to say, her pupils, rang'd 
around. 

Through pious awe did term it passing rare; 
For they in gaping wonderment abound, 

* And think, no doubt, she been the greatest 

wight on ground. 

Albeit, ne flattery did corrupt her truth; 

Ne pompous title did debauch her ear; 
Goody, good-woman, gossip, n’aunt, for¬ 
sooth, 

Or dame, the sole additions she did hear; 
Yejt these she challeng'd, these she held 
right dear; [hove, 

Ne would esteem him act as mought be- 
Who should not honor’d eld with these re- 

• , vere; 

For sever title yet so mean could prove. 

But there was eke a mind which did that title 
love. 

One ancient hen she took delight to ieed, 

\ The plodding pattern of the busy dame, 

I Which ever and anon, impell’d by need. 
Into .her school, begirt with chickens, 
came; 

Such favor did her past deportment claim; 

And if neglect had lavish’d on the ground 
Fragment pf bread, she would collect the 
lame; ^ [pound. 

For well she knew, and quaintly could ex- 
» What sin it were to waste the smallest crumb 
she found. 

Herbs too she knew, and well of each could 
• speak, 

That in her garden sipp’d the sihr’ry dew. 
Where no vain flow’r disclos’dla gaudy 
streak, 

But herbs for use and physic not a few. 
Of grey renown,«rithin those borders grew; 

The tufked ba^, pun-provoking thyme, 
Frea^baifln, and maiygold of cheerful hue. 
The lowly gill, that never dares to climb, 

Ami more 1 fun would sing, disdaining here to 
rhyme. 


And plantain ribb'd, that heals the reap¬ 
er’s wound; [found; 

And marj’ram sweet, in shepherd’s posie 
And lavender, whose spikes of asure 
bloom 

Shall be, erewhile, in arid bundles bound. 
To lurk amidst the labors of her loom, 
And crown her 'kerchiefs clean with mickle 
rare perfume. 

And here trim roaemarine, that whilom 
crown’d 

The daintiest garden of the proudest peer, 
Ere, driven from its envied site, it found 
A sacred shelter for its branches here. 
Where edg’d with gold its glitt’ring skirts 
appear. 

O wasseldays ! O customs meet and well' 
Ere this was banish’d from its lofty sphere; 
Simplicity then sought this humble cell. 
Nor ever would she more with thane and lord- 
lings dwell. 

Here oft the dame, on Sabbath’s decent eve, 
HynAed such psalms as Sternhold forth 
did metet 

If winter ’twefe, she to her hearth did cleave; 

But in her ga^en fougd a summer seat: 
Sweet melody ! to hear her then repeat 
How Israel’s sons, beneath a foreign king, 
While taunting foe-men did a song entreat. 
All for the nonce untuning every string, 
Uphung their useless lyres—small heart h^ 
they to sing. 

For she was just, and friend to virtuous lore. 
And pass'd much time in truly virtuous 
deed; 

And in those elfins’ ears would oft deplore 
The times when Truth by popish rage did 
bleed, 

And tortious death was true Devotion’s 
meed; 

And simple Faith in iron chains did mourn. 
That nould on wooden image place her 
creed; 

And lawny saints in smould’ring flames did 
burn: [e’er return. 

Ah! dearest Lord! forfend thilk days should 

In elbow chair, like that of Scottish stem, 
By the sharp tooth of cank'ring Eld 
fac’d. 

In which, when he receives his diadem, 

Our sov’reign prince and liefest liege is 
plac’d, [grac’d, 

The matron sate; and some with rank she 
The source of children’s and of courtier's 
pride! [pass’d) 

Redress’d afironts (for vile affronts there 
Anditvam’d them not the flretful to deride, 
But love each other dear, whatever them be¬ 
tide. 


Yet euphrasy may not be left unsung. 

Hint gives dim eyes to wander leagues 
«raund; 

And pungent ra^ab, biting inikut’s tongue; 


Right well she knew each temper to deseiy. 
To thwart the proud, and the submiss to 
raise; 

Some with vile copper prixe exalt on high. 




And some entice with pittance small of] Ne hopcth aught of sweet reprieve to gain; 
praise; Or when from high she revels well her 

And other some with baleful sprig she‘frays; aim, [stroke proclaiin. 

E’en absent, she the reins of pow’r doth And, through the thatch, his cries each falling 

[sways j -j’jjg otiier tribe, aghast with sore dismay, 
While with quaint arts the giddy crowd she Attend, and conn their tasks with mickle 
Forewarn'd, if little bird their pranks be- ^3 jg 

j [unfold. By turns, astonied, ev’ry twig survey, 

'Twill whisper in her ear, and all the scene And from their fellows' hateful wounds be- 


Lo! now with state she utters the command! 
Eflsoons the urchins to their tasks re¬ 
pair: [hand, 

Their books of stature small, they take in 
Which with pellucid horn secured aie, 

To save from finger wet the letters fair. 

The work so gay that on their back is seen 
St. George’s high achievements does declare, 
On which thilk wight that has ygazing 
been, [ween! 

Kens the forth-coming rod, unplcasing sight I 

Ah ! luckless he, and born beneath the beam 
Of evil star! it irks me whilst I^rite ! 

As erst the bard* by Mulla’s silver stream, 
Oft as he told of deadl^ dolorous plight, 
Sigh’d as he sung, and did in tears indite; 

For, brandishing the rod, she doth begin 
To loose the brogues, the stripling’s late de¬ 
light ! [skin, 

And down they drop •, appears his dainty 
Fair as the furry coat of whitest ermilin. 

O ruthful scene ! when from a nook obscure 


ware, [share; 

Knowing, 1 wist, how each the same may 
Till fear has taught them a performance 
meet, [pair. 

And to tlie well-known chest the dame re- 
Whence oft with sugar’d cates she doth 
’em greet, , [sweet! 

And gingerbread y-rare j now, certes, doubly 

See, to their seats they hye with meny glee. 
And in beseemly order sitten there, 

All but the wight of bum y-gailed he 
Abhorreth bench, and stool, and form, and 
chair [hair); 

(This hand in mouth y-iized, that rends his 
And eke with snubs profound, and heaving 
breast, 

Convulsions intermitting I does declare 
His grievous wrong, his dame’s unjust lie- 
iicst, [caress’d. 

And scorns her offer'd love, and shuns to be 

His face besprent with liquid crystal shines; 
His blooming face, that seems a purple 
flow’r. 


His little sister doth his i>eril sec : 

All playful as she sate, she grows demure, 
She finds full soon her wonted spirits llcc; 
She meditates a pray’r to set him free : 

Nor gentle pardon could this dame deny 
(If gentle pardon could with dames agree) 
To her sad grief that swells in either eye. 
And wrings her so, that all for pity she could 
die 


Which low to earth his drooping head de¬ 
clines, 

All smeared and sullied by a vernal show’r. 
Oh the hard bosoms of despotic pow’r ! 

All, all but she, the author of his shame, 
All, all but she, regret this mournful hour: 
Yet hence the youth, and hence the flow’r 
shall claim, [fame, 

so, I deem aright, transcending worth and 


No longer can she now her shrieks command. 
And hardly she forbears, through awful 
fear, [hand. 

To rushen forth, and, with presflhiptuous 
To stay harsh justice in its mid career. 
On thee she calls, on thee, her parent dear; 
(Ah! too remote to ward the shameful 
blow!) 

She sees no kind domestic visage near. 

And soon a flood of tears begins to flow, 
And gives a loose at last to unavailing woe. 

But ah! what pen his piteous plight may 
trace ? 

Or what device his loud laments explain 
The form uncouth of his disguised fijce ? 

The pallid hue that dyes his looks amain ? 
The plenteous show'r that does his cheek 
distain ? 

When he in abject wise implores the dame. 
* Spenser. 


Behind sorfie door in melancholy thought, 
Mindless of food, he, dreary pines ; 

Ne for hk fellows joyannee careth ought, 
But to the wind all merriment resigns, , 
And deems it shame if he to peace inclines; 

And many a sullen look askaunce is sent, 
Which for his dameis annoyance he designs; 
And still the more to pleasure hiiu she's 
fibent, [resent. 

The moreldoth he, perverse, her 'haviour past 

Ah me ! how much I fear lest pride it be! 

But if that pride it be which thus inepires, 
Beware, ye dames! with'‘nice discernment 
see ^ [fires; 

Ye quench not too the sparks of Qiobler 
Ah! better far than all the Muse’s lyres 
(All coward arts) is valor’s gen’rous heat. 
The firm fix’d breast which fit and right re¬ 
quires, [great 

Like Vernon’s patriot soul, more justly 
Than craft that pimps for ill, or flow’ry falsa 
deceit. 
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Yet, nurs’d with Bkill, what dazzling fruits 
appear! . [show 

E’en now sagacious foresight points to 
*A little bench of heedless bishops here. 

And there a chancellor in embryo, 

6r bard sublime, if bard may e’er be so} 

« As Milton, Shakspeare, names tliat ne’er 
shall die ! [low; 

Though now he crawl along the ground so 
Nor weeting how the Muse should soar on 
high, [may fly. 

Wisheth, poor starv’ling elf! his paper kite 

And this perhaps, who cens’ring the design, 
•Low lays the house which that of cards 
’ * doth build, 

i^hall IQennis be, if rigid Fates incline; 

And many an epic to his rage shall yield. 
And many a poet quit the Aiinian field ; 
And, sour'd by age, profound he shall ap¬ 
pear, 

As he who now, with 'sdaiiiful fury thrill’d, 
Surveys mine work, and levels many 
sneer, [stuiT is hero 

And furls his wrinkly front, and cries, “ What 

But now Dan Phiebus gains the middle sky. 
And liberty unbars the prison-dour; 

And like a rushing torrent out they fly. 

And now the grassy cirque had cover’d 
o’er 

With boist’rous revel-rout and wild uproar. 

A thousand ways in wanton rings they run. 
Heaven shield their shoit liv'd pastuues, I 
• * implore! 

For well may Freedom, erst so dearly won. 
Appear to British elf more gladsome than the 
sun. 

Enjoy, poor imps! enjoy your sportive trade, 
And chase gay flies, and cull the fairest 
■ flow’rs, [laid. 

For when my bones in grass green sods are 
For never may ye taste more careless hours 
In knightli; oastles, or in ladies’ bow’rs. 

O vain,to seek delight in earthly things! 
But most in courts, where proud* Ambition 
. tow'rs; [spring 

Deluded wight! who weens fair peace can 

Beneath the pompous dome of kesar or of king. 

> 

‘ See in each sprite some various bent appear! 

These rudely caiol most incondite lay; 
Those sauntering on the green, w]|h jocund 
leer. 

Salute the stranger passing on his way ; 
Soule builden fr‘)gile tenements of clay; 
Some to the standing lake their courses 
•end, [play; 

Witn pebbles smooth, at duck and drake to 
Tbilk to the huxter’s sav’ry cottage tend. 
In pasty kings and queens th’ allotted mite to 
spend. 

Here, as each season yields a different store. 

Each feason’s stores in order ranged been; 
Apjfles with C|bbage-net y-cover'd o'er, 


Galling full sore th’ unmonied wight, are 
seen; 

And gooseb’rie, clad in liv’ry red or green; 

And here of lovely dye the Cath’rine pear; 
Fine pear! as lovely for thy juice I ween; 

O may no wight e’er pennyless come there. 
Lest, smit with ardent love, he pine with 
hopeless care! 

See cherries here, ere cherries yet abound. 
With thread so white in tempting posies 
tied, [round, 

Scatt’ring like blooming maid their glances 
With pamper’d look draw little eyes aside. 
And must be bought, though penury betide; 

I'hc plum all azure, and the nut all brown; 
And here each season do those cakes abide. 
Whose honor’d names th’ inventive city 
own, [praises known. 

Rend’ring througli Britain's isle Salopia’s* 

Admir'd Salopia! that with venial pride 
Eyes her bright form in Severn’s ambient 
wave. 

Fam’d for her loyal cares in perils tried; 
Her daugh^r3*lovely, and her striplings 
brave : 

Amidst the rest, may flow'rs adorn his grave, 
Wliose art did first these dulcet cates dis¬ 
play 1 

A motive fair to Learning’s imps he gave. 
Who cheerless o'er her darkling region 
stray [their way. 

Till Reason’s morn arise, and light them on 

$ 71 . Oriental Eclogues. Collins. 

ECLOGUE I. 

Selim; or the Shepherd's Moral, 

Scene, a Valley, near Bagdat.—Time, the Morning. 

“Ye Persian maids, attend your Poet’s lays. 
And hear how shepherds pass their golden 
days. [tains 

Not all are blest whom Fortune's hand sus- 
With wealth in courts, nor all that haunt the 
plains; 

Well may your hearts believe the truths I tell; 
'Tis virtue makes the bliss, where’er we 
dwell.” 

Thus Selim sung, by sacred Truth inspir’d; 
Nor praise but such as Truth bestow’d, desir’d: 
Wise in himself, his meaning songs convoy’d 
Informing morals to the shepherd maid; 

Or taught the swains that surest bliss to And, 
What groves nor streams bestow, a virtuous 
mind. [bride, 

• When sweet and blushing, like a virgin 
The radiant morn resum’d her orient pride ; 
When wBnton gales along the vallies play. 
Breathe on each flow’r, and bear their sweets 
away; 

By Tygris’ wandering waves he sat, and sung 
This useful lesson for the fair and young: 

* Shrewsbury Cakes. 
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“ Ye Penian dames," he aaid, “ to you be¬ 
long [song: 

(Well may they please) the morals of my 
No fairer maids, I trust, than you are found, 
Grac'd with soft arts, the peopled world around! 
The mom that lights you to your loves sup¬ 
plies 

Each g^tler ray, delicious to your eyes: 

For you those dow’rs her fragrant hands be¬ 
stow; 

And yours the love that kings delight to know. 
Yet think not these, all beauteous as they are. 
The best kind blessings Heaven can grant the 
fair: 

Who trust alone in beauty’s feeble ray. 

Boast but the worth Bassora’s* pearls display! 
Drawn from the deep, we own the surface 
bright: 

But, dark within, they drink no lustrous light. 
Such are the maids, and such their charms 
they boast. 

By sense unaided, or to virtue lost. 
Self-flattering sex! your hearts believe in vain 
That Love shall blind, when once he fires the 
swain; < ^ 

Or hope a lover fay your faults to win. 

As spots on ermine tbeautify the skin : 

Who seeks secure the rule, be first her care 
Each softer virtue that adorns the fair; 

Each tender passion man delights to find. 

The lov’d perfections of a female mind! 

” Blest were the days when Wisdom held 
her reign, 

And shepherds sought her on the silent plain ; 
With Truth she wedded in the secret grove. 
Immortal Truth! and daughters bless their 
love. 

” O haste, fair maids! ye Virtues, come 
away I [way I 

Sweet Peace and Plenty lead you on your 
The balmy shrub for you shall love our shore. 
By Ind excell’d, or Araby, no more. 

“ Lost to our fields, for so the fates ordain, 
The dear deserters shall return again. 

Come thou, whose thoughts as limpid springs 
are clear, ^ 

To lead the train, sweet Modesty, appear; 
Here make thy court amidst our rural scene, 
And shepherd girls shall own thee for their 
queen: 

With thee be Chastity, of all afraid. 
Distrusting all, a wise suspicious maid; 

But man the most—^not more the mountain 
doe 

Htdds the swift falcon for her deadly foe. 

Cold is her breast, like flow’rs that drink the 
dew; 

A silken vnl conceals her from the view. 

No wild desires amidst thy train be known. 
But Faith, whose heart is fix’d on one alone : 
Desponding Meekness, with her down-cast 
And friendly Pity, frill of tender sighs; [eyes. 

* The Chilf of that nauM, famous for the pearl 
fiahary. 


And Love the last. By these your hearts ap¬ 
prove ; 

These are the virtues that must lead to love." 

Thus sung the swain; and ancient legends 
The maids of Bagdat verified the lay : [say, 
Dear to the plains, the Virtues came along: 
The shepherds lov’d, and Selim bless’d hih 
song. 


ECLOGUE II. 

Haum f or the Camel Driver. 

Beene, the Desert.— Tima, Mid-day. 

liv silent horror o’er the boundless waste. 
The driver Ilassan with his camels pass’d.!' 
One cruse of water on his back he bore. 

And his light scrip contain’d a scanty store; 

A fan of painted feathers in his handf^ 

To guard his shaded face from scorching sand. 
The sultry sun had gain’d the middle sky. 

And not a tree, and not an herb was nigh: 
The beasts with pain their dusty waj' pursue, 
Shrill roar’d the winds, and dreary was the 
view ! 

With desperate sorrow wild, th’affrighted man 
Thrice sigh’d, thrice struck his breast, and 
thus began : 

" Sad was the hour, and luckless was the day. 
When first from Schiraz’ walls 1 bent my 
way! 

“ Ah ! little thought I of the blasting wind. 
The thirst or pinching hunger that I find! 
Bethink thee, Hassan, where shall thirst as¬ 
suage. 

When fails this cruse, his unrelenting rage ? 
Soon shall this scrip its precious load resign; 
Then what but tears and hunger shall be thine ? 

" Ye mute companions of my toils that bear 
In all my griefs a more than equal share ! 
More, where no springs in murmurs break 
away. 

Or moss-crown’d fountains mitigate the day. 
In vain ye hope the green delights to know. 
Which ^ains more blest, or vcvdwt vales be¬ 
stow : 

Here rocks'alone and tasteless sands are found. 
And faint and sickly winds for ever howl around. 
Sod was the hour, and luckless was the day. 
When first from Schiraz’ walls 1 bent my 
way! * 

“ Curst be the gold and silver which pei- 
Bua|e 

Weak men to follow far-fatiguing trade! 

The lily Peace outshines the silver store. 

And life is dearer than the polden ore: " 

Yet money tempts us o’er the desert brown. 
To ev’ry distant mart and wealthy *own. 

Full oft we tempt the land, and oft the lha; 
And are we only yet repaid by thee 1 
Ah! why was ruin so attractive made T 
Or why, fond man, so easily betray’d T 
Why heed we not, while mad we haste along. 
The gentle voice of Peace, or Pleasure’s song 7 
Or wherefore think the flow’iy mountun’ii side. 
The fountain’s mnnnurs, and tbs valley’s piMe} 
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Wh/ think we these less pleasing to behold 
Than dreary deserts if they lead to gold ? 

Sad .was the hoar, and luckless was the day, 
When first from Schiiaz’ walls I bent my 
way! 

“ O cease, my fears '.—all frantic as I go, 
When thought creates unnumber'd scenes ofj 
What if the lion in his rage I meet! [woe, 
Oft in the dust I view his printed feet: 

And, fearful! oft, when day's declining light 
Yields her pale empire to the mourner Night, 
By hunger rous’d, he scours the groaning 
plain. 

Gaunt wolves and sullen tigers in his train } 
BdTore them Death, with shrieks, directs their 
* way! [prey- 

Fills th*e wild yell, and leads them to their 
Sad was the hour, and luckless was the day. 
When first from Schiraz’ walls I bent my 
way 1 

“ At that dead hour the silent asp shall 
creep. 

If aught of rest I find, upton my sleep; 

Or some swoln serpent twist his scales around, 
And wake to anguish with a burning wound. 
Thrice happy they, the wise, contented poor, 
From lust of we^th, and dread of death sc-1 
cure! [find; 

They tempt no deserts, and no griefs they 
Peace rules the day, where reason rules the 
mind. 

. Sad was the hour, and luckless was the day, 

. When first from Schiraz’ walls I took my 
way! 

O hapless youth '. for she thy love hath 
won. 

The tender Zara, will be most undone ! 

Big swell’d my heart, and own’d the pow’rful 
ipaid. 

When fast she dropp’d her tears, as thus she 
said[detain, 
“ Farewell the whonwstghs could not 

Whom ZarVs^reaking heart implor’d in vain; 
Yet as thou go’st, may ev’ry blast ^rise 
Weak and unfelt as these rejected sighs! 

Safe o’er the wild, no perils mayst thon see; 
No griefs endure; nor weep, Mse youth, liko 
me!" , 

O let me safely to the Fair return : [mourn'. 
Say, with a kiss, she must not, shall not 
O let me teach my heart to lose iti|fears. 
Recall’d by Wisdom’s voice, and Zara’stears! 
He said} and call’d on heaven to bless the 

• day , [way. 

When back to Schiraz’ walls he bent hi^j 

• 

• ECLOGUE Ill. 

JIbra t or, the Georgian Sultana, 

Beene, a Forest<->Time, the Evening, 
tn Georgia’s land, where Tefflis’ tow’rs are 
tn distant view along the level green : [seen 
While evening dews enrich the glitt’ring glade. 
And the Call forests cast a longer shade; 

VoL. T. Nos. 77 & 78. 


What time ’tis sweet o’er fields of rice to stray. 
Or scent the breathing maize at setting day; 
. 4 midst the maids of Zagen’s peaceful grove, 
Emyra sung the pleasing cares of love^ 

Of Abra first began the tender strain', 

Who led her youth with fiocks upon the ^oin; 
At mom she came those willing flocks to lead. 
Where lilies rear them in the wat’ry mead: 
From early dawn the live-long hours she fold, 
Till late at silent eve she penn’d the fold. 

Deep in the grove, beneath the secret shade, 

A various wreath of od’rous flowers she made. 
Gay niotley’d pinks and sweet jonquils she 
chose,* 

The violet blue, that on the moss-bank grows 
All sweet to sense, the flaunting rose wai 
there; 

The finish’d chaplet well adorn’d her hair. 
Great Abbas chanc’d that fated mom tc 
stray. 

By lore conducted from the chase away: 
Among the vocal vales he heard her song. 

And sought, the vales and echoing grove: 
afhong. 

At length he fouqd, and woo’d the rural maid 
She knew th^ monarch, and with fear obey’d. 
"Be ev’ry youth like joyal Abbas mov’d. 
And ev’ry Georgian maid like Abra lov’d 

The royal lover bore her from the plain; 

Yet still her crook and bleating flock remain 
Oft as she went she backward turned her view 
And bade that crook and bleating flock adieu. 
Fair, happy maid! to other scenes remove; 
To richer scenes of golden pow’r and love! 

Go leave the simple pipe, and shepherd’s strain 
With love delight thee, and with Abbas reign 
“ Be ev’ry youth like royal Abbas mov’d, 
And ev’ry Georgian maid like Abra lov'd.’’ 
Yet, midst the blaze of courts, she fix’d hei 
love 

On the cool fountain, or the shady grove; 
Still, with the shepherd’s innocence, her mind 
'I'o the sweet vale and flow’ry mead inclin’d; 
And oft as Spring renew’d the plains with 
fluw’rs, [hours. 

Breath’d his soft gales, and led the fragrant 
With sure return shp sought the sylvan scene. 
The breezy mountains, and the forests green. 
Her maids around her mov’d, a duteous band! 
Each bore a crook all-rural in her hand: 

Some simple lay of flocks and herds they sung; 
With joy the mountain and the forest rung. 

“ Be ev’ry youth like royal Abbaa mov’d, 
And ev’ry Georgian mold like Abra lov’d!’’ 
And oft the royal lover left the care 
And thorns of state, attendant on the Fair ; 
Oft to the shades and low-roof d cots retir’d, 
Or sought the vale where first hh heart waa 
A russet mantle, like a swain, he wore, [fir’d; 
And thought cT crowns and bnqr courts no 
more. 

* That these flewen are found in very mat abun- 
danoe in some of the provincea of Feniia, aee the 
Modern History of the inganious Mr. Sslimm. 

T 
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“ Be ev’ry youtb like royal Abbas mov'd, 
And ev'xy Georgian maid like Abra lov'd !" 

Blest was the liib that royal Abbas led: | 

Sweet was his love, and innocent his bed. 
What if in wealth the noble maid excel; 

The simple shepherd>girl can love an well. 

Let those who rule on Persia’s jewell’d throne 
Be &m’d fbr love, and gentlest love alone; 

Or wreathe, like Abbas, full of fair renown, 
The lover's myrtle with the warrior's crown. 

“ O hapi 7 dnys!” the maids around her say : 

" O haste, profuse of blessings, haste away ! 

Be ev’iy youth like royal Abbas mov’d, 

And ev’ry Georgian maid like Abra lov’d !" 

XCL06CX IV. 

JIgih and Seconder ; or, the SHigitives. 

Beane, a Mountain in Circugia.—Time, Midnight. 

Iff fair Circassia, where, to love inclin’d. 
Each swain was blest, for ev’ry maid was Kind; 
At that still hour when awful midnight reigns, 
And none but wretches haunt the twilight 
plains, ' [high. 

What time the moon had hung her lamp on 
And pass’d in radiance through tne cloudless 

■kyi 

Sad o’er the dews two brother shepherds fled, 
Where 'wild’ring fear and desp’rate sorrow led: 
Fast at they press’d their flight, behind them 
lay 

Wide ravag’d plains, and valleys stole away. 
Along the mountain’s bending sides they ran; 
Till, faint and weak. Seconder thus began: 
SECANOXR. 

Oh stay thee, Agib; for my feet deny. 

No longer friendly to my life, to fly. 

Friend of my heart, oh turn thee, and survey. 
Trace our s^ flight through ail its length of, 
way! 

And first review that long extended plain. 

And yon wide groves, already pass’d with pain! 
Yon ragged cliff, whose dang’rous path we 
tried ! 

And, last, this lofty mountain’s weary side! 

AOIB. 

Weak as thou art, yet hapless must thou 
know 

The toils of flight, or some severer woe! 

Still as I haste, the Tartar shouts behimj^ 
And shrieks and sorrows load the sodd’ning 
wind; 

In rage of heart, with ruin in bis hand, 
lie blasts our harvests, and deforms our land, 
You citron grove, whence first in fear we 
came. 

Droops its fiiir honors to the conquering flame: 
Far fly the swains, like us, in deep despair; 
And leave to ruffiu bands their fleecy ckre. 
SXCAffDER. 

Unha;^y land I whose blessings tempt the 
sword; 

In vain unheard, thou cali’st thy Persian lord! 
In vain thou court’st him, helpless, to thine aid. 
To shield the shepherd, and protect the maid! 


Far off, in thoughtless indolence resign’d, 

Soft dreams of love and pleasure soothe his 
’Midst fair Sultanas lost in idle joy, [mind i 
No wars alarm him, and no fears annoy. 

AGlB. 

Yet these green hills, in summer’s sultry 
heat. 

Have lent the monarch oft a cool retreat. 
Sweet to the sight is Zabra’s flnw’ry plain, 
And once by maids and shepherds lov’d in 
vain '. 

No more the virgins shall delight to rove 
By Sargis’ banks, or Irwan’s shady grove; 

On Tarkie’s mountain catch the cooling gale. 
Or breathe the sweets of Aly’s flow’ry vale ; 
Fair scenes ! but ah ! no more with . peace 

With ease alluring, and with plenty blest. 

No more the shepherds’ whit’ning tents appear. 
Nor the kind products of a bounteous yem; 
No more the date, with snowy blonbi 
crown’d; 

But Ruin spreads her baleful fires around. 


ms 


SECAffDER. 

In vain Circassia boasts her spicy groves. 
For ever fam’d for pure and happy loves : 

In vain she boasts her fairest of the fair; 

Their eyes’ blue languish, and their golden 
hair! 

Those eyes in tears their fruitless grief must 
send; 

Those hairs the Tartar’s cruel hand shall rend." 

AGlB. 

Ye Georgian swains, that piteous learn from 
Circassia’s ruin, and the waste of war; [far 
Some weightier arms than crooks and staffs 
prepare. 

To shield your harvest, and defend your fair: 
The Turk and Tartar like designs pursue, 
Fix’d to destroy, and stedfast to undo. 

Wild as his land, in native deserts bred. 

By lust incited, or by nialI..o'it!d,., 

The villain Arab, as he prowls for pey. 

Oft marks with blood and wasting flames the 
way; 

Yet none so cruel as the Tartar foe 
To death innur’d, and nurs’d in scenes of woe. 

He said: when loud along the vale was 
heard 

A shriller slttiek, and nearer Area appear'd; 
The affrighted shepherds, through the dews of 
night, [flight. 

Wide o’er the moon-light hillp renew’d their 

^72. 7%e Splendid Shilling. J. PgiiLiPS. 

“ Sing, heavenly Muse I ^ 


Things unattempted yet ii^ri 
A Shilling, Breeches, and Chi 


rose or rhyme 
imeros dire. 


Happy the man, who, void of cares and strife. 
In silken or in leathern purse retains 
A splendid shilling. He nor hears with pain 
New oysters cried, nor sighs for uheer&l ale ; 
But with his friends, when nightl;' mists arise 
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To Juniper’s Magpie, or Town Hall,* repairs 3 
Where, mindful of the nymph whose wanton 

* Transfix'd his rouL and kindled amorous flames, 
Chloe or FhiRis, be each circling glass 
Wishes her health, and joy, and equal love. 
Meanwhile he smokes, and laughs at merry tale. 
Or pun ambiguous, or conundrum quaint. 

But I, whom griping penury surrounds, 

And hunger, sure attendant upon want, 

With scanty offals, and small acid tiff*, 
(Wretched repost!) my meagre corse sustain 3 
Then solitary walk, or doze at home 
In garret vile, and with a warming puflP 
Regale chill'd fingers 3 or from tute as black 
•As winter chimney, or wcll-polish’d Jet, 
Exhale mundungus, ill-perfuming scent 3 
Not blacker tube, nor of a shorter size. 

Smokes Cambro-Briton (vers'd in pedigree, 
Sprung from Cadwallader and Arthur, kings. 
Full famous in romantic talc) when he 
O'er many a craggy hill and barren cliff*. 

Upon a cargo of fam’d Cestrian cheese. 

High overshadowing rides, with a design 
To vend his wares, or at th’ Arvonian mart. 

Or Maridunum, or the ancient town 
Yclep'd Brechinia, or where Vaga's stream 
Encircles Ariconium, fruitful soil! 

Whence flow nectareous wines, that well may 
With Massic, Setin,or renown’d Falern. [vie 
Thus, while my joyless minutes tedious flow, 
With looks demure, and silent pace, a Dun, | 
Horrible monster! hated by Gods and men, 

• To mV aerial citadel ascends : 

With vocal heel, thrice thund’ring at my gate, 
With hideous accent thrice he calls 3 I know 
The voice ill-boding, and the solemn sound. 
What should 1 do ? or whither turn ? Amaz’d, 
Confounded, to the dark recess I fly 
Of wood-hole 3 straight my bristling hairs erect 
Through sudden fear 3 a chilly sweat bedews 
My sliudd’ring limbs, and (wonderful to tell!) 
My tongue fo rgets her facili ty ^ speech 3 
So horribl^Jit'deefffF! His faded brow 
Entrench’d with many a frown, and conic 
beard, [saints, 

•And spreading band, admir’d by modern 
Disastrous acts forebode; in his right hand 
Long scrolls of paper solemnly he waves, 

. With characters and ffgures dire inscrib’d. 
Grievous to mortal eyes (ye gods, avert 
Such plagues from righteous men.!). Behind 
him stalks * 

Another monster not unlike himself, 

Sullen of aspect, by the vulgar call’d 
A Catchpole, wlrose polluted hands the gods 
With foi;ge incredible, and magic charms, * 
Ersttfiave endued 3 if he his ample palm 
Should haply on ill-fated shoulder lay 
Of debtor, straight his body to the touch 
Obsequious (as whilom knights were wont). 

To some enchanted castle is convey’d. 

Where gates impregnable, and coercive chains, 

' • / 

* Twompsd alehouses in Oxford, 1700. 


In durance strict detain him! till, in form 
Of money, PaHas sets the captive free. 

Beware, ye debtors! when ye walk beware,- 
Be circumspect; oft with insidious ken 
This caitiff* eyes your steps aloof 3 ahd oft 
Lies perdue in a nook or gloomy cave. 

Prompt to enchant some inadvertent wretch 
With his unhallow’d touch. So (poets sing). 
Grimalkin, to domestic vermin sworn 
An everlasting foe, with watchful eye 
Lies nightly brooding o’er a chinky gap. 
Protending her fell claws, to thoughtless mice 
Sure ruin. So her disembowell’d web 
Arachne in a hall or kitchen spreads. 

Obvious to vagrant flies : she secret stands 
Within her woven cell 3 the humming prey. 
Regardless of their fate, rush on the toils 
Inextricable, nor will aught avail 
Their arts, or arms, or shapes of lovely hue 3 
The wasp insidious, and the buzzing drone. 
And butterfly, proud of expanded wings 
Distinct with gold, entangled in her snares. 
Useless resistance make: with eager strides. 
She toUr’ring flies to her expected spoils 3 
Then with envegom'd jaws the vital blo^ 
Drinks of reffuctant foes, and to her cave 
Their bulky carcasses y:iamphant drags. 

So pass my days. But when nocturnal 
shades 

This world envelop, and th’ inclement air 
Persuades men to repel benumbing frosts 
With pleasant wines, and crackling blaze of 
wood 3 

Me, lonely sitting, nor the glimmering light 
(Jf make-weight candle, nor the joyous talk 
Of loving ft lends, delights 3 distress'd, forlorn. 
Amidst the horrors of the tedious night. 
Darkling 1 sigh, and feed with dismal thoughts 
My anxious mind 3 or sometimes mournful 
verse 

Indite, and sing of groves and myrtle ahadet) 
Or desp’rate lady near a purling stream, 

Or lover pendent on a willow-tree. 

Meanwhile I labor with eternal drought. 

And restless wish, and rave 3 my parched 
throat 

Finds no relief, nor heavy eyes repose : 

Rut if a slumber haply does invade 
My weary limbs, my fancy’s still awake. 
Thoughtful of drink, and eager in a dream. 
Tipples imaginary pots of ale. 

In vain : awake, I find the settled thirst 


Thus do I live, from pleasure quite debarr’d. 
Nor taste the fruits that the sun’s genial rays 
Mature —john-apple, nor the downy peach. 
Nor walnut in rough furrow’d coat secure. 
Nor nildlar fruit delicious in decay. 

Afflictions great! yet greater still remain: 

My galligaskins, that have long withstood 
The winter’s fury, and encroaching frosts. 

By time subdued (what will not time subdue?) 
A horrid chasm disclose, with orifice 
Wide, discontinuous 3 at which the winds. 
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Eont tad Awt«r, ud the dreadful force 
Of Bonu, that congeals the Cronian wavea, 
ISonahnoas enter with dire chilling blasts, 
Portending agues. Thus a well*franght ship, 
Long sail’d secure, or through th’ iEgean deep, 
Or the Ionian, till cruising near 
The Lilybean shore, with hideous crush 
On Sc^fw or Cbmyhdis (dang’rous rocks) 

She strikes rebounding; whence the shatter'd 
So fierce a shoc 1 t‘ana& to withstand, 

Admits the seej in at the ^jfing side 
The erdwfing waves rush with impetnoanrage. 
R es is tl e ss, overwhelming! Horrors aeisb* 

The mariners $ death in'their eyes appears; 
Thsj rtare, they .rave, they pump, they swear, 
they pr^3 

[ VaiKBfibrts 1) still the batt’ring waves rush in, 
Impl^ble; till, delug’d the foam. 

The sinks fbnnd’^g in thewast 

V 

j lXi Al9* a n iKr’$ Fuaij or thi Power qf 
JRsrie. Am Ode on Bt. CeeUia*$ Day. 

DBrDxa., 

'Tw^'^t the royal feast, Persia won, , 
he FhiUp’s warlike ^n: 

Aloft in awM state 
' The godlike here sate 
Ob his imperial throne : 

His valiant peers .were plac’d around 3 
Their brows with roses and with myrtle' 
botind3 

So shottld desert in arms be crown’d. 
The lovely Thm by his side 
Sat. l&e a blodning eastern bride. 

In aow’r of youth and beauty’s pride. 

Htniy, happy, happy pair 3 
None but the brave. 

None but the brave, 

None but the brave deserves the fair. 


Flush’d with a purple grace 
He shows his honest face. 

Now give the hautboys breath; he comes, he 
Bacchus, ever fair and young, Icomes! 
Drinking joys did first ordain ; 

Bacchus’ blessings are a treasure. 
Drinking is the soldier’s pleasure; 
Rich the treasure. 

Sweet the {deasttre 3 
Sweet is pleasure after pain. 

Sooth’d with the sound,'the Ihig grew vain ; 
Pbught all his battles o'er a^n'3 
And thrice he routed aU i^a nies3 and thrice 
be slew the slain. ' ' 

The master saw the madneiMi rise 3 . 

His glowing cheeks, his atdent eyeU 3' 

And while he heaven and earth defied, 
Chang’d his band, and check’d Us pr^e. 

He chose a monnitfol Mute, 

Soft pity to infuse; % 

He sung Darias great and good. 

By too severe a fkte, 

Pall’n, fall’n, iUI’n, ftU’n, 

Fall’n from his high estate. 

And welt’ring in hia blood 3 
Deserted at his utmost need 
By those liis former bounty Ihd, 

On the bare earth expose he Rea,' 

With not a friend to close bis e^es. {sate. 
With downcast look the joyieas victor 
Revolving in his alter’d sold 
The various turns of fkte below: 

And now and then a sigh be stole 3 
And tears began to flow. 


Tlimthana plac’d on high 

Amid the tuneful choir, 

With flying fingers touch’d the lyre: 
The trembling notea ascend the sky, 

And hmyanly joys iuq>ire. 

The song began fhm Jbve; 

Who left hia hlisafiil seats above, 

Soeb ia the power of mighty love! 

A d^^pm’a fimry form belied the god : ^ 

SnbliM on mRumt spheres he rt^e, 

When he to fiiir Olympia press’d. 

And stamp'd an image of himself, a sovereign 
of the world.— 

The list’ning crowd a^iresthe lofty sound 3 
A present deity, the vaulted roofs rebound 3 
With ravi^’d ears 
The monaieh bears. 

Assumes the god, 

Aflbets to nod, *■ 

And aeema to shake the spheres. 


The praise of Bacchns then the sweet musi- 
eisa song 3 

Of Bscebus, ever fair and ever young; 
The j^y god in triumph comes 3 
Boom the trumpets, beat the drums 3 


The mighty master smil’d to see 
That love was in the next degree: 

’Twas but a kindred sound to move 3 
For pity melts tbe mind to love. 

Softly sweet, in Lydian meaayres, ' 

Soon he sooth'd his soul to plesaores. 
War he sunir laj(nil and trouble ; 

Honor but an empty birDl>l 4 y> ^ 

Never ending, still beginning 
Fighting ktill, and still destroying: 

If the world be worth thy winning. 
Think, oh think it worth enjoying; 
Lovely Thais sits beside thee, 

Take the good the gbds provi^ thee.. 
The many rend the skies with loud applause; 
So love was crown’d, but music won tbe cause. 
The princ^, unable to conceal his pain. 
Gaz’d on the fair 

Who caus’d his care, • 

And sigh’d and look’d, sign’d and look’d, 

'' Sigh’d and look’d, and sigh’d sge^n 3 
At length, with love and* wine at onceM>p> 
press’d, 

The vanquish’d victor sank upon her breast. 

Now strike the golden lyre again: 

And louder, yet, and yet a louder strain. 
Break his l^ds of sleep asun.'^er, 

And rouse him, like a rattling ^*111 ot than* 
der. 
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Hark, hark, the horrid aound 
Haa raia’d up hia head, 

*Aa awak'd from the dead. 

And amaz’d he atares around! 

Revenge, revenge, Timotheua criea, 

See the furiea arise. 

See the anakea that they rear, 

How they hiaa in the air. 

And the aparkiea that flash from their eyes! 
Behold a ghastly band, 

Each a torch in hia hand, [slain. 

These are Grecian ghosts, that in battle were 
And unburied remain 
^ Inglorious on the plain j 

Give the vengeance due 
. To the valiant crew : 

Behold how they toss their torches on high. 
How they point to the Persian abodes. 
And glitt’ring temples of their hostile gods!— 
The princes applaud, with a furious joy; 
And the King seiz'd a flambeau with zeal to 
destroy; 

Thais led the way. 

To light him to his prey. 

And, like another Helen, fir'd another Troy. 

Thus, long ago. 

Ere heavenly bellows learnt to blow. 
While organs yet were mute 3 
" ~~'v3|]i mothe u8 to his breathing flute 

AnJfTouBding lyre [sire. 

Could swell the soul to rage, or kindle soft de> 
At last divine Cecilia came, 

Inventress of the vocal frame; 

The sweet enthusiast, from her sacred store. 
Enlarg'd the fonner narrow bounas, 

And added length to solemn sounds. 

With nature’s mothcr*wit, and arts unknown 
before. 

l,et old Timotheus yield the prize. 

Or both divide the crown ; 

He rais’d a mortal to the skies. 

She drgw','*, -^b"*^**"* 

^ 74 . An Eputle from Mr. Hhilipa to the 
Earl qf Dorset. Copenliagen, March 9 , 
1709 . 

Frobi frozen climes, and endless tracts of 
snow, [flow, 

Frdhi streams that northern winds forbid to 
What present shall the Muso to Dorset bring, 
Or how, so near, the Pole, attemft to sing ? 
The hoary winter here conceals from sight 
Al| pleasing objects that to verse invite. 

The hills and dbles, and the delightful woods, 
The flow’ry plains, and silver streaming floods, 
By^no^ disguis'd, in bright confusion lie. 
And with one dazzling waste fatigue the eye. 
No gentle breathing breeze prepares the 
spring, 

. No birds within the desert region sing. 

The ships, amov’d, the boist'rous winds defy, 
While rattli^^hariots o’er the ocean fly. 
The vut lAviathan wants room to play, 

And span lus waters in the face of day. 


The starving wolves along the main sea prowl, 
And to the moon in icy valleys howl. 

Fur many a shining league the level mun, 
Here spreads itself into a glassy plain: 

There solid billows, of enormous size, 

Alps of green ice, in wild disorder rise. 

And yet but lately have I seen, e’en hew, 

The winter in a lovely dress appear. 

Ere yet the clouds let fall the treasur’d snow, 
Or winds begun through hazy skies to blow. 

At ev’ning a keen eastern broeze arose} 

And the descending rain unsullied froze. 

Soon as the silent shades of night withdrew. 
The ruddy morn disclos’d at once to view 
The face of nature, in a rich disguise. 

And brighten’d ev’ry object to my eyes: 

For ev'ry shrub and ev’iy blade of grass. 

And ev’ry pointed thorn, seem’d wrought in 
glass; 

In pearls and rubies rich the hawthorns show. 
While through the ice the crimson berries 
glow. [yield 

The thick-sprung reeds the wat’ry marshes 
Seem polish’d lances in a hostile field. 

The flag, id limpid currents, with surprise 
Sees crystal brauches^n his forehead rise. 
The spreading oak, the beech and tow’ring 
pine. 

Glaz’d over, in the freezing ether shine. 

The frighted birds the rattling branches shun, 
That wave and glitter in the ^stant sun. 
When, if a sadden gust of wind arise, 

The brittle forest into atoms flies: 

The crackling wood beneath the tempezt 
bends. 

And in a spangled show’r tlie prospect ends } 
Or, if a southern gale the region warm. 

And by degrees unbind the wintry cham,. 
The traveller a miry country sees. 

And journeys sad beneath the dropping trees. 

Like some deluded peasant Merlin leads 
Through fragrant bow'rs, and through deli¬ 
cious meaxls 3 

While here enchanting gardens to him rise. 
And airy fabrics there attract his eyes. 

His wand'ring feet the magic paths pursue 3 
And, while he thinks the fair illusion true, 
The trackless scenes disperse in fluid air. 

And woods, and wilds, and thorny ways ^ 
pear, 

A tedious road the weary wretch returns. 
And, as he goes, the transient vision mourns. 

$ 75 . The Man qf Sorrow. Greville. 

Ah ! what avails the lengthening mead, 

By Nature’s kindest bounty spread 
AAng the vale of flow’rs ! 

Ah ! what avails the darkening grove. 

Or Philomel’s melodious love. 

That glads the mid(^ight hours! 

For me, alas I the god of day 
Ne'er glitters on the hawthorn spray. 

Nor night her comfort brings; 
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1 have bo pleasure in the } 

For me no vernal beauty blows. 

Nor Philomela sings. 

See how the sturdy peasants stride 
Adown yon hillock’s verdant side. 

In cheerful ign’rance blest! 

Alike to them the rose or thorn. 

Alike arises every mom, 

By gay contentment drest. 

Content, fair’daughter of the skies. 

Or gives spontaneous, or denies. 

Her choice divinely free : 

She visits oft the hamlet cot, 

When Want and Sorrow are the lot 
Of Avarice and me. 

But see—or is it Fancy’s dream ? 

Methought a bright celestial gleam 
Shot sudden through the groves ; 

Behold, behold, in loose array, 

Euphrosyne, more bright than day. 

More mild than Paphian doves 1 

Welcome, oh welcome. Pleasure’s queen ! 

And see, along the velvet green 
The jocund train advance : 

With scatter'd flow’rs'ihoy fill the air; 

The wood-nymph’s dew*bespangled hair 
Plays in the sportive dance. 

Ah! baneful grant of angry Heaven, 

When to the feeling wretch is given 
A soul alive to joy ! 

Joys fly with every hour away. 

And leave th' unguarded heart a prey 
To cares that peace destroy. 

And see, with visionary haste 
4T00 soon) the gay delusion past. 

Reality remains.' 

Despair has seiz’d my captive soul; 

And horror drives without control. 

And slackens still the reins. 

Ten thousand beauties round me throng j 
What beauties, say, ye nymphs, belong 
To the distemper’d soul T 
I aee the lawn of hideous dye; 

The towering elm nods misery.; 

With groans the waters roll. *' 

Ye gilded roofs, Palladian domes, I 

Ye vivid tints of Persia’s loonu, 

Ye were for misery made.— 

'Twas thus, the Man of Sorrow spoke : 

His wayward step then pensive took 
Along th’ unhkllow’d shade. 

^ 76. An Evening Address to a Nightingale. 

SwxzT .bird ! that, kindly perching near, 
Poorest thy plaints melodious in mine ear ^ 
Not, like baw worldlings, tutor’d to .forego 
The melancholy haunts of woe; 

Thanks fof thy sorrow-soothing strain : 

For, surely, thou hast known to prove, 
me, the pangs of hapless love ; 


Else why so feelingly complain, 

And with thy piteous notes thus sadden all 
the grove ? 

Say, dost thou mourn thy ravish’d mate, 

'I'liat oft enamour’d on thy strains has hung 7 
Or has the cruel hand of Fate 
Bereft thee of thy darling young 7 
Alas ! for both 1 weep; 

In all the pride of youthful charms, 

A beauteous bride torn from my circling arms; 
A lovely babe that should have liv’d to bless, 
And fill my doting eyes with frequent tears. 
At once the source of rapture and distress. 

The flattering prop of my declining years ! 

In vain from death to rescue I essay’d. 

By cv’ry art that science could devise ; 

Alas ! it languish’d for a mother’s aid. 

And wing’d its flight to seek her in the skies. 
Then, oh ! our comforts be the same, ^ 

' At evening’s peaceful hour, w 

To shun the noisy paths of wealth and fame, 

A nd breathe our sorrows in this lonejy bow’r. 
But why, alas ! to thee complain. 

To thee—unconscious of my pain 7 

Soon shalt thou cease to mourn thy lot severe. 

And h.ail the dawning of a happier year: 

’J’he genial warmth of joy-renewing spring 
Again shall plume thy shatter’d wing ; 
Again thy little heart shall transport prove, 
Again shall flow' thy notes iCi^pufiBive to 
thy love. 

But oh ! for me in vain may seasons roll, 
Nought can dry up the fountain of my tears j 
Deploring still the comfort of my soul, 

I count my sorrows by increasing years. 

'I'eU me, thou Syren Hope, deceiver, say. 
Where is thy promis’d period of my woes 7 
Full three long lingering years have roll’d 
away. 

And yet I weep a stranger to repose: 

O what delusion did thy tongue employ! 

“ That Emma’^i^lS¥^rcti^'' 6 #' 4 «;f, 

Her last bequest, with all a mother’s care. 
The bittemebs of sorrow should remove. 
Soften the horrors of despair. 

And cheer a heart long lost to joy !” 

How oft, when fondling in my arms. 

Gazing enraptur’d on its angel face. 

My soul the maze of Fate would viinly 
trace. 

And bum wjth all a father’s fond alarms! 

And oh what flatt’ring scenes had fancy 
feign’d! 

How did I rave of blessingi yet in store! 
T,*ll every aching sense was sweetly pain’d. 
And my full heart could bear, nor toigue 
could utter more. 

"Just heaven!” I cried, with recent hopes 
elate, [de^: 

Yet will I live—will live, though Emma ’■ 
So long bow’d down beneath th? storms of fate. 
Yet will I raise my woe-deject^ heed! ' 

My little Emma, now my all, 

Will want a father’s care; 
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Her looks, her wants, my rash resolves recal, I Condemn’d to nurse eternal care. 


Apd, for her sake, the ills of life 1 ’ll bear: 
And oft toother we ’ll complain. 

Complaint the only bliss my soul can know: 
From me my child shall learn the mournful 
strain, 

* And prattle tales of woe. 

And oh! in that auspicious hour, 

' When fate resigns her persecuting pow’r, 
With duteous zeal her hand shall close. 

No more to weep, my sorrow-streaming eyes, 
When death gives misery repose, 

And opes a glorious passage to the skies.” 

^ain thought! it must not be—she too is dead, 
The flattering scone is o’er; 

My hopes for ever, ever fled; 

And vengeance can no more. 

Crush’d by misfortune, blasted by disease, 

And no’ie—none left to bear a friendly part! 
To meditate my welfare, health, or ease. 

Or soothe the anguish of an aching heart! 
Now all one gloomy scene, till welcome death. 
With lenient hand (oh falsely deemed se¬ 
vere), 

Shall kindly stop my grief exhausted breath, 
4 .nd dry up every tear. 

Perhaps, obsequious to my will. 

But ah ! from my afiections fkr remov’d ! 

last sad ollice strangers may fulfil, 
AsTM‘Titf’Br 4 iad been belov’d; 

As if unconscious of poetic fire, 

’ I ne’er bad touch’d the trembling lyre j 
As if my niggard hand ne’er dealt relief. 

Nor my heart melted at another's grief. 

Yet, while this weary life shall last. 

While yet my tongue can form the impas¬ 
sion’d strain. 

In piteous accents shall the Muse complain, 
And dwell with fond delay on blessings past: 
For oh, how grateful to a wounded heart 
The tale of misery to impart! 

Prompt* -a' artless sorrows flow. 

And raise esteem upon the base of woe! 
E’en he,” the noblest of the tuneful throng, 
Shall deign my love-lorn talc to hear, 

Shall catch the soft contagion of my song. 

And pay my pensive Muse the tribute of a 
tear. 

« 

^ T 7 . An Odi to NarcUsa. Shollxt. 

Thy fatal shafts unerring move 
I bow before thine altar. Love! 

I feel thy soft resistless flame 
Gfide swift thiyugh ail my vital frame! 

For wl^le I gaze my bosom glows, • 

MjBblooid in tides impetuous flows; 

Hope, fear, and joy, alternate roll. 

And floods of transport whelm my soul! 

My falt’ring tongue attempts in vain 
In soothing murmurs to complain; 

My tongue soni^ secret magic ties, 
murmur-^inh in broken sighs 1 

# 


And ever drop the silent tear ; 

Unheard I mourn, unknown I sigh. 

Unfriended live, unpitied die ! 

% 78 . Flegy Imitation ef TibuiUm. 

Skollxt. 

Whxre now are all thy flatt’ring dreams of 
joy 7 

Monimia, give my soul her wonted rest: 

Since first thy beauty fix'd my roving eye, 
Heart-gnawing cares corrode my pensive 
breast. 

Let happy lovers fly where plesBures call. 
With festive songs beguile the fleeting hour. 
Lead beauty through the mazes of the ball. 

Or press her wanton in love’s roseate bow’r. 

For me, no more 1 ’ll range the empurpled mead. 
Where shepherds pipe and virgins dance 
around, [shade. 

Nor wander through the woodbine’s fragrant 
To hoar the music of the grove resound. 

1 '11 seek some lonely church or dreary hall. 
Where fandy paints the glimm’ring taper blue. 
Where damps hang Qiould’ring on the ivy’d 
wall, [dew: 

And sheeted ghosts drink up the midnight 

There, leagu’d with hopeless anguish and de- 
A while in silence o’er my fate repine : [spair. 
Then, with a long farewell to love and care. 
To kindred dust my weary limbs consign. 

Wilt thou, Monimia, shed a gracious tear 
On the cold grave where all my sorrows rest: 
Strew vernal flow’rs, applaud my love sincere, 
And bid the turf lip easy on my breast ? 

$ 79 . The Propagation ef the Cfo^el in 
Greenland. Cowper. 

And still it spreads. See Germany send forth 
Her sons, to pour it on the farthest north :* 
Fir’d with a zeal peculiar, they defy 
The rage and rigor of a polar sky. 

And plant successfully sweet Sharon’s rose 
On icy plains, and in eternal snows. 

Oh, blest within th’ inclosure of your rocks. 
Nor herds have ye to boast, nor bleating flocks; 
No fertilizing streams your fields divide. 

That show revers’d the villas on their side ; 
No groves have ye; no cheerful sound of bird, 
Or voice of turtle, in your land is heard; 

Nor grateful eglantine regales the smell 
Of those that walk at evening where you 
dwell: 

But winter, arm’d with terrors here unknown. 
Sits gbsolute on his unshaken throne •, 

Piles up his stores amidst the frozen waste, 
And bids the mountains he baa built staind 
fast; 

Reckons the legions of his storms away 
From happier scenes, to make your land a prey i 

* The Moravian missionaries in Greenlsad. Vide 
Kran./. 


* Lord Lyttslton. 
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Proclaiou the soil a eoaqueat he has won, 
And scorns to share it with the distant sun. 

Yet truth is yours, remote, unenvied isle; 
And peace, the genuine offspring of her smile 
The pride of letter’d ignorance, that binds 
In chains of error our accomplish’d minds; 
That decks with all the splendor of the true 
A false religion—is unknown to you. 

Nature indeed voachsafes for our delight 
The sweet vicissitudes of day and night : 

Soft airs and genial moisture feed and cheer 
Field, fruit, and flow'r, and ev’ry creature here. 
But brighter beams than his who fires the skies 
Have risen at length on your admiring eyes. 
That shoot into your darkest caves the day 
From wjiich our nicer optics turn away. 

$ 80 . On Slavery and Vte Slave Trade. 

COWPJSR. 

But, ah! what wish can prosper, or what 
pray'r. 

For merchants, rich in cargoes of despair. 
Who drive a loathsome traffic, gage and span. 
And buy the muscles and the bones of man ? 
The tender ties of father, hifjband, friend. 

All bonds of nature in that moment end; 

And each endures w'liile yet he draws his 
breath, 

A stroke as fatal as the sithe of death. 

The sable warrior, frantic with regret 
lOf her he loves and never can forget, 

Loses in tears the far receding shore, 

But not the thought that they must meet no 
more. 

IDepriv’d of her and freedom at a blow. 

What has he left that he can yet forego t 
Yes, to deep sadness sullenly resigned, 

He feels his body^s bondage in his mind; 

Puts off his gen’eous nature, and to suit 
' His manners with lus fate, puts on the brute. 
Oh most Regrading of all ills that wait 
lOn man, a qiourner in his best estate ! 

All other sorrows virtue may endure. 

And find submission more than half a cure ; 
Qhef is itself a med’eine, and bestow’d 
i” improve the fortitude that bears a load 3 
Xo teach the wand’rer, as his woes increase. 
The pathof wisdom, all whose paths are peace. 
But ^v’ry !—virtue dreads it as her gravtr; 
Patience itself is meanness, in a slave : 

.Or if the will and sovereignty of God 
Bid suffer it a while, and kiss the rod 3 
Wait for the dawning of a brighter day. 

And snap the chain the moment when you may. 
Nature imprints upon whateer we see, 

That has a heart, and life in it. Be free ! 

The beasts are charter’d—^neither age nor force 
Can quell the love of freedom in a horsUfj 
;He breaks the cord that held him at the rack. 
And, conscious of an uqencumber’d back, 
Bnuffs up the morning air, forgets the rein, 
‘Loose fly bis forelock and his ample mane 3 
Ae^nsive to the distant neigh he neighs, 
Nor stops till, overleaping all delays, 

^ finds the pasture where his fellows graze. 


$ 81 . On Liberty, and in PraUe qf Mr, 
Howard. Cowpsr. 

I 

Oh could I worship ought beneath the skies 
That earth had seen, or fancy could devise. 
Thine altar, sacred Liberty, should stand. 
Built by no mercenary, vulgar hand. 

With fragrant turf, and fiow’rs as wild and fair 
As ever dress’d a bank, or scented summer air. 
Duly os ever on the mountain’s height 
The peep of morning shed a dawning light 3 
Again, when evening in her sober vest 
Drew the grey curtain of the fading West 3 
Aly soul should yield thee willing thanks and 
praise 

For the chief blessings of my fairest days. 

But that were sacrilege—praise is not thine. 
But his who gave thee, and preserves thee 
mine : 

Else I would say, and as I spake bid fly*^ 

A captive bird into the boundless sky. 

This triple realm adores thee—^thou art come 
From Sparta hither, and art here at home. 

We feel thy force still active at this hour 
Enjoy immunity from priestly pow’r : 

While conscience, happier than in ancient 
years. 

Owns no superior but the God she fears. 
Propitious Spirit! yet e.Tpunge a wrong 
Thy rites have suffer’d, and our land. ‘itthg, 
Teach mercy to ten thousanif hearts that share 
The fe.ara and hopes of a commercial care : 
Prisons expect the wicked, and were built 
To bind the lawless, and to punish guilt 3 
But shipwreck, earthquake, battle, fire, and 
flood. 

Are mighty mischiefs, not to be withstood 3 
And honest merit stands on slipp’ry ground 
Where covert guile, and artifice abound : 

Let just restraint, for public peace design'd. 
Chain up the wolves and tigers of mankind 3 
The foe of virtue has no claim to thee. 

But let insolvelirTBTlC CUn se g u ' 

Patron of else the most despisea of men. 
Accept the tribute of a stranger’s pen 3 
Verse, like the laurel, its immortal meed. 
Should be the guerdon of a noble deed : 

1 may alarm thee, but I fear the shame 
(Charity chosen as my theme and aim) 

1 must incur, forgetting Howard’s name. ‘ 
Blest with all wealth can give thee—^to re¬ 
sign j 

Joys doubly sweet to feelings quick as thine : 
To quit the bliss thy rural scenes bestow 
To seek a nobler, amidst sceiAis of woe 3 
Tj) traverse seas, range kingdoms, and bring 
home, * ^ 

Not the proud monuments of Greece or Rome, 
But knowledge, such as only dungeons teach, 
And only sympathy like thine could reach 3 
That grief, sequestered from the public stage, 
Might smooth her feathersyand enjoy her 
cage— v 

Speaks a divine ambition, and a “ 

IThe boldest patriot might be prohd^. feel. 
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Oh that the voice of clamor and debate, 

That pleads for peace till it disturbs the state, 
Were hush’d, in favor of thy gen'rous plea. 
The poor thy clients, and Ileaven’s smile thy 
fee! 

82. On Domadic Happineas, aa the Friend 
Virtue; and qf the fake Cfood-ncdure 
(jf Ou Age. CowPEK. 

Domestic happiness, thou only bliss 
Of Paradise that has surviv’d the fall! 

Though few now taste thee unimpair'd and 
pure, 

. Or, tasting, long enjoy thee; too infirm 
•Or^oo incautious to preserve thy sweets 
Onmiz’d with drops of bitter, which neglect 
Or tempbr sheds into thy crystal cup. 

Thou art the nurse of virtue. In thine arms 
She smiles, appearing, as in truth she is, 

, Ileaven-born, and destin'd to the skies again. 
Thou art not known where Pleasure is ador’d. 
That reeling goddess with the zoncless waist 
And wand’ring eyes, still leaning on the arm 
Of Novelty, her fickle, frail support; 

For thou art meek and constant, hating change. 
And finding in the calm of truth-tied love 
Joys that her stormy raptures never yield. 
Forsaking thee, what shipwreck have we 
made 

he’".gr, d'^nity, and fair renown. 

Till prosmutfon i^ows us aside 
■ In all our crowded streets, and senates seem 
Conven’d for purposes of empire less 
Than to release Ih' adult’ress from her bond ! 
Th' adult’ress! what a theme for angry verse, 
What provocation to the indignant heart 
That feels for injur’d love ! Ilut I disdain 
The nauseous task to paint her as she is. 
Cruel, abandon'd, glorying in her shame. 

No. Let her pass; and. charioted along, 

In guilty splendor shake the public ways. 

The frequency of crimes has wasli'd them 
white; . 

And verse ofiSinc shall never brand tlie wretch 
Whom matrons now, of character wnsmireb’d. 
And chaste tliemselves, arc not asham'd to 
own. 

Virtue and vice had bound’ries in old time 
Not to be pass’d : and she that had renounc'd 
iler sex’s honor, was renounc’d herself 
By all that priz’d it; not for Prudery’s sake. 
But Dignity’s resentful of the wroim. 

’Twas hard, perhaps, on here and t^re a waif 
Desirous to return, and not receiv’d; 

But ^s a wholerpme rigor in the main. 

And taught th’ unblemisli’d to preserve with 
cat* 

That purity, whose loss was loss of all. 

Men too were nice in honor in those days, 
And judg’d offenders well: and he that sharp’d 
And pocketed a prize by fraud obtain’d. 

Was mark’d, and ahunn’d as odious. He that 
. sold 

f lis countty, r/was slack when she requir’d 
^lis ev’ryjp^'rve in action and at stretch, 


Paid with the blood that be had basely spar’d 
The price of his default. But now—yes, now. 
We are become so candid and so fair. 

So liberal in construction and so rich 
In Christian charity, a good-natur’d age! 

That they are safe : sinners of either sex 
Transgress what laws they may. Well dress’d, 
well bred. 

Well equipag’d, is ticket good enough 
To pass us readily through ev’ry door. 
Hypocrisy, detest her as we may, 

(And no man’s hatred ever wrong’d her yet) 
May claim his merit still, that she admits 
The worth of what she mimics with such care, 
And thus gives virtue indirect applause: 

But she has burnt her masks, not needed here. 
Where vice has such allowance, that her 
shifts 

And specious semblances have lost their use. 

$ 83. On the Employmenta qf vahai ia coiled 
an Idle Life. Cowper. 

How various his employments whom the world 
Calls idle, and who justly, in return. 

Esteems the bysy world an idler too! 

Friends, books, a garden, and perhaps his pen, 
liclightful industry enjoyild at home. 

And nature in her cultivated trim 
Dress’d to his taste, inviting him abroad— 

Can he want occupation who has these ? 

Will he be idle who has much t’ enjoy ? 

Me therefore, studious of laborious ease. 

Not slothful; happy to deceive the time. 

Nor waste it; and aware that human life 
Is but a loan to be repaid with use. 

When he shall call his debtors to account 
From whom are all our blessings—business 
finds 

E’en here. While sedulous I seek t’ improve, 
At least neglect not, or leave unemploy’d 
'i'lie mind lie gave me; driving it, though slack 
'J’oo oft, and much impeded in its work 
By causes not to be divulg’d in vain. 

To its just point—^the service of mankind. 

He that atteftds to his interior self, 

I’liat has a heart, and keeps it; has a mind 
That hangers, and supplies it; and who seeks 
A social, not a dissipated life— 

Has business : feels himself engag’d t’ achieve 
No unimportant, though a silent task, 

A life all turbulence and noise may seem, 

To him that leads it, wise, and to be prais’d; 
But wisdom is a pearl with most success 
Sought in still water, and beneath clear skies. 
He that is ever occupied in storms 
Or dives not for it, or brings up instead, 

Vainly industrious, a disgraceful prize. 

$ S'!. 'Phe Post cornea i'n—the Newa-paper ia 
read—ihe World contempMed at a dis¬ 
tance. COWPEB. 

Hark ! ’tis the twanging bom ! o’er yonder 
bridge, 

That with its wearisome but needful length 
Bestrides the wintry flood, in which the mooh 



t 82 ELEGANT EXTRACTS. [book li. 


Bees her unwrinkl’d face reflected bright, 

He comes, the herald of a noisy world, 

With spatter'd boots, strapp’d waist, and fro¬ 
zen locks. 

News from all nations lumb’ring at his back. 
True to his charge, the close-pack’d load be¬ 
hind. 

Yet careless what he brings, his one concern 
Is to conduct it to the destin’d inn; 

And, having dropp’d th’ expected bag, pass on. 
He whirtles as he goes, light-hearted wretch, 
Cold, and yet cheerful; messenger of grief 
Perhaps to thousands, and of joy to some; 

To him indilTrent whether grief or joy. 
Houses in ashes, and the fall of stocks. 

Births, deaths, marriages, epistles wet 
With tears that trickled down the writer's 
cheeks 

Fast as the periods from his fluent quill. 

Or charg'd with am'rous 'sighs of absent 
swains, 

Or nymphs responsive, equally afiTect 
His horse and him, unconscious of l4em all. 
But oh th' important bud^t! usher’d in 
With such heart-shaking musk, who can say 
What are its tidings: have our troops awak’d ? 
Or do they still, as 7f with opium drugg’d. 
Snore to the murmurs of th' Atlantic wave 7 
Is India free 7 and does she wear her plum’d 
And jewell'd turban with a smile of peace, 

Or do we grind her still 7 The grand debate. 
The popular harangue, the tart reply, 

The logic, and the wisdom, and the wit. 

And the loud laugh—1 long to know them all; 
I burn to set th’ imprison’d wranglers free. 
And give them voice and utt’rance once again. 

Now stir the fire, and close the shutters fast. 
Let fall the curtains, wheel the sofa round. 
And while the bubbling and loud-hissing urn 
Throws up a steamy column, and the cups 
That cheer not to inebriate, wait on each. 

So let us welcome peaceful ev’iiing in. 

Not such his evening, who, with shining face, 
Sweats in the crowded theatre, and squeez'd. 
And bor’d with elbow-points through both his 
sides, 

Outscolds the ranting actor on the stage. 

Nor his, who patient stands till his feet throb. 
And his head thumps, to feed upon th^reath 
Of patriots bursting with heroic rage. 

Or placemen all tranquillity and smiles. 

This folio of four pages, happy work! 

Which not e’en critics criticise, that holds 
Inquisitive attention, while I read. 

Fast bound in chains of silence, which the 
fair, [break—■ 

Though eloquent themselves, yet fear to 
What is it but a map of busy life, « 

Its fluctuations, and its vast concerns 7 
Here runs the mountainous and craggy ridge 
That tempts ambition. On the summit, see 
The seals of office glitter in his eyes; 

He climbs, he pants, he grasps them. At 
his heels. 

Close at his heels, a demagogue ascends. 


And with a dezt’rous jerk soon twists him 
down, 

And wins them, but to lose them in his turn. 
Here rills of oily eloquence in soft 
Meanders lubricate the course they take: 

The modest speaker is asham’d and griev’d 
T’ engross a moment’s notice : and yet begs. 
Begs a propitious ear for bis poor thoughts. 
However trivial all that he conceives. 

Sweet bashfulness! it claims at least this 
praise : 

The dearth of information and good sense 
That it foretells us, always comes to pass. 
Cataracts of declamation thunder here, 

The forests of no meaning spread the page 
In which all comprehension wanders lost 3 
While fields of pleasantry amuse us there 
With merry descants on a nation’s woes. 

I'he rest appears a wilderness of strafe 
But gay confusion—roses for the cheSliB 
And lilies for the brows of faded age. 

Teeth for the toothless, ringlets for the bald. 
Heaven, earth, and ocean plunder’d of their 
sweets, 

Ncctareous essences, Olympian dews 3 
Sennons, and city feasts, and fav’rite airs. 
Ethereal journeys, submarine exploits, 

And Kattcrfelto, with his hair on end 
At his own wonders, wond'ring for liis bread 
’Tis pleasant through the-leopdiel^oTre- 
treat 

To peep at such a world : to see the stir 
Of the great Babel, and not feel the crowd : 
To hear the roar she sends through all her 
gates 

.At a safe distance, where the dying sound 
Falls a soft murmur on th’ uninjur’d ear. 

Thus sitting, and surveying thus at ease 
The globe and its concerns, ] seem advanc’d 
To some secure and more than mortal height, 
That lib’rates and exempts me from them all. 
It turns suhniitted to my view, turns round 
With all its generaCTollB 31 behold 
The tumult, and am still 3 the sound of war 
Has lost it's terrors ere it reaches me 3 
Grieves, but alarms me not. I mourn the 
pride 

And av’rice that makes man a wolf to man, 
Hear the faint echo of those brazen throats 
By which he speaks the language of his heart. 
And sigh, but never tremble at the sound. 

He travels and expatiates, as the bee 
From flow’r to flow’r, so he from land to 
land 3 

The manners, customs, poA'cy of all 
Pay contribution to the store he gleans 3 
He sueks intelligence in ev’iy clime, «• 

And spreads the honey of his deep research 
At his return, a rich repast for me! 

He travels, and I too. I tread bis deck. 
Ascend his topmast, through his peering eyes 
Discover countries, with a>^indr^ heart 
SufiTer his woes, and share id^is escapea : 
While fancy, like the finger of Vi^lMk, 

Runs the great circuit, and is rtiUVt home. 
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$ 85. .A Fragment. Mallxt. 

F^ir morn ascends : fresh zephyr's breath 
• Blows lib’ral o'er yon bloomy heath. 

Where, sown profusely, herb and flow’r, 

Of balmy smell, of healing pow'r, 

*Their souls in fragrant dews exhale, 

And breathe fresh life in ev*ry gale. 

Ileri; spreads a green expanse of plains. 
Where, sweetly pensive. Silence reigns j 
And there, at utmost stretch of eye, 

A mountain fades into the sky; 

While winding round, diffus’d and deep, 

■ .A rjver rolls with sounding sweep. 
•Of^uman heart no traces near, 

I^eem alone with nature here! 

Here sTre thy walks, O sacred Health ! 
The monarch’s bliss, the beggar’s wealth, 
The scas’ning of all good below, 

, The sovereign’s friend in joy or woe. 

O thou, most courted, most despis'd. 

And but in absence duly priz'd ! 

Pow’r of the soft and rosy face ! 

The vivid pulse, the vermeil grace. 

The spirits, when they gayest shine. 

Youth, beauty, pleasure, all arc thine ! 

O SUP of life, whose heavenly ray 
Lights up and cheers our various day. 

The turbulence of hopes and fears, 

•The storm of fate, the cloud of years. 

Till natdre with thy parting light, 

■ Reposes late in Death’s calm night; 

Fled from the trophied roofs of state. 
Abodes of splendid pain and hate ; 

Fled from the couch, where, in sweet sleep, 
Hut Riot would his anguish steep. 

But tosses through the midnight shade. 

Of death, of life, alike afraid; 

For ever fled to shady cell. 

Where Temp’rance, where the Muses dwell, 
Thou oft art seen at early dawn, 
Slow-pacing o'er the breezy lawn j 
Or, on the brow of mountain hig^i, 

In silence feasting ear' and eye 

With song and prospect which abound 

From birds, and woods, and waterd round. 

• But when the sun, with noontide ray. 

Flames forth intolerable day 

While Heat sits fervent on the plain, 

.With Thirst and Languor in his train 
(All nature sick’ning in the blaze). 

Thou in the wild and woody maze 
That clouds the vale with umbrage^deep, 
Impendent from the neighb’ring steep, 
Wilbfind betimes a calm retreat. 

Where breathing'Coolness has her seat. 

There j^ung’d amid the shadows brown. 
Imagination lays him down; 

Attentive in his airy mood, 

To er’ry murmur of the wood: 

The bee in yonder flow'ry nook j 
The chidings of the headlong brook; 

The green leaf pMv’ring in the gale; 

■The* warbling hill, the lowing vde; 

The distant woodman’a echoing stroke; 

'T'lie thuAuer of the fUling oak. 


From thought to thought in vision led. 

He holds high converse with the dead j 
Sages or poets. See, they rise ! 

And shadowy skim before his eyes. 

Hark ! Orpheus strikes the lyre again, 

That soften’d savages to men ; 

Lo! Socrates the Sent of Heaven, 

To whom its moral will was given. 

Fathers and friends of human kind! 

They form'd the nations, or refin’d. 

With all that mends the head and heart, 
Enlight’ning truth, adorning art. 

Thus musing in the solemn shade. 

At once the sounding breeze was laid : 

And nature, by the unknown law, 

Shook deep with reverential awe; 

Dumb silence grew upon the hour; 

A brighter night involv’d the how’r : 

When issuing from the inmost wood. 

Appear’d fair Freedom’s Genius good. 

O Freedom ! sov’reign boon of Heav’n, 

Great charter with our being giv’n; 

I For whicy the patriot and the sage 
JIave plann’d, have bled, through ev’iy age 5 
High privilege pf IJhman race. 

Beyond a mortal monarch’s grace : 

Who could not give, who cannot claim. 

What but from God immediate came 1 
« • « « 

$ 86. Ode to Evening. J. Wartor. 

Hail, meek-ey’d maiden, clad in sober grey. 
Whose soft approach the weary wo^man 
loves; 

As homeward bent to kiss his prattling babes 
Jocund he whistles through the twilight 
groves. 

When PheebuB sinks behind the gilded hills. 
You lightly o’er the misty meadows walk; 
The drooping daisies bathe in dulcet dews. 
And nurse the nodding violet’s tender stalk. 

The panting Dryads, that in day’s fierce heat 
To inmost tow’rs and cooling caverns ran. 
Return, to trip in wanton ev’ning dance; 

Old Sylvan too returns, and laughing Pan. 

To the deep wood the clamorous rooks repair. 
Light swims the swallow o’er the wat'ry 
scene; [field. 

And from the sheep-cot, and fresb-furrow’d 
Stout ploughmen meet, to wrestle on the 
green. 

The swain, that artless sings on ymder rock, 

* His supping sheep and length’aing shadow 
spies, 

Pleas’d^vith the cool, the calm, refreshing hour, 
And with hoarse humming af unnumber’d 
flies. 

Now ev’ry Passion sleeps ; desponding Love, 
And pining Envy, ever-restless Pride; 

And holy Calm creeps o’er my peaceful soul, 
Anger and nuul Ambition’s storm subside. 
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O modMt Erening! oft let me aj^iear 
A wandering votary in thy pensive train; 
List’ning to every wildly-warbling note 
That fills with farewell aweet thy dark’ning 
p^ain. 

$ 87. Jfia. An Elegy. Masok. 

Far from her hallow’d grot, where, mildly 
bright, 

The pointed crystals shot their trembling light; 
From odripping moss, where sparkling dew- 
drops fell, [ed shell, 

Where coral glow’d, where twin’d the wreath- 
Pale his lay ; a willow’s lowly shade 
Spread its thin foliage o’er the sleeping maid ] 
Clos’d was her eye, and from her heaving breast 
In careless folds loose flow’d her zoneless 
vest; 

While down her neck her vagrant tresses flow, 
In all the awful negligence of woe ; 

Her um sustain'd her arm, that sculptur’d vase 
Where Vulcan’s art had lavish’d all his grace. 
Here, full with life, was heaven-f;aught Sci¬ 
ence seen. 

Known by the laurel-wrCath ?nd musing mien; 
There cloud-crown’d Fame, here Peace, sedate 
and bland, e [wand; 

Swell’d the loud trump, and wav’d the olive 
While solemn domes, arch’d shades, and vistas 
green, 

At well-mark’d distance close the sacred scene. 

On this the goddess cast an anxious look. 
Then dropt a tender tear, and thus she spoke : 
Yes, I could once with pleas’d attention trace 
The mimic charms of this prophetic vase; 
Then lift my head, and with enraptur’d eyes 
View on yon plain the real glories rise. 

Yes, Isis ! oft hast thou rejoic’d to lead 
Thy liquid treasures o’er yon fav’rite mead : 
Oft hast thou stopp’d thy pearly car to gaze, 
While ev’ry Science nurs'd its growing bays; 
While ev’ry Youth, with fame’s strong impulse 
fir’d. 

Press’d to the goal, and at the goal untir’d. 
Snatch’d each celestial wreath to bind his brow 
The Muses, Graces, Virtues, could bestow. 

E’en now fond Fancy leads th’ ideal train, 
And ranks her troops on Memory’s ample 
plain; • • 

See! the firm leaders of my patriot line. 

See! Sydney, Raleigh, Hampden, Somers, 
shine. 

See Hough, superior to a tyrant’s doom, 

Smile at the menace of the slave of Rome: 
Each souV whom truth could fire, and virtue 
mov«, [love. 

Each breast strong panting with its country’s 
All that to' Albion gave their heart o\[ head. 
That wisely csunseil’d, or that bravely bled, 
All, all appear on me they grateful smile. 
The well-earn’d prize of ev’ry virtuous toil 
To me with filial reverence they bring, 

And hang fresh trophies o’er my honor’d spring. 
Ah! I remember well yon bewhen spray, 
There Addison first tam’d his polish’d lay; 


[book ft. 

’Twas there great Cato’s form fint met his eye, 
In all the pomp of free-born majesty; [awe, 
” My son,” he cried, “ observe this inien with 
In solemn lines the strong resemblance draw; 
The piercing notes shall strike each British 
ear, 

Each British eye shall drop the patriot tear! 
And, rous’d to glory by the nervous strain. 
Each youth shall spurn at slavery’s abject 
reign, 

Shall guard with Cato’s zeal Britannia’s laws, 
And speak, and act, and bleed, in freedom’s 
cause.” • 

The hero spoke; the bard assenting bow’d; 
The lay to Liberty and Cato flow’d; 

While Echo, as she rov’d the vale along, 
Join’d the strong cadence of his Roman song. 

But, ah! how Stillness slept upon the ground. 
How mute attention check'd each rising sound. 
Scarce stole a breeze to wave the l8|fy spray. 
Scarce trill’d aweet Philomel her softest lay, 
When Locke walk’d musing forth ! e'en now 
I view 

Majestic Wisdom thron'd upon his brow; 
View Candor smile upon his modest cheek, 
And from his eye all Judgment’s radiance 
break. 

’Twas here the sage his manly zeal express’d. 
Hero stripp’d vain Falsehood ofher gaudy vest: 
Here Truth’s collected beam s firstxfill’d his 
mind, 

Ere long to burst in blessings on mankind ; 
Ere long to show to reason’s purged eye. 

That “ Nature’s first best gift was Liberty.” 

Proud of this wondrous son, sublime I stood, 
(While louder surges swell’d my rapid flood ;) 
Then, vain as Niobe, exulting cried, 

Ilissus ! roll thy fam’d Athenian tide ; 

Though Plato’s steps oft mark’d thy neighb’iing 
glade, 

Though fair Lycaeum lent its awful shade. 
Though ev’ry Academic green impress’d 
Its image full on thyieflecting,breast, 

Yet my pure stream shall boast as proud a 
name. 

And Britain’s Isis flow with Attic fame. , 
Alas! how chang’d ! where now that Attic 
boast ? 

See! Gothic License rage all o’er my coast: 
See! Hydra Faction spreads its impious reign. 
Poison each breast, and madden ev’ry brain : 
Hence frpntless crowds that, not content to 
fright 

The blushing Cynthia from her throne of night. 
Blast the fair face of day; »nd, madly bold. 

To Freedom’s foes infernal orgies hold ; 

To Freedom’s foes, ah! see the gob'ietc^wn’d, 
Hear plausive shouts to Freedom’s foes re¬ 
sound ; 

The horrid notes my refluent waters daunt. 
The Echoes groan, the Dryad quits their haunt; 
Learning, that once to aUvIiflus’d her beam, 
Now sh^s, by stealth, a parisyal private gleam 
In some lone cloister’s melancholy kbade. 
Where a firm few support her bick^ head. 




Deipis’d, ioaolted, oy the barb’rons train, 

Who Bcoor, like Thracia’a moon-atruck rout, 
, the plain, 

Sworn foea, like them, to all the Muse approves, 
AU PhcebuB favors, or Minerva loves. [rear, 
Are these the sons my fost’ring breast must 
Srac’d with my name, and nurtur’d by my 
care 7 

Must these go forth from my maternal hand 
To deal their insults through a peaceful land; 
And boast, while Freedom blc^s, and Virtue 
groans, 

That Isis taught Rebellion to her Sons 7 
'Vorbld it, Heaven ! and let my rising waves 
Indignant swell, and whelm the recreant 
slaves ! 

In England’s cause their patriot floods employ, 
As Xanthus delug'd in the cause of Troy. 

Is this denied ; then point some secret way 
^here far, far hence these guiltless streams 
may stray ; [spreads 

Some unknown channel lend, where Nature 
Inglorious vales, and unfrequented meads: 
There, where a hind scarces tunes his rustic 
strain, [plain. 

Where scarce a pilgrim treads the pathless 
Content I’ll flow; forget that e’er my tide 
Saw yon majestic structures crown its side; 
Forget that e’er my wrapt attention hung 
&r on the Sage’s or the Poet’s tongue; 

Calm and resign’d my humbler lot embrace, 
■And, pleas’d, prefer oblivion to disgrace. 

$ 88. Ode to Time j occaeiotud by seeing 
the Ruins qf an old Castle. Ogilvis. 

I. 1. 

O THOU, who imd the world-involving gloom, 
Sitt’st on yon solitary spire! 

Or slowly shak’st the sounding dome. 

Or hear’at the wildly-warbling lyre j 
Say, when thy musing soul 
Bids distant times unrol, 

And marks the flight of each revolving year, 
Of years whose'slow consuming pow’r 
Has clad with moss yon leaning tow’r 
That saw the race of Glory run, 

Tllat mark'd Ambition’s setting sun, 

^ That shook old Empires’ tow’ring pride, 

That swept them down the floating tide— 
Say, when these long-unfolding scenes appear, 
Streams down thy hoary cheek the pity-dart¬ 
ing tear 7 

I. 2. • 

Cast o’er yon trackless waste thy wand’ring 

%yo3 e 

Yon hill, whose gold-illnmin’d brow, 

. Just tremblsng through the bonding sky, 

- O’erloAa the boundless wild below, 

Once bore the branching wood 
That o'er yon murmuring flood 
. Hung wildly waving to the rustling gale; 

The naked heath whh moss o’ergrown. 

That hears the lone owl’s nightly moan, 

Once bloogi’d with summer's copious store. 
Once rais’4 the lawn-bespangled flow’r; 


Or heard some lover's plaintive lay. 

When, by pale Cynthia’s silver ray. 

All wild he wander’d o'er the lonely dale. 

And taught the list’ning moon the melancholy- 
tale. 

I. 3. 

Ye wilds, where heaven-rapt Fancy roves! 

Ye sky-crown’d hills, and solemn groves! 

Ye low-brow’d vaults, ye gloomy cells! 

Ye caves where night-bred Silence dwells! 
Ghosts that in yon lonely hall 
Lightly glance along the vrall j 
Or beneath yon ivy’d tow’r. 

At the silent midnight hour. 

Stand array’d in spotless white. 

And stain the dusky robe of Night: 

Or with slow solemn pauses roam 
O’er the long-sounding hollow dome! 

Say, mid yon desert solitary round. 

When darkness wraps the boundless spheres, 
Does ne’er some dismal, dying sound 
On Night’s dull serious ear rebound ; 

That mourns the ceaseless lapse of life-con- 
Bumfng years 7 

H. 1. 

O call th’ inspiring glorious hour to view 
When Caledonia’s martial 
From yon steep rock’s high-arching brow 
['cur’d on the heart-struck flying llane! 

When War’s blood-tinctur’d spear 
Hung o’er the trembling rear; [flight, 

When light-heei’d Terror wing’d their headlong 
Yon tow’rs then rung with wild alarms I 
Yon desert gleam’d with shining arms ! 

W’hile on the bleak hill's bright’ning spire 
Bold Victory flam’d, with eyes of fire; 

Her limbs celestial robes enfold. 

Her wings were ting'd with spangling gold. 
She spoke; her words infus’d resistless might. 
And warm’d the bounding heart, and rous'd 
the soul of fight. 

II. 2. 

But, ah! what hand the smiling prospect 
brings: 

What voice recals th’ expiring day 7 
See, darting swift on eagle-wings. 

The glancing moment bursts away! 

So, from some mountain’s head. 

In mantling gold array’d. 

While bright-eyed Fancy stands in sweet sur¬ 
prise : 

The vale where musing Quiet treads. 

The flow’r-clad lawns, and blooming meads, 
Or streams where Zephyr loves to stray 
Beneath the pale eve’s twinkling ray: 

Or waving woods detain the sight— 

When from the gloomy cave of night 
Some cloud sweeps shadowy o’er the dusky 
skUs, [swims, and dies. 

And wraps the flying scene, that fades, and 
II. 3. 

Lo! rising from yon dreary tomb. 

What spectres stalk across the gloom! 

With haggard eyes, and visage pale. 

And voice that moans with feeble wail 1 
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O’er yon long resounding plain 
Slowly moves the solemn train; 

Wailing wild with shrieks of woe 
O’er the bones that rest below! 

While the dull Night’s startled ear 
Shrinks aghast with thrilling fear! 

Or stand with thin robes wasting soon, 

And eyes that blast the sick’ning moon ! 

Yet these, ere Time had roll’d their years away,' 
Ere Death’s fell arm had mark’d its aim, 

Rul’d yon proud tow’rs with ample sway, 
Beheld the trembling swains obey, 

And wrought the glorious deed that swell’d the 
trump of Fauue. 

III. 1. 

But why o’er these indulge the bursting sigh ? 
Peels not each shrub the tempest's pow'r ? 
Rocks not the dome when whirlwinds fly ? 

Nor shakes the hill when thunders roar 7 
Lo! mould’ring, wild, unknown, 

What fanes, what tow’rs o'erthruwn, 

What tumbling chaos marks the waste of Time! 
I see Palmyra’s temples fall; ^ 

Old Ruin i^akes the hanging wall! 

Yon waste where roaming' hops howl, 

Yon aisle where moans the grey-eyed owl, 
Shows the proud Firsian’s great abode ;* 
Where secured once,'an earthly god ! [clime. 
His pow'r-clad arm controll’d each happier 
Where sports the warbling Muse, and Fancy 
Boars sublime. 

III. 2. 

Hark I what dire sound rolls murm’ring on the 
gale 7 

Ah ! what soul-thirsting scene appears 7 
I see the column’d arches fail! 

And structures hoar, the boast of years ! 

What mould’ring piles, decay’d, 

Gleam through the moon-streak’d shade. 
Where Rome’s proud genius rear'd her awful 
Sad monument!—Ambition near [brow .' 

Rolls on the dust, and pours a tear 3 
Pale Honor drops the flutt’ring plume. 

And Conquest weeps o’er Ciesar’s tomb; 

Slow Patience sits, with eye deprest. 

And Courage beats his sobbing breast; [flow. 
E’en War’s red cheek the gushing streams o’er- 
And Fancy’s list’ning ear attends the plaint of 
woe. w 

III. 3. 

Lo, on yon pyramid sublime. 

Whence lies old Egypt’s desert clime, 

Bleak, naked, wild! where Ruin low’rs, 

'Mid fanes, and wrecks, and tumbling tow’rs. 
On the steep height, waste and bare. 

Stands the Pow’r with hoary hair ! 

O'er his sithe he bends; his hand ' 

Slowly shakes the flowing sand. 

While the hours, in airy ring, 

Lightly flit, with downy wing, 

And sap the works of man, and shade 
With silver locks his farrow’d head 3 (vey, 
Thence rolls the mighty Pow'r his broad sur- 

* Fsraepolis. 


And seals the nations’ awful doom : 

He sees proud grandeur’s meteor ray 3 
He yields to joy the festive day: 

Then sweeps the length’ning shade, and marks 
them for the tomb. 

$ 89. Ode to Evening. Ogilvie. 

Meek Pow’r, whose balmy-pinion’d gale. 
Steals o’er the flow’r-enamell’d dale! 

Whose voice in gentle whispers near 
Oft sighs to Quiet's list’ning ear 3 
As, on her downy couch, at rest. 

By Thought’s inspiring visions blest. 

She sits, with white-rob’d Silence nigh, . 

And musing heaves her serious eye, 

To mark the slow sun’s glimm’ring ray. 

To catch the last pale gleam of day '3 

Or, sunk in sweet repose, unknown 

Lies on the wild hill’s van alone 3 

And sees thy gradual pencil flow •w • 

Along the heaven-illumin’d bow. 

Come, Nymph demure, with mantle blue, 
Thy traces bath’d in balmy dew, 

With step smooth sliding o’er the green. 

The Graces breathing in thy mien 3 
And thy vesture’s gather’d Ibid 
Girt with a zone of circling gold 3 
And bring the harp, whose s^emn string 
Dies to the wild wind’s murm’ring wing 3 
And the Nymph, whose eye serene 
Marks the calm-breathing’woodland scene 3 
Thought, mountain sage! who loves to climb, 
And haunts the dark rock’s summit dim 3 ' 
Let Fancy, falcon-wing’d, be near 3 
And through the cloud-envelop'd sphere, 
Where musing roams Retirement hoar. 

Lull’d by the torrent’s distant roar. 

Oh bid with trembling light to glow 
The raven-plume that crowns his brow. 

Lo, where thy meek-ey’d train attend ! 
Queen of the solemn thought, descend ! 

Oh hide me in romantic bow’rs, 

Or lead my^tepto ruin’d tow’rs! 

Where gleaming through the chinky door 
The pale yay gilds the moulder’d floor 3 
While beneath the hallow’d pile. 

Deep in the desert shrieking aisle. 

Rapt Contemplation stalks along. 

And hears the slow clock’s pealing tongue; 
Or, ’mid the dun discolored gloom. 

Sits on the hero’s peaceful tomb. 

Throws life’s gay glitt’nng robe aside. 

And tranfples on the neck of Pride. 

Oft, shelter'd by the rambling sprays, 

Lead o’er the forest’s windi^^g maze: ** 

Where, through the mantling boughs, afar 
Glimmers the silver-streaming starg 
And, shower’d from ev’ry rustling blod^ 

The loose light floats along the shade 3 
So hov’ring o’er the human scene, 

Gay Pleasure sports with brow serene 3 
By Fancy beam'd, the glancing ray. 

Shoots, flatters, gleams, and fleets away; 
Unsettled, dubious, restless, blind, ^ 

Floats all the busy bustling mind 3 ^ 
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While Mem’ry’s unstain’d leaves retain 
No trace from all th’ ideal train. 

But see, the landscape op’ning fair 
Invites to breathe the purer air! 

Oh when the cowslip-scented gale, 

Shakes the light dew-drop o’er tlie dale, 
^hen on her amber-dropping bod 
Loose Ease reclines her downy head; 

How,blest, by fairy-haunted stream 
To melt in mild ecstatic dream 1 
Die to the pictur’d wish, or hear 
(Breath'd soft on Fancy's trembling ear) 

Such lays by angel-harps refin'd, 

SAs (jalf unchain’d the ilutt’ring mind, 

When on life's edge it eyes the shore. 

Alid all its pinions stretch to soar. 

Lo, where the sun’s broad orb withdrawn 
Skirts with pale gold the dusky lawn: 

While, led by ev'ry gentler pow'r. 

Steals the slow, solemn, musing hour. 

Now from the green hill’s purple brow 
Let me mark the scene below; 

Where, feebly glancing through the gloom. 
Yon myrtle sh^^es the silent tomb; 

Not far, beneath the evening beam, 

The dark lake rolls his azure stream. 

Whose breast the swan's white plumes di' 
vide. 

Slow sailing o'er the floating tide. 

-droves, meads, and spires, and forests bare. 
Shoot glimm’ring through the misty air j 
• Dim as the vision-pictur’d bow'r 
That gilds the saint's expiring hour. 

When, rapt to ecstasy, his eye 
Looks through the blue ethcreil sky ; 

All heaven unfolding to his sight! 

Gny forms that swim in floods of light! 

The sun-pav’d floor, the balmy clime. 

The ruby-beaming dome sublime ; 

The tow’rs in glitt’ruijr p tmp dKphw’d— 

The bright scene hoveis o er ins bed : 

He starts—but from bis eager gaze 
Black clouds obscure the lessening rays 3 
On Mem'ry still the scene is wrought. 

And lives in Fancy’s featur'd thougljt. 

On the airy mount reclin’d 
What wishes soothe the musing mind! 

How soil the velvet lap of Spring 
How sweet the Zephyr’s violet wing ! 
Goddeqp of the plaintive song. 

That leads the melting heart along! 

Oh bid the voice of genial pow’r 
Reach Contemplation’s lonely bow'ig 
And call the sage with tranced sight 
To clitaib the mou|tain’B steepy height; 

To wing the kindling wish, or spre^ 

O’er Thought’s pale chesk enliv'ning red 3 
Come,%oBry Pow’r, with serious eye, 

Whose thought explores yon distant sky 3 
Now, when the busy world is still. 

Nor passion tempts the wav’ring will. 

When sweeter hop^ each pow’r control. 

And qniet whispersro the soul. 

Now Bwe^ from life th’ illusive train 
That doncp in folly’s dizzy brain : 


Be Reason’s simple draught portray’d. 

Where blends alternate light and shade ; 

Bid dimpled Mirth, with thought belied, 
Sport on the bubble’s glitt’ring side; 

Bid Hope pursue the distant Imon, 

And Plirensy watch the fading moon 3 
Paint Superstition’s starting eye, 

And Wit that leers with gesture sly 5 
Let Censure whet her venom'd dart. 

And green-eyed Envy gnaw the heart 5 
I.et Pleasure lie on flow’rs reclin’d. 

While .Anguish aims her shaft, behind. 

Hail, Sire sublime ! whose hallow’d cavi. 
Howls to the hoarse deep’s dashing wave 3 
Thee Solitude to Phcebus bore. 

Far on the lone deserted shore. 

Where Orellano's rushing tide 
Roars on the rock’s projected side. 

Hence bursting o er thy ripen’d mind. 

Beams all the father’s thought refin’d 3 
Hence oft:, in silent vales unseen. 

Thy footsteps print the fairy green 3 
Or thy soul melts to strains of woe. 

That fronf the willow’’s quiv’ring bough 
Sweet warbling bre-the—^the zephyrs round 
O’er Dec’s smo&th current waft the sound, 
When soft on bending osiers laid 
The broad sun trembling through the bed} 
All wild thy beav’n-rapt fancy strays. 

Led through the soul-dissolving maze 3 
Till Slumber dowiiy-pinion’d, near. 

Plants her strong fetlocks on thy ear 3 
The soul unfetter’d bursts away. 

And basks enlarg’d in beamy day. 

^ 90 . Ode lo Innocence. Ogilvie. 

'Twas when the slow-tleclining ray 
Hid ting'd the cloud with evening gold3 
No w.ifblei me!twig lay. 

No sound disturb’d the sleeping fold : 

When by a murin’rmg rill reclin’d, 

Sut, wrapt in thought, a wand’ring swain 3 
Calm peace compos'd his musing mind 3 
And thus he rais d the flowing strain : 

“ Hail. Innocence ! celestial Maid '. 

What joys thy blushing charms reveal'. 

Sweet as the arbor’s cooling shade. 

And milder than the vernal gale. 

“ On Thee attends a radiant choir. 

Soft smiling Peace and downy Rest} 

With Love, that prompts the warbling lyre 3 
And Hope, that soothes the throbbing breast. 

“ Oh sent from heaven to haunt the grove. 
Where squinting Envy ne’er can come ! 

^lor pines the cheek with luckless love. 

Nor anguish chills the living bloom. 

“ But spotless Beauty, rob’d in white. 

Sits on yon moss-grown hill reclin’d: 

Serene as heaven’s unsullied light. 

And pure as Delia’s gentle mind. 

“ Grant, heavenly Pow’r! thy peaceful sway 
May still my rude'- thoughts control 3 
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Thy hand to point my dubious way, 

Thy voice to soothe the melting soul. 

“ Far in the shady, sweet retreat, 

Let Thought beguile the ling’ring hour ; 

Let Quiet court the mossy seat. 

And twining olives form the bowV : 

“ Let dove-eyed Peace her wreath bestow, 
And oft sit list’ning in the dale. 

While Night's sweet warbler from the bough 
Tells to the grove her plaintive tale. 

“ Soft, as in Delia’s snowy breast. 

Let each consenting passion move; 

Let Angela watch its silent rest, 

And all its blissful dreams be Love I” 

J M. A Description qf a Parish Poor Home. 

Crabhjs. 

There is yon house that holds the parish poor, 
Whose walls of mud scarce bear the broken 
door; 

There, where the putrid vapors flagging play, 
And the dull wheel hums doleful through the 
day: [care; 

There children dwell, who know no parent’s 
Parents, who know^, no children’s love, dwell 
there: 

Heart-broken matrons on their joyless bed. 
Forsaken wives, and mothers never wed ; 
Dejected widows, with unheeded tears. 

And crippled age, with more than childhood 
fears I 

The lame, the blind, and, far the happiest they! 
The moping idiot, and the madman gay. 

Here too the sick their final doom receive. 
Here brought, amid the scenes of grief to 
grieve: [flow, 

Where the loud groans from some sad chandler 
Mix’d with the clamors of the crowd below; 
Here, sorrowing, they each kindred sorrow 
scan, 

And the cold charities of man to man : 

Whose laws indeed for ruin’d age provide. 
And strong compulsion plucks the scrap from 
pride; 

But still that scrap is bought with many a sigh, 
And pride imbitters what it can’t deny. 

Say, ye oppress’d by some fantastic jiroes. 
Some jarring nerve that baffles your repose; 
Who press the downy couch, while slaves ad¬ 
vance 

With timid eye, to read the distant glance; 
Who with sad prayers the weary doctor tease 
To name* the nameless ever-new disease; 

Who with mock-patience dire complaints en¬ 
dure. 

Which real pain, and that alone, can cure; 
How would ye bw in real pain to lid^ 
Despis’d, neglected, left alone to die ? 

How would ye bear to draw your latest breath, 
Where all that’s wretched paves the way for 
death. [vides, 

Bueh is that room which one rude beam di- 
And naked rafters form the sloping sides; 
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Where the vile bands that bind the thatoh are' 
seen. 

And lath and mud are all that lie between; 
Save one dull pane, that, coarsely patch’d, 
gives way 

To tlie rude tempest, yet excludes the day: 
Here, on a matted flock, with dust o’erspread,’ 
'fhe drooping wretch reclines his languid head; 
Fur him no hand the cordial cup applies. 

Nor wipes the tear that stagnates in his eyes; 
No friends with soft discourse his pain beguile, 
Nor promise hope till sickness wears a smile. 

( 92 . Description of a Country Apothecary. . 

Crarub.^ 

But soon a loud and hasty summons calls, ‘ 
.Shakes the thin roof, aud echoes round the 
Anon a figure enters, quaintly neat, [walls : 
All pride and business, bustle and conceit; 
With looks unalter’d by these scenes^ woe, 
IVith speed that, entering, speaks his mute to' 
go: 

lie bids the gazing throng around him fly. 

And carries fate and physic in his eye ; 

A potent quack, long vers’d in human ills. 

Who first insults the victim whom he kills, 
Whose mnrd’rous hand a drowsy bench protect, 
And whose most tender mercy is neglect. 

Paid by tlic pariah for attendance here, 
lie wears contempt upon his sapient sneer; 

In haste he seeks the bed where misery lies, 
Impatience mark'd in his averted eyes; 

And, some habitual queries hurried o'er. 
Without reply, he rushes on the door; 

Ills drooping patient, long inur’d to pain. 

And long unheeded, knows remonstrance vain ; 
lie ceases now the feeble help to crave 
Of man, and mutely hastens to the grave. 

$ 93 . Description of a Country Clergyman 
visiting the Sick. Crarbe. 

But, ere his death, some pious doubts arise. 
Some Bimplsifears which “ bold bod” men de¬ 
spise : 

Fain would he ask the parish priest to prove 
His title certain to the joys above ; [calls 
For this he sends the murmuring nurse, wk* 
The holy stranger to these dismal walls: 

And doth not he, the pious man, appear, 

H6, " passing rich with forty pounds a-year t” 
Ah no! a shepherd of a difierent stock. 

And far unlike him, feeds this little flock : 

A jovial jiputh, who thinks his Sunday’s task 
As much as God or man can fairly ask ; 

The rest he gives to loves ^d labors li^t. 

To fields the morning, and to feasts the night; 
None better skill’d the noisy pack guide, 

To urge their chase, to cheer them, or to*shide; 
Sure in his shot, his game he seldom miss’d. 
And seldom fail'd to win his game at whist; 
Then, while such honors bloom around hia 
head, 

Shall he sit sadly by the aich man’s bed, 

To raise the hope he feels not, or with zeal 
To combat fears that e’en the ]pouB.|eel ? 
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$ 94. Tht Reaatmfor deieribing the Victt 
, tffiht VtUage. Crabbe. 

'('et why,-you aak, these humble crimes re¬ 
late? 

Why make the poor as guilty as the great 7 
To show the great, those mightier sons of pride. 
How near in vice the lowest are allied ; 

Such are their natures, and their passions such, 
Rut these disguise too little, those too much: 
So shall the man of pow’r and pleasure sec 
In his own slave as vile a wretch as he ; 

In his luxuriant lord the servant find 
His own low pleasures and degenerate mind; 
And each in all the kindred vices trace 
13f a poor, blind, bewilder’d, erring race } 
Who, a short time in varied fortune past, 

Die, and are equal in the dust at last. 

And you, ye poor, who still lament your fate. 
Forbear to envy those you reckon great; 

And know, amid those blessings they possess, 
They are, like you, the victims of distress; 
While Sloth with many a pang torments her 
slave, [brave. 

Fear waits on guilt, and Danger shakos the 

$ 95. Apology for Vagrants. Anoh. 

For him, who, lost to cv’ry hope of life, 

Has long with fortune held unequal strife, 
Known to no human love, no human care, 
The friendless, hoQieless object of despair ; 
For the poor vagrant feci, while he complains, 
Npr from sad freedom send to sadder chains. 
Alike, if folly or misfortune brought 
Those last of woes his evil days have wrought; 
Relieve with social mercy, and, with me. 
Folly’s misfortune in the first degree. 

Perhaps on some inhospitable shore 
The houseless wretch a widow’d parent bore; 
Who, then no more by golden prospects led. 
Of the poor Indian begg’d a leafy bed. 

Cold, on Canadian hills, or Minden’s plain. 
Perhaps that parent mourn’d her §oldier slain; 
Rent o’er her babe, her eye dissolv’d in dew. 
The big drops mingling with the milk he drew. 
Gave the sad pressage of his future ^ears. 

The child of misery, baptiz'd in tears! 

$ 96. London. A Poem. Dr. Joensok. 

Hi imitation of the third Satire of Juvenal, 1733. 
Tho0qh grief and fondness in my breast rebel 
When injured Thales bids the town farewell, 
Yet still my calmer thoughts his choice com¬ 
mend, 

I prajpe the hermit, but regret the friend; 
Who now resolvei, from vice and London far. 
To breathe in distant fields a purer air ; 

And ^'d 9a Cambria’s solitary shore, 

Give to St. David one true Briton more. 

For who would leave, uubrib’d, Hibernia's 
land. 

Or change the rocks of Scotland for the Strand? 
There none are swcqtt by sudden fate away. 
But ail whom hunger spares, with age decay; 
Here malice, rapine, accident, conspire. 

And now a rabble rages, now a fire; 

, Vm,. A. Nos. 79 &80. 


Their ambush here relentletn rufiSans lay. 

And here the fell attorney prowls for prey j 
Here falling houses thunder on your head. 

And here a female atheist talks you dead. 
While Thales waits the wherry that contains 
Of dissipated wealth the small remains. 

On Thames’s banks in silent thought we stood. 
Where Greenwich smiles upon the silver flood } 
Struck with the seat that gave Eliza* birth, 
We kneel and kiss the consecrated earth ; 

In pleasing dreams, the blissful age renew; 
And call Britannia’s glories back to view; 
Behold her cross triumphant on the main. 

The guard of commerce, and the dreaid of 
Spain; 

Ere masquerades debauch’d, excise oppress’d. 
Or English honor grew a standing jest. 

A transient calm the happy scenes bestow, 
And for a moment lull the sense of woe. 

At length awaking, with contemptuous frown. 
Indignant Thales eyes the neighboring town. 
Since worth, he cries, in these degenerate days. 
Wants ^n the cheap reward of empty praise j 
In those curs’d w{|Jls, devote to vice and gain. 
Since unrewarded science toils in vain j 
Since hope but soothes to double my distress. 
And ev’ry moment leaves my little less; 

While yet my steady steps no staff sustains. 
And life, still vigorous, revels in my veins; 
Grant me, kind Heaven, to find some happier 
place, 

Where honesty and sense are no disgrace ; 
Some pleasing bank where verdant osiers play, 
Some peaceful vale with nature’s painting gay. 
Where once the harass’d Briton found repose, 
And safe in poverty defy’d his foes; 

Some secret cell, ye pow’rs indulgent, give; 

Let-live here, for-has learn'd to live. 

Here let those reign whom pensions can incite 
To vote a patriot black, a courtier white; 
Explain their country’s dear-bought rights 
away. 

And plead for pirates in the face of day ; 

With slavish tenets taint our poison’d youth. 
And lend a lie the confidence of truth. 

Let such raise palaces, and manors buy, 
Collect a tax, or farm a lottery; 

With warbling eunuchs fill a licens’d stage, 
And'lull to servitude a thoughtless age. 
Heroes, proceed! what bounds your pride shall 
hold ? [gold ? 

What check restrain your thirst of power and 
Behold rebellious virtue quite o'erthrown. 
Behold our fame, our wealth, our lives your 
own. 

To such a groaning nation's spoils are given. 
When public crimes inflame the wrath of Hea- 
van. [me. 

But what, my friend, what hope remains for 
Who start at theft, and blush at peijuiy ? 

Who scarce forbear, though Britain’s court he 
sing. 

To pluck a titled poet’s borrow’d wing; 
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A Btatesman’i logic unconvinc’d can hear, 
And dare to alumber o’er the Gazetteer; 
Despiae a fool in half his pension dress’d, 

And strive in vain to laugh at 11 —y’s jest. 

Others, with softer smiles, and subtler art. 
Can sap the principles, or taint the heart 3 
With more address a lover’s note convey, 

Or bribe a virgin’s innocence away, [tongue 
Well may they rise, while I, whose rustic 
Ne’er knew to puzzle right, or varnish wrong. 
Spum’d as a beggar, dreaded as a spy. 

Live unregarded, unlamented die. 

For what but social guilt the friend endears 1 
Who shares Orgelio’s crimes, his fortune 
shares. 

But thou, should tempting villany present 
All Marlborough hoarded, or all Villiers spent, 
Turn from the glitt’ring bribe thy scornful 
eye. 

Nor sell lor gold what gold could never buy. 
The peaceful slumber, self-approving day. 
Unsullied fame, and conscience ever gay. 

The cheated nation’s happy fav’rit^ see! 
Mark whom the great caress, who frown on 
me! 

London, the needy villain’s genial home. 

The common-sewer .yf Pans and of Rome j 
With eager thirst, by folly or by fate. 

Sucks in the dregs of each corrupted state. 
Forgive my transports on a theme like this, 

I cannot bear a French metropolis. 

Illustrious Edward, from the realms of day. 
The land of heroes and of saints survey; 

Nor hope the British lineaments to trace. 

The mstic grandeur or the surly grace. 

But lost in thoughtless case and empty show. 
Behold the warrior dwindled to a beau 3 
Sense, freedom, piety, refin’d away. 

Of France the mimic, and qf Spain the prey. 

All that at home no more can beg or steal. 
Or like a gibbet better than a wheel; 

Hiss'd from the stage, or hooted from the court. 
Their air, their dress, their politics import j 
Obsequious, artful, volubib, and gay, 

On Britain’s fond credulity they prey. 

No gainful trade their industry can 'scape. 
They sing, they dance, clean shoes, or cure a 
clap. 

All sciences a fasting Monsieur know87 
And bid him go to hell, to hell he goes. 

Ah ! what avails it, tliat from slav’ry fa', 

1 drew the breath of life in English air 3 
Was early taught a Briton’s right to prize. 
And lisp the tale of Henry’s victories 3 
If the gull’d conqueror receives the chain. 

And flattery subdues when arms are vain T 
Studious to please, and ready to submit, 
l>e subtle Gaul was born a parasite ; 

Still to his int'rest true where’er he goes, 
Wit,brav’ry, worth, his lavish tongue bestows 3 
In ev’iy face a thousand graces shine, 

From ev’iy tongue flows harmony divine. 
These arts in vain our rugged natives try. 
Strain out, with falt’ring diffidence, a lie. 

And gam a kick for awkward flattery. 
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Besides, with justice, this discerning age 
Admires their wondrous talents for the stage: 
Well may they venture on the mimic’s‘art. 
Who play from morn to night a borrow’d part; 
Practis’d their master’s notions to embrace : 
Repeat his maxims, and reflect his face 3 
With ev’ry wild absurdity comply. 

And view each object with another’s eye; 

To shake with laughter e’er the jest they bear. 
To pour at will the counterfeited tear 3 
And as their patron hints the cold or heat. 

To shake in dog-days, in December sweat. 

How, when competitors like these contend. 
Can surly virtue hope to fix a friend 7 • 

Slaves that with serious impudence beguile. 
And lie without a blush, without a smile 3 
Exalt each trifle, ev’ry vice adore, 

Your taste in snuff, your judgment in a whore 3 
Can Balbo's eloquence applaud, and swear 
He gropes his breeches with a monard)|,’s air. 
For arts like these preferr’d, admir’d, ca¬ 
ress’d. 

They first invade your table, then your breast 3 
Explore your secrets with insidious art. 
Watch the weak hour, and ransack all the 
heart 3 

Then soon your ill-plac’d confidence repay. 
Commence your lords, and govern or betray. 

By numbers here from shame and censure 
All crimes are safe but hated poi^rty. [free. 
This, only this, the rigid law pursues. 

This, only this, provokes the snarling Muse. 
The sober trader at a tatter’d cloak. 

Wakes from bis dream, and labors for a joke ; 
With brisker air the silken courtiers gaze. 

And turn the varied taunt a thousand ways. 

Of all the griefs that harass the distress'd. 
Sure the most bitter is a scornful jest 3 
Fate never wounds more deep the gen’roun 
heart. 

Than when a blockhead’s insult points the dart. 

lias Heaven reserv’d, in pity to the poor. 

No pathless tVaste or undiscover’d shore 7 
No secret island in the boundless main 7 
No peaceful desert yet unclaim’d by Spain 7 
Quick let us rise, the happy seats explore, 

And bear oppression’s insolence no more. * 

This mournful truth is every where confess’d. 
Slow rises worth, by ‘poverty depreae’d: 

But here more slow, where all are slaves to 
gold, [sold 3 

Where looks are merchandise, and smiles are 
Where wdh by bribes, by flatteries implor’d. 
The groom retails the favors of his lord. 

But hark ! the affrighted cr'-wd’s tumulfoous 
cries [skies: 

Roll through the streets, and thun ier to the 

Rais’d from some pleasing dream of wealdi and 
pow’r. 

Some pompous palace, or some blissful bow’r. 
Aghast you start, and scarce with aching sight 
Sustain the approaching, fire’s tremendous 
light 3 

Swift from pursuing horrors take your way, 
And leave your little aU to flames a.prey 3 



BOOK II.] DIDACTIC, DESCRIPTIVE, &c. 291 


Then through the world a wtet^hed vagrant 
, roam, 

‘For where can starving merit find a home 1 
In vain your mouruFul narrative disclose. 
While all neglect, and most insult your woes. 
Should Heaven's just bolts, Orgilio’s wealth 
• confound, 

And spread his flaming palace on the ground. 
Swift o’er the land the dismal rumor flies. 
And public mournings pacify the skies : 

The laureat tribe in servile verse relate. 

How virtue wars with persecuting fate; 

With well-feign'd gratitude the pension’d 
,• band 

> Refund the plunder of the beggar’d land. 

See! while he builds, the gaudy vassals come. 
And crowd with sudden wealth the rising 
dome; 

The price of boroughs and of souls restore 3 
And raise his treasure higher than before. 
Now bless’d with all the baubles of the great. 
The polish’d marble, and the shining plate, 
Orgilio sees the gulden pile aspire. 

And hopes from angry Heaven another fire. 
Couldst thou resign the park and play con¬ 
tent, 

For the fair banks of Severn or of Trent 5 
There mightst thou find some elegant retreat. 
Some hireling senator’s deserted seat 3 
And stretch thy prospects o’er tlie smiling 
land, 

Ifor less than rent the dungeons of the Strand 5 
There prune thy walks, support thy droopiug 
flow’rs, 

Direct thy rivulets, and twine thy bo./’rs 5 
And, while thy grounds a cheap repast afford. 
Despise the dainties of a venal loid. 

There ev’ry bush with nature’s music rings, 
There ev’ry breeze bears health upon its 
wings 3 

On ail thy liours security shall smile, 

And bless thine evening walk ,and morning 
toil. 

Prepare for death if here at night you roam. 
And sign your will before you sup’from home. 
Some fiery fop, with new commission vain, 
^\'ho sleeps on brambles till he kills his man 3 
Si^me frolic drunkard, reeling from a feast, 
Provokes a broil, and stabs you for a iest. 

Yet el'en these heroes, mischievously gay, 
Lords of the street, and terrors of the way 5 
Flush’d as they are with folly, j^outb, and 
wine, 

Thejy prudent insults to the poor confine 3 
Aloof they mar# the flambeaux’s bright ap- 
- proach, ' 

And i^ui^the shining train, and golden coach. 
In vain, these dangers past, your doors you 
close. 

And hope the balmy blessings of repose: 

Cruel with guilt, and daring with despair. 

The midnight mutrd’rer bursts the faithless 
• bar 3 

Invades the sacred hour of silent rest. 

And plants, uflseen, a dagger in your breast. 


Scarce can our fields, such crowds at Ty¬ 
burn die. 

With hemp the gallows and the fleet supply. 
Propose your schemes, ye senatorian band. 
Whose ways and means support the sinking 
land; 

Lest ropes be wanting in the tempting spring, 
To rig another convoy for the king.* 

A single gaol in Alfred’s golden reign. 
Could half the nation’s criminals contain 3 
Fair justice then, without constraint ador’d. 
Held high the steady scale, but sheath'd the 
sword 3 

No spies were paid, no special juries known, 
Blest age! but ah ! how difTrent from our 
own 1 ' 

Much could I add—but see the boat at hand. 
The tide retiring, calls me from the land; 
Farewell!—When youth, and health, and for¬ 
tune spent, 

Thou fly’st for refuge to the wilds of Kent 3 
And tir'd like me with follies and with criihCB, 
In angt^ numbers warn’st succeeding times 3 
Then shall thy friend, nor thou refuse his aid, 
Still foe to vice, forsake his Cambrian shade 3 
In virtue's cause once more exert his rage, 
Thy satire point, and a^mate thy page. 

$ 97 . Great Cities, and London in partieu- 
lar, allowed their due Praise. Cowper. 

But though true worth and virtue in the mild 
And genial soil of cultivated life 
Thrive most, and may perhaps thrive only 
there. 

Yet not in cities oft 3 in proud and gay, 

And gain-devoted cities. Thither flow, 

As to a common and most noisome sewer, 

The dregs and feculence of ev’ry land. 

In cities, foul example on most minds 
Begets its likeness. Rank abundance breeds 
In gross and piinpcr'd cities sloth and lust, 
And wantouness, and gluttonous excess. 

In cities, vice is bidden with most ease, 

Or seen with least reproach 3 and virtue 
taught 

By frequent lapse, can hope no triumph there 
Beyond th’ achievement of successful flight. 

I do confess them nurs’ries of the arts, 

In which they flourish moat 3 where, in the 
I beams 

Of warm encouragement, and in the eye 
Of public note, they reach their perfect size. 
Such London is, by taste and wealth pro¬ 
claim’d 

The fairest capital of all the world, 

By riot and incontinence the worst. 

There, touch’d by Reynolds, a dull blank 
tecomes 

A lucid mirror, in which Nature sees 
All her reflected features. Bacon there 
Gives more than female beauty to a stone. 
And Chatham’s eloquence to marble lips. 

* The nation was discontented at the visits mads 
by George II. in Hanover. 
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Nor doM the chisel occupy alone [much; 
The powers of sculpture, but the style as 
Each province of her art her equal care. 

With nice incision of her guid^ steel 
She ploughs a brazen field, and clothes a soil 
So sterile with what charms ^oe’er she will, 
The richest scenery, and the loveliest forms. 
Where finds Philosophy her eagle eye. 

With which she gazes at yun burning disk 
Undazzled, and detects and counts his spots ? 
In London. Where her implements exact, 
With which ahe calculates, computes, and 
scans 

All distance, motion, magnitude; and now 
Measures an atom, and now girds a world ? 

In London. Where has commerce such a 
mart, [plied 

So rich, so throng’d, so drain’d, and so sup- 
Aa London, opulent, enlarg'd, and still 
Increasing London 1 Babylon of old 
Not more the glory of the earth, than she 
A more accomplish’d world’s chief glory now. 
She has her praise. Now mark a'.spot or 
two 

That so much beauty would do ' /ell to purge; 
And show this queen of cities, that so fair. 
May yet be foul, so u^tty, yet not wise. 

It is not seemly, nor of got^ report, 

That she is slack in discipline; more prompt 
T’ avenge than to prevent the breach of law 3 
That she is rigid in denouncing death 
On petty robbers, and indulges life 
And liberty, and oft-times honor too. 

To peculators of the public gold. 

That thieves at home must hang 3 but he that 
puts 

Into his overgorg’d and bloated purse 
The wealth of Indian provinces, escapes. 

Nor is it well, nor can it come to good. 

That, through profane and infidel contempt 
Of holy writ, she has presum’d t’ annul 
And abrogate, as roundly as she may. 

The total ordinance and will of God 3 
Advancing fashion to the post of truth. 

And ccnt’ring all authority in modes 
And customs of our own, till Sabbath rites 
Have dwindled into unrespeuted forms, 

And knees and hassocks arc well^flgh di¬ 
vorc’d. [town. 

God made the country, and man made the 
What wonder then that health and virtue, 
gifts 

That can alone make sweet the bitter draught 
That life holds out to all, should most abound. 
And least be threaten’d, in the fields and 
groves? 

Possess ye therefore, ye who, borne about 
In chariots and sedans, know no fatigur 
But that of idleness, and taste no scenes 
But such as art contrives, possess ye still 
Your element 3 there only ye can shine. 

There only minds like yours can do no harm. 
Our groves were plant^ to console at noon 
The pensive wand’rer in their shades. At eve 
The moon-beam, sliding softlv in between 


The sleeping leaves, is all the sight they 
wish 3 

Birds warbling, all the music. We can spare 
The splendor of your lamps 3 they but eclipse 
Our softer satellite. Your songs confound 
Our more harmonious notes. The thrush de¬ 
parts 

Scar’d, and th’ oflended nightingale is mute. 
There is a public mischief in your mirth ; ° 

It plagues your country. Folly such as yours. 
Grac'd with a sword, and worthier of a fan. 
Has made, which enemies could ne’er have 
done. 

Our arch of empire, steadfast but for you, 

A mutilated structure, soon to fall. 

$ 98 . The Want of Discipline in the Eng¬ 
lish Universities. Cowmii. 

In colleges and halls, in ancient days,^ 

When learning, virtue, piety, and trutV 
Were precious, and inculcated with care. 
There dwelt a sage, call’d Discipline. His 
bead. 

Not yet by time completely silver’d o’er. 
Bespoke him past the bounds of freakisA 
youth. 

But strong for service still, and unimpair’d. 
His eye was meek and gentle, and a smile 
Play’d on his lips, and in his speech was heard 
Paternal sweetness, dignity, and love. 

The occupation dearest to his heart 
Was to encourage goodness. He would stroke 
The head of modest and ingenuous worth 
That blush’d at its own praise, and press the 
youth [grew. 

Close to his side that pleas’d him. Learning 
Beneath his care, a thriving vigorous plant; 
The mind was well inform’d, the passions 
held 

Subordinate, and diligence was choice. 

If e'er it chanc’d, as sometimes chance it must. 
That one, among so many, overleap’d 
The limits of control, his gentle eye 
Grew stern, and darted a severe rebuke 3 
His frown was full of terror, and his voice 
Shook the delinquent with such fits of awe 
As left him not, till penitence had won 
Lost favor back again, and clos’d the breach. 
But Discipline, a faithful servant long. 
Declin’d at length into the vale of years'3 
A palsy struck his arm; his sparkling eye 
Was quench’d in rheums of age 3 his voice 
unstrung. 

Grew tremulous, and mov’d derision morf 
Than rev’rence in perverse r^llious youth. 
So colleges and halls neglected much 
'Pheir good old friend; and Discipliio At 
length, 

O’crlook'd and unemploy’d, fell sick, and died. 
Then Study languish’d. Emulation slept. 

And Virtue fled. The schools became a scene 
Of solemn farce, where Ignorance in stilts. 
His cap well lin’d with logic not his own. 
With parrot tongue perform’d the scholar’s 
part, • 
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Proceeding soon a graduated dunce. 

Then Compromise had place, and Scrutiny 
•Became stone blind. Precedence went in truck, 
And he was competent whose purse was so. 

A dissolution of ail bonds ensued : 

The curbs invented for the mulish mouth 
Of headstrong youth were broken j bars and 
bolts 

Grew rusty by disuse; and massy gates 
Forgot their office, op’ning with a touch; 

Till gowns at length are found mere masquer¬ 
ade 3 

The tassel’d cap and the spruce band a jest, 

A mock'ry of the world. What need of these 
f'or gamesters, jockeys, brothellers impure, 
Spendthrifts, and booted sportsmen, oft’ner 
seen 

With belted waist, and pointers at their heels. 
Than in the bounds of duty 7 What was learn’d, 
If aught was learn'd in childhood, is forgot 3 
And such expense as pinches parents blue. 
And mortifies the lib’ral hand of love. 

Is squander’d in pursuit of idle sports 
And vicious pleasures 3 buys the boy a name 
That sits a stigma to his father's house. 

And cleaves through life inseparably close 
To him that wears it. What can ^er-games 
Of riper joys, and commerce with the world. 
The lewd vain world that must receive him 
Add to such erudition thus acquir'd. [soon, 
Where science and where virtue are profess'd ? 
They may confirm his habits, rivet fast 
(lis folly 3 but to spoil him is a task 
That bids defiance to th' united pow’rs 
Of fashion, dissipation, taverns, stews. 

Now, blame we most the nurselings or the 
nurse 7 [form’d 

The children, crook’d, and twisted, and de- 
Through want of care, or her, whose winking 
eye 

And slumb’ring oscitancy mars the brood 7 
The nurse, 110doubt. Regardless.ofher charge, 
She needs herself correction 3 needs to learn. 
That it is dangerous sporting with the world. 
With things so sacred as a nation’b trust. 

The nurture of her youth, her dearest pledge. 

^ 99 . Happy the Freedom of the Man whom 
*Cfrace makes free—His relish of the Wwks 
qf 0 od—Address to the Creator. 

COWPER. 

He is the freeman whom the truth ^kes free. 
And all are slaves beside. There’s*not a chain 
That hellish foes confed’rate for his harm 
Can wind arounft him, but he casts it off 
With as much ease as Samson his green 
^ withes. 

He looks absfiad into the varied field 
Of Nature 3 and though poor, perhaps, compar’d 
With those whose mansions glitter in his sight. 
Calls the delightful scen’ry all his own. 

His are the mountifins, and the valleys his, 
And»the resplendent rivers 3 bis t’ eqjoy 
With a propriety that none can feel 
But who^witll filial confidence inspir’d. 


Can lift to Heaven an unpresumptuous eye. 
And smiling say—My Father made them all: 
Arc they not his by a peculiar right 7 
And by an emphasis of int’rest his. 

Whose eye they fill with tears of holy joy. 
Whose heart with praise, and whose exalted 
mind 

With worthy thoughts of that unwearied love 
That plann'd, and built, and still upholds a 
world 

So cloth’d with beauty, for rebellious man 7 
Yes—^ye may fill your garners 3 ye that reap 
The loaded soil, and ye may waste much good 
In senseless riot 3 but ye will not find 
In feast or in the chase, in song or dance, 

A liberty like bis, who, unimpeach’d 
Of usurpation, and to no man's wrong. 
Appropriates nature as his Father’s work, 

And has a richer use of yours than you. 

He is indeed a freeman 3 free by birth 
Of no mean city, plann’d or ere the hills 
Were built, the fountains open’d, or the sea. 
With iMl his roaring multitude of waves. 

His freedom is t^e same in ev’ry state 3 
And no condition of this changeful life. 

So manifold in cares, whose ev’ry day 
Brings its own evil witii it, makes it less: 

For he has wings that neither sickness, pail). 
Nor penary can cripple or confine ! 

No nook so narrow but he spreads them there 
With ease and is at large, Th’ oppressor 
holds 

His body bound, but knows not what a range 
His spirit takes, unconscious of a chain 3 
And that to bind him is a vain attempt. 
Whom God delights in, and in whom he dwells 
Acquaint thyself with God, if thou would^ 
taste 

His works. Admitted once to his embrace. 
Thou shalt perceive that thou wast blind be¬ 
fore : 

Thine eye shall be instructed 3 and thine heart. 
Made pure, shall rehah with divine delight. 
Till then unfelt, what hands divine have 
wrought. 

Brutes graze the mountain-top with faces prone. 
And eyes intent upon the scanty herb 
It yields them 3 or, recumbent on its brow. 
Ruminate, heedless of the scene outspread 
Beneath, ^yond, and stretching far away 
From inland regions to the distant main. 

Man views it and admires, but rests content 
With what he views. The landscape has his 
praise. 

But not its Author. Unconcern’d who form’d 
The paradise he sees, he finds it such 5 
And, such well pleas’d to find it, asks no more 
Not soetbo mind that has been touch'd froi 
heav’n, 

And in the school of sacred wisdom taught 
To read his wonders, in whose thought * 
Fair as it is, existed ere it was: [wo 

Not for its own sake merely, but for his 
Much more who fashion’d it, he gives it prr 
Praise that, from earth resulting, as it ou< 
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To earth’s acknowledg'd Sovereign, finds at 
Its only just proprietor in Him. [once 

The soul that sees him. or receives sublim’d 
New faculties, or learns at least t’ employ 
More worthily the pow'rs she own’d before, 
Discerns in all things, what, with stupid gaze 
Of ignorance, till then she overlook’d, 

A ray of heavenly light gilding all forms 
Terrestrial, in the vast and the minute. 

The unambiguous footsteps of the God 
Who gives its lustre to an insect’s wing, 

And wheels his throne upon the rolling worlds. 
Much conversant with Heaven, she often holds 
With those fair ministers of light to man, 
That fill the skies nightly with silent pomp, 
Sweet conference! inquires what strains were 
they * [haste 

With which heaven rang, when cv’ry star, in 
To gratulate the new-created earth. 

Sent forth a voice, and all the sons of God 
Shouted for joy —“ Tell me ye shining hosts, 
That navigate a sea that knows no storms. 
Beneath a vault unsullied with a cloud>. 

If from your elevation, whence ye view 
Distinctly scenes invisible to man. 

And systems, of whose birth no tidings yet 
Have reach’d this nether world, ye spy a race 
Favor’d as ours, transgressors from the womb. 
And hasting to a grave, yet doom’d to rise, 
And to possess a brighter heaven than yours ? 
As one who, long detain’d on foreign shores. 
Pants to return, and when he sees afar 
His country’s weather-bleach’d and batter’d 
rocks 

From the green wave emerging, darts an eye 
Radiant with joy towards the happy land ; 

So I with animated hopes behold. 

And many an aching wish, your beamy fires. 
That show like beacons in the blue abyss. 
Ordain’d to guide th' embodied spirit home 
From toilsome life to never-ending rest. 

Love kindles os I gaze. I feel desires 
That give assurance of their own success, 

And that infus’d from heav’n must thither 
tend.” 

So reads he nature, whom the lamp of truth 
IHuminates ; thy lamp, mysterious Word ! 
Which whoso sees no longer wanders test. 
With intellects bemaz’d, in endless doubt, 

But runs the road of wisdom. Thou hast built. 
With means that were not, till by thee em¬ 
ploy’d, [strength 

Worlds that had never been, hadst thou in 
Been less, or less benevolent than strong. 
They are thy witnesses, who speak thy pow’r 
And goodness infinite, but speak in cars 
That hear not, or receive not their report. 

In vain thy creatures testify of thee < 

Till thou proclaim thyself. Theirs is indeed 
A teaching voice; but 'tis the praise of thine. 
That whom it teaches it makes prompt to learn. 
And with the boon gives talents for its use. ^ 
Till thou art heard, imaginations vain 
Possess the heart, and fables false as hell, 

Tet deem’d oracidar, lure down to death 


The uninform’d and heedless sons of men. 

We give to chance, blind chance, ourselves as 
blind. 

The glory of thy work, which yet appears 
Perfect and unimpeachable of blame. 
Challenging human scrutiny, and prov’d 
Then skilful most when most severely judg’d. 
But chance is not, or is not where thou reign’st: 
Thy providence forbids that fickle pow’r 
(If pow’r she be that works but to confound) 
To mix her wild vagaries with thy laws. 

Yet thus we dote, refusing, while we can. 
Instruction, and inventing to ourselves 
Gods such as guilt makes welcome, Gods thet 
sleep, 

Or disregard our follies, or that sit 
Amus’d spectators of this bustling stage. 

Thee we reject, unable to abide 

Thy purity, till pure as thou art pure, ^ 

Made such by thee, we love thee for thiffcause 
For which we siiunn’d and hated thee before. 
Then we are free : then liberty, like day. 
Breaks on the soul, and by a flash from hea¬ 
ven 

Fires all the faculties with glorious joy. 

A voice is heard, that mortal ears hear not 
Till thou hast touch’d them ; ’tis the voice of 
song, 

A loud Hosanna sent from all thy works. 
Which he that hears it with a shout repeats. 
And adds his rapture to the gen’ral praise. 

In that blest moment. Nature, throwing wide 
Her veil opake, discloses with a smile 
The Airthor of her beauties, who, retir'd 
Behind his own creation, works unseen 
By the impure, and hears his pow’r denied. 
Thou art the source and centre of all minds, 
riieir only point of rest, Eternal Word! 

From thee departing, they are lost, to rove 
At random, without honor, hope, or peace. 
From thee is all that soothes the life of man, 
His high endeavor, and his glad success. 

His strength to sufibr, and his will to serve. 
But, Oh ! thou bounteous Giver of all good, 
Thou art of'all thy gifts thyself the crown ! 
Give what thou canst, without thee we are 
poor: 

And with thee rich, take what thou wilt awsy. 

§ . 100 . That Philoaophy which xtops at Se¬ 
condary Causes reproved. Cowper. 
Happt the^man who sees a God employ’d 
In all the good and ill that chequer life 1 
Resolving all events, with their effects 
And manifold results, into the will 
And arbitration wise of the Supreme. 

Did not his eye rule all things and intend- 
Tiie least of our concerns (siii-'e from the 
least 

The greatest oft originate); could chance 
Find place in his dominion, or dispose 
One lawless particle to thwart his plan; 

Then God might be surpris’d, and unforeseen 
Contingence might alarm him, and disturb 
The smooth and equal course ot his 'afiairs. 
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This truth, philoBophy, though eagle eyed 
In nature’s tendencies, oft o’erloohs; 

And having Tound his instrument, forgets 
br disregards, or, more presumptuous still, 
Denies the pow’r that wields it. God pro¬ 
claims 

His hot displeasure against foolish men 
That live an atheist life 3 involves the heaven 
In tempests 3 quits his grasp upon the winds, 
And gives them all their fury 3 bids a plague 
Kindle a fiery bile upon the skin. 

And putrefy the breath of blooming health. 

He calls for famine : and the meagre fiend 
Blows mildew from between his shrivell’d lips, 


The jay, the pie, and e’en the boding owl 

That hails the rising moon, have charms for 
me. 

Sounds inharmonious in themselves and harsh, 

Yet, heard in scenes where peace for ever 
reigns, 

And only there, please highly for their sake. 

$ 102 . The Weariaomeneu of •what ia epm- 
monly called a lafe of Pleamre. 

COWPXB. 

The spleen is seldom felt where Flora reigns 3 

The low’ring eye, the petulance, the frown, 


A*nd taints the golden ear: he springs his mines. And sullen sadness, that o’ershade, distort. 


' And desolates a nation at a blast. 

Forth steps the spruce philosopher, and tells 
Of homogeneal and discordant springs 
And principles 3 of causes, how they work 
By necessary laws their sure effects, 

Of action, and re-action. He has found 
The source of the disease that Nature feels, 
And bids the world take heart and banish fear. 
Thou fool! will thy discovery of the cause 
Suspend th' effect, or heal it ? Has not God 
Still wrought by means since first he made the 
world ? 

And did he not of old employ his means 
To drown it 1 What ia his creation less 
Than a capacious reservoir of means 
Form’d for his use., and ready at his will t 


And mar the face of beauty, where no cause 
For such immeasurable woe appears 3 
These Flora banishes, and gives the fair 
Sweet smiles and bloom, less transient than 
her own. 

It is the constant revolution, stale 
And tasteless, of the same repeated joys. 

That palls and satiates, and makes languid life 
pedlft’s pack, that bows the bearer down. 
Health suffers, a^ the spirits ebb 3 the heart 
Recoils fromfits own choice—at the full feast 
Is famish’d—finds no m^^sic in the song, 

No smartness in the jest, and wonders why. 
Yet thousands still desire to journey on, 
Though halt, and weary of the path they tread. 
The paralytic, who can hold her cards. 


Go, dress thine eyes with eye-salve 3 ask of But cannot play them, borrow's a friend’s hand 
• him 3 To deal and shufile, to divide and sort 

Or ask of whomsoever he has taught, [all. Her mingled suits and sequences, and sits 
And learn, though late, the genuine cause of | Spectatress both and spectacle, a sad 

And silent cipher, while her proxy plays. 


$ 101 . Rural Sounds as weU as Sights de¬ 
lightful. COWPEK. 

Nor rural sights alone, but rural sounds 
Exhilirate the spirit, and restore 
The tone of languid Nature. Mighty winds. 

That sweep the skirt of some far-spreading 
wood « 

Of ancient growth, make music not unlike 
The dash of ocean on his winding phore. 

And lull the spirit while they fill the mind 3 
.Unnumber’d branches waving in the blast, 

And all their leaves fast flutl’ring all at once. 

Npr less composure waits upon the roar 
Of distant floods, or on the softer voice 
Of ueighb’ring fountain, or of rills that slip 
Through the cleft rock, and chiming as they 
fall ^ 

Upon loose pebbles, lose themselves at length 
In matted grass^that with a livelier green 
Betrays the secret of their silent course. 

Nature i|^aninute employs sweet sounds, 

Butmnimated^ature sweeter still. 

To soothe,;!^ satisfy the human car. 

Ten tlwffisand warblers cheer the day, and one 
The live-long night: nor these alone, whose Whose head-achs 
notes bed 3 


Others are dragg’d into the crowded room 
Between supporters 3 and, once seated, sit. 
Through downright inability to rise. 

Till the stout bearers lift the corpse again, 
'riiese speak aloud memento. Yet even these 
Themselves love life, and cling to it 3 as he 
That overhangs a torrent, to a twig. 

They love it, and yet loathe it 3 fear to die. 
Yet scorn the purposes for which they live. 
Then wherefore not renounce them ! No—the 
dread. 

The slavish dread of solitude, that breeds 
Reflection and remorse, the fear of shame. 

And their invet’rate habits—all forbid. 

Whom call we gay 1 That honor has been 
long 

'Fhe boast of mere pretenders to the name. 
The innocent are gay—the lark is gay, 

That dries his feathers, saturate with dew. 
Beneath the rosy cloud, while yet tlicbcanu 
Of day-spring overshoot his humble nest. 

The peasant too, a witness of his song. 
Himself a songster, is as gay as he. 

But save me from the gnyety of those 

nail them to a noon-day 
[eyes 

Nice-finger’d art must emulate in vain. And save me too from theirs whose haggard 

But cawing rooks, and kites, that swimsublime Flash desperation, and betray their pangs 
In stillirepeated circles, screaming loud, For property stript oil’by cruel chaiuc 3 
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From gayety that fills the bones with pain, 
The mouth with blasphemy, the heart with 


$ 103. Satirical Review of our Trips to 
Prance. Cowfer. 

Now hoist the sail, and let the streamers float 
Upon the wanton breezes. Strew the deck 
With lavender, and sprinkle liquid sweets. 
That no ;ude savor maritime invade 
The nose of nice nobility. Breathe soft. 

Ye clarionets, and softer still yc flutes. 

That winds and waters, lull’d by magic 
sounds, 

May bear us smoothly to the Gallic shore. 
True, we have lost an empire—let it pass. 
True, we may thank the perfidy of France,' 
That pick’d the jewel out of England’s crown. 
With all the cunning of an envious shrew ; 
And let that pass—'twas but a trick of state. 
A brave man knows no malice, but at once 
forgets in peace the injuries of war, 

And gives his distrust foe a friend’s embrace. 
And, sham’d as we have been, to the very 
beard , 

Brav’d and defied, and in our own sea prov’d 
Too weak for those decisive blows that once 
Insur’d us mast’iy there, we yet retain 
Some small pre-eminence: we justly boast' 

At least superior jockeyship, and claim 
The honors of the turf as all our own. 

Go then, well worthy of the praise ye seek, 
And show the shame ye might conceal at 
home, [plate. 

In foreign eyes '.—be grooms, and win the 
Where once your nobler fathers won a crown ! 

$ 104 . The PvHpit the Engine of Reformation. 

Cowfer. 

The Pulpit therefore (and 1 name it, fill’d 
With solemn awe, that bids me well beware 
With what intent I touch the holy thing)— 
The Pulpit (when the sat’rist has at last, 
Strutting and vap’ring in an empty school. 
Spent all his force and made no proselyte)— 

I say the Pulpit (in the sober use 
Of its legitimate peculiar pow’rs) 

Must stand acknowledg’d while th^world 
shall stand 

The most important and effectual guard, 
Support and ornament of virtue’s cause. 
There stands the messenger of truth; there 
stands 

The legate of the skies : his theme divine. 
His office sacred, his credentials clear. 

By him the violated law speaks out 

Its thunders, and by him in strains as sweet 

As angels use, the Gospel whispers peas 3. 

He stablishes the strong, restores the weak, 
Reclaims the wand’rer, binds the broken 
heart. 

And, arm’d himself in panoply complete 
Of heavenly temper, furnishes with arms 
Bright as his own; and trains, by ev’ry rule 


Of holy discipline, to glorious war. 

The sacramental host of God’s elect. 

$ lOh. The Petit-Maitre Clergyman. 

Cowfer. 

I VENERATE the man whose heart is wann. 
Whose hands are pure, whose doctrine and 
whose life 

Coincident, exhibit lucid proof 
That he is honest in the sacred cause. 

To such I render more than mere respect. 
Whose actions say that they respect them¬ 
selves : 

But, loose in morals, and in manners vain. 

In conversation frivolous, in dress 
Extreme, at once rapacious and profuse; 
Frequent in park, with lady at his side, 
Ambling and prattling scandal as he goes; 

But rare at home, and never at his b^ks. 

Or with his pen, save when he scrawUk card; 
Constant at routs, familiar with a round 
Of ladyships, a stranger to the poor; 
Ambitious of preferment, for its gold, 

And well prepar’d by ignorance and sloth. 

By infidelity and love o’ the world, 

To make God's work a sinecure : a slave 
To his own pleasures, and his patron’s pride— 
From such apostles, O ye mitr^ heads. 
Preserve the church ! and lay not careless 
hands [learn. 

On sculls that cannot teach, and will not 

$ KXi. Henry and Emma, a Poem upon the 
Model of the Nut-Brown Maid, Prior. 

TO CHLOE. 

Thou, to whose eyes I bend; at whose com¬ 
mand [hand) 

(Though low my voice, though artless be my 
I take the sprightly re^, and sing, and play ; 
Careless of what the censuring world may 
say: 

Bright Chloe,-object of my constant vow. 
Wilt thou a while unbend thy serious brow ? 
Wilt thou with pleasure hear thy lover’s 
strains. 

And with one heav’nly smile o’erpay his pains? 
No longer shall the Nvl-Brown Maid be old; 
Though since her youth three hundred yeafs 
have roll’d. 

At thy desire, she shall again be rais’d; 

And her reviving charms in lasting verse be 
praised. 

No longer man of woman shall complain. 
That he ra:^ love and not be lov’d again : 
That we in vain the fickle sex pursue, 

Who change the constant lovei^or th.o new. 
Whatever has been writ, wbate^^* said, ' 

Of female passion feign’d, or faith^fc-cay’d : 
Henceforth shall in my verse refuted stand. 
Be said to winds, or writ upon the sand. 

And, while my notes to future times proclaim 
Unconquer’d love and ever-during flame; 

O fairest of the sex! be thou my Muse : 

Deign on my work thy influence po disuse: 
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Let loe partake the UeMingB I rehearse, ’ 
And grant me love, the just reward of verse. 

As July’s potent queen, with ev’ry grace. 
That once was Emma’s, has ador’d thy face; 
And as her son has to my bosom dealt 
That constant flame, which i faithful Heniy 
O let the story with thy life agree : [felt; 

Let men once more the bright example see; 
What Emma was to him, be thou to me. 

Nor send me by thy frown from her I love. 
Distant and sad, a banish’d man to rove. 

But oh! with pity long-entreated crown 
My pains and hopes; and, when thou say’st 
that one [alone. 

M all mankind thou lov’st, oh ! think on me 

m 

Whbr^ beauteous Isis and her husband Tame 
With mingled waves for ever flow the same. 
In times of yore an ancient baron liv’d ; 

Great gifts bestow’d, and great respect re¬ 
ceiv'd. [care 

When dreadful Edward with successful 
Led his free Britons to the Gallir war; 

This lord had headed his appointed bands, 

In firm allegiance to the king’s commands; 
And (all due honors faithfully discharg’d) 

Had brought back his paternal coat enlarg'd 
With a new mark, the witness of his toil. 

And no inglorious part of foreign spoil. 

From the loud camp retir’d and noisy court 
In honorable ease and rural sport, 

The remnant of his days he safely pass’d; 

Nor found they lagg’d too slow, nor flew too 
last. 

He made his wish with his estate comply. 
Joyful to live, yet not afraid to die. [fair, 
One child he had, a daughter chaste and 
His age’s comfort, and his fortune’s heir. 

They call’d her Emma; for the beauteous 
dame, [name; 

Who gave the virgin birth, had borne the 
The name th' indulgent father doubly lov’d : 
For in the child the mother’s charms improv’d. 
Yet as when little round his knees she play’d, 
He call’d her oft, in sport, his Nut-Broion 
Maid; * 

'i%e friends and tenants took the fondling word 
fAs still they please, who imitate their lord); 
Lmge confirm’d wlmt fancy had begun; 

The mutual terms around the lands were 
> known ; [one. 

And Emma and the Nut-JBroion Maid were 
As with her stature, still her charms in¬ 
creas’d ; * 

Through all the isle her beauty was confess’d. 
Oh! what perfeAions must that virgin shore, 
•Who fairest is ipteem’d, where all are fhir! 
Frmn disfhnt dnres repair the noble youth. 
And find rOTJrt, for once, had lessen’d truth. 
By wog^^furst, and then by passion mov’d. 
They came; they saw; they marvell’d; and 
they lov’d. 

~By public praises, and by secret sighs, 

^aoh own’d the gen’ral power of Emma’s 
.^es. 


In tilts and tournaments the valiant strove. 

By glorious deeds to purchase Emma’s love. 

In gentle verse, the witty told their flame, 

And grac’d their choicest songs with Emma’s 
name. 

In vain they combated, in vain they writ: 
Useless their strength, and impotent their wit. 
Great Venus only roust direct the dart, [heart. 
Which else will never reach the fair one’s 
Spite of th’ attempts of force, and soft efiects 
of art. 

Great Venus must prefer the happy one: 

In Henry’s cause her favor must be shown : 
And Emma, of mankind, must love but him 
alone. 

While these in public to the castle came. 
And by their grandeur justify’d their flame; 
More secret ways the careful Henry takes; 

His squires, his armp, and equipage forsakes: 
In borrow’d name and false attire array’d, 

Oft he finds means to see the beauteous maid. 
When Emma hunts, in huntsman's habit 
drest, 

Henry ou foot pursues the bounding beast. 

In his right hand his beechen pole he bears: 
And graceful gt h^ side his horn he wears. 
Still to the glade, where she has bent her way. 
With knowing skill he dflves the future prey; 
Bids her decline the hill, and shun the brake; 
And shows the path her steed may safely take ; 
Directs her spear to fix the glorious wound; 
Pleas’d, in his toils, to have her triumph 
crown’d; 

And blows her praises with no common sound. 

A falc’ner Henry is, when Emma hawks: 
With her of tarsels and of lures he talks. 
Upon his wrist the tow’ring merlin stands. 
Practis’d to rise, and stoop at her commands. 
And when superior now the bird has flown. 
And headlong brought the tumbling quarry 
down; 

With humble rev’rence he accosts the fair. 
And with the honor’d feather decks her hair. 
Yet still, as from the sportive field he goes. 
His downcast eye reveals his inward woes; 
And by his look and sorrow is exprest, 

A nobler game pursued than bird or beast. 

A shepherd now along the plain he roves; 
And, with his jolly pipe, delights the groves. 
The neighb’ring swains around the stranger 
throng. 

Or to admire or emulate his song: 

While, with soft sorrow, he renews his lays. 
Nor heedful of their envy, nor their praise. 
But, soon as Emma’s eyes adorn the plain. 

His notes he raises to a nobler strain; 

With dutiful respect, and studious fear, 

Lest any careless sound ofibnd her ear. 

A frantic gipsy, now the house he haunts, 
And in mid phrases speaks dissembled wants 
With the fond maids in palmistry he deals: 
They tell the secret first, which he reveals: 
Says who shall wed, and who shall be be¬ 
guil’d ; [cluld. 

What groom shall get, and squire maintain the 
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But when bright Emma would her fortune 
know, 

A softer look unbends his op’ning brow; 

With trembling awe he gazes on her eye, 

And in soft accents forms the kind reply j 
That she shall prove as fortunate as fair. 

And Hymen’s choicest gills are all reserv’d 
for her. 

Now oil had Henry chang'd his sly disguise 
Unmark’d by all but beauteous Emma's eyes; 
Oft hatf found means alone to see the dame. 
And at her feet to breathe his am’rous flame; 
And ofl, the pangs of absence to remove, 

By letters, soil interpreters of love; 

Till time and industry, the mighty two 
That bring our wishes nearer to our view. 
Made him perceive that the inclining fair 
Receiv’d his vows with no reluctant ear3 
That Venus had confirm’d her equal reign, 
And dealt to Emma’s heart a share of Henry’s 
pain. 

While Cupid smil’d, by kind occasion blest 
And, with the secret kept, the love increas’d 
The amorous youth frequents the silent groves 
And much he meditates, fo’ much he loves. 

He loves, 'tis true 3 and is belov'd again 3 
Great are his joys 3 ^t will they long remain 1 
Emma with smiles receives his present flame ' 
But, smiling, will she ever be the same 1 
Beautiful looks are rul’d by fickle minds 3 
And summer seas are turn’d by sudden winds. 
Another love may gain her easy youth : 

Time changes thought 3 and flatt'ry conquers 
truth. 

O impotent estate of human life! 

Where hope and fear maintain eternal strife 3 
Where fleeting joy does lasting doubt inspire 
And most we question what we most desire. 
Amongst thy various gills, great Heaven, be¬ 
stow 

Our cup of love unmiz’d 3 forbear to throw 
Bitter ingredients in 3 nor pall the draught 
With nauseous grief: for our ill-judging thought 
Hardly enjoys the pleasurable taste 3 
Or deems it not sincere 3 or fears it cannot 
last. 

With wishes rais’d, with jealousies opprest, 
(Alternate tyrants of the human breas^ 

By one great trial he resolves to prove 
The faith of women, and the force of love. 

If, scanning Emma’s virtues, he may fird 
That beauteous frame inclose a ste^y mind, 
He '11 fix his hope, of future joy secure 3 
And live a slave to Hymen’s happy pow’r. 

But if the fkir one, as he fears, is frail 3 
If, pois’d aright in reason’s equal scale. 

Light fly her merits, and her faults prevail 3 
His mind he vows to free from amorous care. 
The latent mischief from his heart to tfiar. 
Resume his azure arms, and shine again in war. 

South of the castle, in a verdant glade, 

A spreading beech extends her friendly shade ; 
Here oil the nymph his breathing vows had 
heard 3 

Here oft her silence had her heart declar’d. 


EXTRACTS. [book it. 

As active spring awak’d her infant buds. 

And genial life inform’d the verdant wc^s, 
Henry, in knots involving Emma’s name, 

H.id half express’d and half conceal’d his flame 
Upon the tree3 and, as the lender mark 
Grew with the year, and widen’d with the 
bark, 

Venus had heard the virgin’s soft address. 
That as the wound, the passion might increase. 
As potent nature shed her kindly show’rs, 

And deck’d the various mead with op’ning 
flow’rs 3 

L’pon the tree the nymph’s obliging care 
Had left a frequent wreath for Henry’s hair 3 
Which as with gay delight the lover found, 
Pleas’d with his conquest, with her present 
crown’d. 

Glorious through all the plains he oft had gone. 
And to e.ach swain the mystic honor shown 3 
The gift still prais’d, the giver still unknown. 

His secret note the troubled Henry writes: 
To the known tree the lovely maid invites ; 
Imperfect words and dubious terms express. 
That unforeseen mischance disturb’d his peace 3 
That he must something to her ear commend, 
On which her conduct and his life depend. 

Soon as the fair one had the note receiv’d, 
The remnant of the day alone she griev’d : 
For difPrent this from ev’ry former note. 
Which Venus dictated, and Henry wrote 3 
Which told her all his future hopes were laid 
On the dear bosom of his Nut-Brown Maid; 
Which always bless’d her eyes, and own’d her 
pow’r 5 

And bid her oft adieu, yet added more. 

Now night advanc'd. ’The house in sleep were 
laid 3 

The nurse experienc’d, and the prying maid: 
At last that sprite, which does incessant 
haunt 

The lover’s steps, the ancient maiden aunt. 

To her dear Henry Emma wings her way. 
With quicken’d pace repairing forc’d delay 3 
For Love, fantastic power, that is afraid 
To stir abroad till watchfulness be laid. 
Undaunted then, o’er cliffs and valleys strays. 
And leads his vot’ries safe thro’pathless ways 
Not Argus with his hundred eyes shall find 
Where Cupid goes; tho’ he, poor guide,^is 
blind. 

The maiden, first arriving, sent her eye 
To ask, if yet its chief delight were nigh : 
With fear,'and with desire, with joy and pain. 
She sees, and runs to meet him on the plain. 
But oh! his steps proclaim nodover’s hasto 3 
On the low ground his fix’d regards are cast 3 
His artful bosom heaves disseiifolcd s'ghs; 

And tears suborn'd fall copiousXom his dyes. 

With ease, alas ! we cr^it whlciwp love : 
His painted grief does real sorrow rooVe<> 

In the afilicted fair; adown her cheek 
Trickling, the genuine tears their current 
bie^; 

Attentive stood the mournful nymph: the man 
Broke silence first: the tale alternate van: 
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Sincere, O tell me, hast thou felt a pain, 
Emma, beyond what woman knows to feign 7 
Has thy uncertain bosom ever strove 
With the first tumults of a real love 7 
Hast thou now dreaded', and now blest his sway, 
By turns averse and joyful to obey 7 
Thy virgin softness hast thou e’er bewail’d, 

As feason yielded, and as love prevail’d 7 
And wept the potent god’s resistless dart, 

His killing pleasure, his ecstatic smart, 

And heav’nly poison thrilling thro’ thy heart: 
If so, with pity view my wretched slate; 
^^*least deplore, and then forget my fate : 

To some more happy knight reserve thy charms. 
By fortune favor’d, and successful arms : 

And only, as the sun’s revolving ray, 

Brings back each year this melancholy day. 
Permit one sigh, and set apart one tear. 

To an abandon’d exile’s endless care. 

For me, alas! out-cast of human race. 

Love’s anger only waits, and dire disgrace; 
For lo! these hands in murder are imbru’d. 
These trembling feet by justice are pursu’d : 
Fate calls aloud, and hastens me away; 

A shameful death attends my longer stay; 

And I this night must fly from thee and love. 
Condemn’d in lonely woods a banish’d man to 
rove. 

EMMA. 

What is our bliss that changeth with the moon; 
And day of life that darkens ere ’tis noon 7 
What is true passion, if unblest it dies 7 
And where is Emma’s joy, if Henry flies? 

If love, alas! be pain ; the pain 1 bear 
No thought can figure, and no tongue declare. 
Ne'er faithfuIVoman felt, nor false one feign’d, 
The flames which long have in my bosom 
reign’d: 

The god of love himself inhabits there. 

With all his rage, and dread, apd grief, and 
care, 

His complement of stores, and totaj war. 

O! cease then coldly to suspect my love 3 
, 4 nd let my deed, at least, my faith approve. 
Alas 1 no youth shall my endearments share 3 
Ner day nor night shall interrupt my care 3 
No future story shall with truth upbmid 
The cold indifference of the Nid-brown Maid. 
Nor to hard banishment shall Henry run 3 
While careless Emma sleeps on beds of down. 
View me resolv’d, where-e’er thou lead’st, to 

• • 

Friend to thy pain, and partner of thy woe 3 
'For I attest fai’^ Vei.us and her son, 

Thatf, or all lyt’ankind, will love but thee alone. 

HENRY. 

LeTprudence yet obstruct thy vent'rous way: 
And take good he^ what men will think and 
Bay: 

Thit beauteous Emma vagrant courses took 3 
Her fatihu’s house and civil life forsook 3 
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That, full of youthful blood, und fond of man, 
She to the woodland with an exile ran. 
Reflect, that lessen’d fame is ne’er regain’d 3 
And virgin honor once, is always stain'd : 
Timely advis’d, the coming evil shun : 

Better not do the deed, than weep it done. 

No penance can absolve our guilty fame 3 
Nor tears, that wash out sin, can wash out 
shame. 

Then fly the sad effects of desp’rate love 3 
And leave a banish’d man through lonely woods 
to rove. 

EMMA. 

Let Emma’s hapless case be falsely told 
By the rash young, or the ill-natur’d old : 

Let ev'ry tongue its various censures choose 3 
Absolve with coldness, or with spite accuse: 
Fair I'ruth at last her radiant beams will raise 3 
And malice vanquish’d heightens virtue’s 
praise. 

Let then thy favor but indulge my flight 3 
O! let presence make thy travels light 3 
And potent Venus shall exalt my name 
Above the rumors ef censorious Fame 3 
Nor from tbat 1 >UBy demon’s restless power 
Will ever Emma other gi[pce implore. 

Than that this truth should to the world be 
known, [alone. 

That 1 , of all mankind have lov’d but thee 

HENRT. 

! fiat canst thou wield the sword, and bend 
the bow 7 

With active force repel the sturdy foe 7 
When the loud tumult speaks the battle nigh. 
And winged death in whistling arrows fly 3 
Wilt thou,tho' wounded, yet undaunted stay. 
Perform thy part, and share the dangerous day 7 
Then, as thy strength decays, thy heart will 
fail, [pale: 

Thy limbs all trembling, and thy cheeks all 
With fruitless sorrow, thou, inglorious maid. 
Wilt weep thy safety by thy love betray’d; 
Then to thy friend, by foes o’ercharg’d, deny 
Thy little useless aid, and coward fly : [love 
Then wilt thou curse the chance that made thee 
A banish’d man condemn’d in lonely woods to 
rove. 

EMMA. 

With fatal certainty Thalestris knew 
To send the arrow from the twanging yew : 
And, great in arms, and foremost in the war, 
Bonduca brandish’d high the British spear. 
Could thirst of vengeance and desire of fame 
Excite the female breast with martial flame, 
And shall not love’s diviner pow’r inspire 
More hardy virtue, and more generous fire 7 
Near thee, mistrust not, constant I’ll abide, 
And fall, or vanquish, fighting by thy aide. 
Though my inferior strength may not allow, 
I'hat I should bear or draw the warrior bow 3 
With ready hand 1 will the shaft supply, 

And joy to see thy victor arrows fly. 
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Toodi'd in the battle by the hostile reed, 
Shouldst thou (but Heav’n avert it'.) shouMst 
thou bleed; 

To stop the wounds my finest lawn I’d tear. 
Wash them with tears, and wipe them with my 
hair: 

Blest, when my dangers and my toils have 
shown, [alone. 

That I, of aU mankind, could love but thee 

HENRY. 

But eanat thou, tender maid, const thou bob* 
tain 

Afflictive want, or hunger’s pressing pain 7 
Those limbs, in lawn and softest silk array’d, 
From sun-beams guarded, and of winds afraid; 
Can they bear angry Jove 7 Can they resist 
The parching dog-star, and the bleak north¬ 
east. [rain. 

When chill'd by adverse snows, and beating 
We tread with weary steps the iongsome plain; 
When with hard toil we seek our evening food, 
Berries and acorns fhim the neighb’ringwood; 
And find among the cliffs no other house 
But the thin covert of somn gather’d boughs; 
Wilt thou not then reluctant stod thine eye 
Around the dreary waste; and weeping try 
(Though then, alas f that trial be too late) 

To find thy father’s hospitable gate. 

And seats, where Ease and Plenty brooding 
sate ? [mourn; 

Those seats, whence long excluded thou must 
That gate, for ever barr’d to thy return; 

Wilt thou not then bewail ill-fated love, 

And hate a banish’d man condemn’d in woods 
to rove 7 

EHMA. 

Thy rise of fortune did I only wed. 

From its decline determin’d to recede 7 
Did 1 but purpose to embark with thee 
On the smooth surface of a summer’s sea, I 
While gentle Zephyrs play in prosp’rous gales. 
And Fortune’s favor fills the swelling sails; 
But would forsake the ship, and make the 
shore, [roar 7 

When the winds whistle, and the tempests 
No, Henry, no: one sacred oath has ^’d 
Our loves; one destiny our life shall guide; 
Nor wild nor deep our common way divide. 

When from the cave thou risest with the day. 
To beat the woods, and rouse the bounding 
prey; 

The cave with moss and luanches I ’ll adorn, 
And cheerflil sit to wait my lord’s return: 
And, when then frequent bring’st the smitten 
deer 

(For seldom, archers say, thy arrows err), 

I '11 fetch quick fuel from the neighb’ring|>wood. 
And strike the sparkling flint, and dress the 
food: 

With humble duty and officious haste, 

1 *11 cnll the furthest mead for thy repikst: 

The choiceat herbs I to thy board will bring; 
And dnw thy water from the freshest spring : 
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And when, at night, with weary toil opprest. 
Soft slumbers thou enjoy’st, and wholesome 
rest; ‘ [pray'r 

Watchful I ’ll guard thee, and with midnight 
Weary the gods to keep thee in their care ; 
And joyous ask, at mom’s returning ray. 

If thou hast health, and I may bless the day. 
My thoughts shall fix, my latest wish depend. 
On thee, guide, guardian, kinsman, father, 
friend. 

By all these sacred names be Henry knovm 
To Emma’s heart: and grateful let him own, 
’That she, of all mankind, could love but him 
alone. 

HENRT. 

Vainly thou tell’st me, what the woman’s 
care 

Shall in the wildness of the wood psepare. 
Thou, ere thou goest, unhappiest of ^ kind, 
Must leave the habit and the sex behind. 

No longer shall thy comely tresses break 
In flowing ringlets on thy snowy neck; 

Or sit behind thy head, an ample round. 

In graceful braids with various ribbon bound. 
No longer shall the bodice, aptly lac’d 
From thy full bosom to thy slender waist. 
That air and harmony of shape express. 

Fine by degrees, and beautifully less : 

Nor shall thy lower garments’ artful plait. 
From thy fair side dependeht to thy feet, 

Arm their chaste beauties with a modest 
pride, 

And double cv’ry charm they seek to hide. 
Th’ ambrosial plenty of thy shining hair, 

Cropt off and lost, scarce lower than thy eu*, 
Shall stand uncouth ; a horseman’s coat shall 
hide 

Thy taper shape and comeliness of side : 

The short trunk-hose shall show thy foot and 
knee 

Licentious, and to common eye-sight free; 
And, with a bolder stride, and looser air, 
Mingled with men, a man thou must appear. 

Nor Bolibiide, nor gentle peace of mind, 
Mistaken maid, shaft thou in forests find : 

’Tie long since Cynthia and her train were 
there; 

Or guardian gods made innocence their carel 
Vagrants and outlaws shall offend thy view; 
For such must be thy friends; a hideous crew, 
By adverse fortune mix’d in social ill. 

Train’d to •ssauft, and disciplin’d to kill; 
Their common loves, a lewd abandon’d pack, 
The beadle’s lash still flagranti' on their back : 
By sloth corrupted, 1 ^ disorder fed. 

Made bold want, andprosti^e fol»br^^; 
With such must Emma hunt th^fdious day. 
Assist their violence, and divide thSl'.^orey ; 
With such she must return at setting lighi, 
Though not partaker, witness of their night. 
'Hiy ear, inur’d to charitable sounds, 

And pitying love, must feel the hateful wounds 
Of jest obscene and vulgar ribaldry, 

The ill-bred question, and the lewd rep^; 
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Brought by long habitude from bad to worae, 
Must h^r the frequent oath, the direful curae 
The latest weapon of the wretch’s war j 
And blasphemy, sad comrade of despair. 

Now Emma, now, the last reflection naake. 
What thou wouldst follow, what thou must 
■ forsake: 

By our ill-omen’d stars, and adverse Heav'n, 
No middle object to thy choice is given. 

Or yield thy virtue, to attain thy love; [rove. 
Or leave a banish’d man condemn’d in woods to 

EMMA. 

, /y grief of heart! that our unhappy fates 
Force thee to suffer what thy honor hates ; 
Mix thee amongst the bad; or make thee run 
Too near the paths which virtue bids thee shun. 
Yet with her Henry still let Emma go; 

With him abhor the vice, but share the woe; 

* And sure my little heart can never err. 

Amidst the worst, if Henry still be there. 

Our outward act is prompted from within; 
And from the sinner’s mind proceeds the sin; 
Kv her own choice free Virtue is approv’d; 
Wor by the force of outward objects mov’d. 
Who has assay'd no danger gains no praise; 

In a small isle, amidst the widest seas. 
Triumphant Constancy has fix’d her seat: 

. In vain the sirens sing, the tempests beat. 
Their flattery she rejects, nor fears their threat. 
. For thee alone these little charms I dress’d; 
Condemn'd them, or absolv’d them by thy test. 
In comely figure rang’d, my jewels shone, 

Or negligently plac’d, for thee alone; 

For thee again they shall be laid aside; 

The woman, Henry, shall put off her pride; 
For thee, my clothes, my sex, exchang’d for 
thee, 

I ’ll mingle with the people’s wretched lee; 

O line extreme of human infamy 1 
Wanting the scissors, with these hands I’ll 
tear, • 

(If that obstructs my flight) this load of hair. 
Black soot or yellow wdnut shall diwace 
This little red and white of Emma’s fkce. 
'{'hese nails with scratches shall deform my 
breast. 

Lest by my look or color be express’d 
The mark of aught high*born, or ever better 
dress’d. 

Yet in this commerce, under this disguise. 

Let me be grateful still in Henry’s ^es; 

Lost to the world, let me to him be xnown; 
My fate I can absolve, if he shall own. 

That, leaving adl mankind, 1 love but lum 
aloj^e. ' 

• 

^ HENRY. 

‘ O ^sJUiSat thought of an abandon’d mind! 
~'l\un^habit, parents, woman, left behind 1 
' E’en honor dubious, thou preferr’st to go 
Wild to the woods with me : said Emma so 1 
Or did I dream what Emma never said 1 
O guilty error! and O wretched maid! 

■ Whose roving* fancy would resolve the same 


With him, who next should tempt her easy 
fame; [flame. 

And blow with empty words the susceptible 
Now why should doubtful terms thy mind 
perplex 7 

Confess thy frailty, wd avow thy sex; 

No longer loose desire for coftstant love 
Mistake; but say, ’tis man with whom thou 
long’st to rove. 

XHHA. 

Are there not poisons, recks, and flames 
and swords; 

That Emma thus must die by Henry’s words ' 
Yet what could swords or poison, racks oi 
' flame. 

But mangle and disjoint this brittle frame 7 
More fatal Henry’s words: they murder Era 
ma’s fame. [tongue 

And fall these sayings from that gentU 
Whero civil speech and soft persuasion hung; 
Whose artful sweetness and harmonious strain. 
Courting my grace, yet courting it in vain. 
Call’d si^s, and tears, and wishes, to its aid; 
And, whilst it Henij’s glowing flame convey'd. 
Still blam’d the emdness of the Nvt-Broum 
Maidl 

Let envious jealousy and canker’d spite 
Produce my actions to severest light, 

And tax my open day, or secret night. 

Did e’er my tongue speak my unguarded heart 
The least inclin’d to play the wanton’s part 7 
Did e'er my eye one inward thought reveal. 
Which angels might not hear, and virgins tell 7 
And hast thou, Henry, in my conduct known 
One fault, but that which 1 must ever own. 
That I, of all mankind, have lov’d but thee 
alone 7 

HENST. 

Vainly thou talk’st of loving me alone: 
Each man is man ; and all our sex is one. 
False are our wor^, and fickle is our mind; 
Nor in love’s ritual can we ever find 
Vows made to last, or promises to bind. 

By nature prompted, and for empire made. 
Alike by strength or cunning we invade ; [foe. 
When arm’d with i^e, we march against the 
I We lift the battle*axe, and draw the bow: 
When, fir’d with passion, we attack the fair, 
Delusive sighs and brittle vows we bear; 

Our falsehood and our arms have equal use; 
As they our conquest or delight produce. 

The foolish heart thou gav’st, again receive. 
The only boon departing love can give. 

To be leas wretched, be no' longer true; 

What strives to fly thee why shouldst thou 
pursue 7 

Forget dhy present flame, indulge a new. 
Single the loveliest of the am’roiu youth : 

Ask for his vow; but hope not for his truth. 
The next man (and the next thou shalt be¬ 
lieve) 

Will pawn his gods, intending to deceive; 
Will kneel, impbre, persist,, o'ercome, and 
leave. 
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Hence let thy Cupid aim his arrows right; 

Be wise and false, shun trouble, seek delight; 
Change thou the first, nor wait thy lover’s 
flight. ^ [our case; 

Why shouldst thou weep 1 Let Nature judge 
I saw thee young and fair; pursu’d the chase 
Of youth and beauty j I another saw 
Fairer and younger j yielding to the law 
Of our all*rulipg mother, I pursued 
More yduth, more beauty : blest vicissitude ! 
My active heart still keeps its pristine flame 3 
The object alter’d, the desire the same. 

This younger, fairer, pleads her rightful 
charms 3 

With present power compels me to her arms. 
And much 1 fear from my subjected mind, 

(If beauty’s force to constant love can bind,) 
That years may roll, ere in her turn the maid 
Shall weep the fury of my love decay’d 3 
And weeping follow me, as thou dost now. 
With idle clamors of a broken vow. 

Nor can the wildness of thy wishes err 
So wide, to hope that thou mayst <live with 
her. 

Love, well thou know’st', no .partnership al- 
Cupid averse rejects divided vows: [lows : 

Then from thy foolish heart, vain maid, re¬ 
move 

An useless sorrow, and an ill-starr’d love 3 
And leave me with the fair at large in woods 
to rove. 

BMHA. 

Are we in life through one great error led ? 
Is each man perjur’d, and each nymph be¬ 
tray’d ? 

Of the superior sex art thou the worst ? 

Am I of mine the most completely curst ? 

Yet let me go with thee 3 and going prove, I 
From what I will endure, how much I love. 

This potent beauty, this triumphant fair. 
This happy object of our diff rent care. 

Her let me follow 3 her let me attend, 

A servant (she may scorn the name of friend ) 
What she demands, incessant I'll prepare 3 
I’ll weave her garlands, and I’ll plait her hair: 
My busy diligence shall deck her board 
(For there at least I may approach mjTlord) 3 
And, when her Henry’s softer hours advise 
His servant’s absence, with dejected ey-^s 
Far ril recede, and sighs forbid to rise, [ease 3 
Yet, when increasing grief brings slow dis- 
And ebbing life, on terms severe as these. 

Will have its little lamp no longer fed 3 
When Henry’s mistress shows him Emma 
dead 3 

Rescue my poor remains from vile neglect 3 
With virgin honors let my hearse be ^ck’d, 
And decent emblem 3 and at least persu-ide 
This happy nymph, that Emma may be laid 
Where thou, dear author of my death, where 
she 

With frequent eye my sepulchre may see. 

The nymph amidst her joys may haply breathe 
One pious sigh, reflecting on my death, 
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And the sad fate which she may one day prove 
Who hopes from Henry’s vows eternal love. 
And thou, forsworn, thou cruel, as thou art'. 

If Emma’s image ever touch’d thy heart. 

Thou sure must give one thought, and drop 
one tear 

To her, whom love abandon'd to despair 3- 
To her who, dying, on the wounded stone 
Bid it in lasting characters be known, 

That, of mankind, she lov’d but thee alone. 

HKNRT. 

Hear, solemn Jove! and, conscious Venus, 
hear! [sweir; 

And thou, bright maid, believe me, whilst 1 
No time, no change, no future flame, shall 
move 

The well-plac’d basis of my lasting love. 

O powerful virtue ! O victorious faii'^ 

At least excuse a trial too severe : 

Receive the triumph, and forget the war. 

No banish’d man, condemn’d in woods to 
rove. 

Entreats thy pardon, and implores thy love : 
No perjur’d knight desires to quit thy arms, "■ 
Fairest collection of thy sex’s charms. 

Crown of iny love, and honor of my youth! 
Henry, thy Henry, with eternal truth. 

As thou mayst wish, shall all his life employ, 
And found his glory in his Emma's joy. 

In me behold the potent Edgar’s heir, 
Tilustrious earl: him terrible in war 
1 .et Loyre confess 3 for she has felt his sword. 
And trembling fled liefore the British lord. 
Him great in peace and wealth fair Deva 
knows : 

For she amidst his spacious meadows flows ; 
Inclines her urn upon his fatten’d lands 3 
And sees his numerous herd imprint her sands 
And thou, my fair, my dove, shalt raise thy 
thought 

To greatness next to empire 3 shall be brought 
With solemn pomp to my paternal seat 3 
Where peace and plenty on thy word shall 
wail. 

Music and song shall wake the marriage-day 3 
And, while the priests accuse the bride's de¬ 
lay, 

Myrtles and roses shall obstruct her way. 
Friendship shall still thy evening Teasts 
adorn 3 

And blooming peace shall ever bless thy morn. 
Succeedid^ years their happy race shall run 3 
And Age unheeded by delight come on, 

While yet superior Love shall'mock his pow’r; 
.And when old Time shall turr the fated hour3 
Which only can our well-tied i.not unfoU, 
What rests of both one sepulchre .^all hold. 

Hence then for ever from my Emiifal? breadt 
(That heaven of softness, and that seat of rest;. 
Ye doubts and fears, and all that know to 
move 

Tormenting grief, and all that trouble lovfi. 
Scatter’d by winds recede, and wild ir forests 
rove. * '■* 
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XHHA. 

O day the fairest sure that ever rose' 

PeriodT and end of anxious Emma’s woes' 

Sire of her joy, and source of her delight; 

O wing’d with pleasure take thy happy flight, 
And give each future mom a tincture of thy 
white. 

Yet tell thy votary, potent queen of love! 
Hegry, my Henry, will he never rove 1 
Will he be ever kind, and just, and good 7 
And 18 there then no mistress in the wood ? 
None, none fhere is, the thought was rash 
and vain; 

A false idea, and a fancied pain. [heart, 
•^boubt shall for ever quit my strengthen’d 
And anxious jeajnusy's corroding smart; 

No other inmate shall inhabit there, 

But soft Belief, young Joy, and pleasing Care. 

Hence let the tides of plenty ebb and flow. 
And Fortune’s various gale unheeded blow. 

If at my feet the suppliant goddess stands. 
And sheds her treasure with unwearied hands; 
Her present favor cautious I’ll embrace; 

And not unthankful use the proffer’d grace: 

?f she reclaims the temporary boon, 

And tries her pinions, flutt’ring to be gone; 
Secure of mind I ’ll obviate her intent, 

And unconcern’d return the goods she lent. 
Nor happiness can I, nor misery feel, 

From any turn of her fantastic wheel 5 
Friendship’s great* laws, and love’s superior 
pow’rs. 

Must mark the color of my future hours. 

From the events which thy commands create, 
1 must ray blessings or my sorrows date; 

And Henry’s will must dictate Emma’s fate. 
Yet while with close delight and inward 
pride [hide) 

(Which from the world my careful soul shall 
I see thee, lord and end of my desire. 

Exalted high os virtue can require 3 
With pow’r invested, and with pleasure cheer’d; 
Sought by the good, by the oppressor fear’d; 
Loaded and blest with all the afllueiit store 
Which human vows at smoking sjirines im¬ 
plore, 

Jzrateful and humble grant me to employ 
My life subservient only to thy joy; 

Abd at my death to bless thy kindness shown 
To h^r, who of mankind could love but thee 
^one. 

While thus the constant pair altqpnate said, 
Joyful above them and around them play’d 
Angbls and sportive Loves, a numerous crowd; 
Smiling they clnpt their wings, and low they 
bour'd: 

The^tumbled all their little quivers o'er. 

To choose propitious shafts; a precious store, 
ThivVtvhcn their god should take his future 
darts. 

To strike (howevec rarely) constant hearts. 
His happy skill might proper arms employ, ■ 
All tipp’d with pleasure, and all wing’d with 
J#y.i . 


And those, they vow’d, whose lives should 
imitate 

These lovers’ constancy, should share their 
fate. 

The queen of beauty stopp’d her bridled doves; 
Approv’d the little labor of the Loves; 

Was proud and pleas’d the mutual vow to hear ; 
And to the triumph call’d the god of war: 
Soon as she colls, the god is always near. 

Now Mars, she said, let Fame exalt her 
voice; 

Nor let thy conquests only be her choice : 

But when she sings great Edward from the field 
Return’d, the hostile spear and captive shield 
In Concord’s temple hung, and Gallia taught 
to yield; 

And when, as prudent Saturn shall complete 
The years design’d to perfect Britain’s state. 
The swift-wing’d pow’r shall take her trump 
again. 

To sing her favorite Anna’s wondrous reign ; 
To recollect unwearied Marltne’s toils. 

Old Ruft^’ hall unequal to his spoils; 

The British soldier from his high conunand 
Glorious, and Gaul thrice vanquish’d by his 
hand : * 

Let her at least perform vghat I desire; 

With second breath the vocal brass inspire. 
And tell the nations, in no vulgar strain, 

What wars I manage, and what wreaths I gain. 
And, when thy tumults and thy fights are past; 
And when thy laurels at my feet are cast; 
Faithful maystthou, liko British Henry, prove; 
And, Emma-like, let me return thy love. 

Renown’d for truth, let all thy sons appear; 
And constant beauty shall reward thy care. 

Mars smil’d, and bow'd ; the Cyprian deity 
Turn’d to the glorious ruler of the sky; 

And thou, she smiling said, great god of days 
And verse, behold my deed, and sing my praise ; 
As on the British earth, my fav’rite isle. 

Thy gentle rays and kindest influence smile. 
Through all her laughing fields and verdant 
groves. 

Proclaim with joy those memorable loves: 

From every annual course let one great day 

To celebrated sports and floral play 

Be set aside; and, in the softest lays 

Of thy poetic sons, be solemn praise 

And everlasting marks of honor paid 

To the true Lover, and the Nut-brown Maid, 

$ 1 ( 17 . Pleamera qf Memory. Rogers. 
'rwiLiRHT’s soft dews steal o’er the village 
green. 

With magic tints to harmonize the scene. 
Still’d is the hum that through the hamlet 
broke. 

When found the ruins of their ancient oak 
The peasants flock’d to hear the minstrel play. 
And games and carols clos'd the busy day. 

Her wheel at rest, the matron thrills no more 
With treasur’d tales, and legendary lore. 

All, all are fled; nor mirth nor music flowe 
To chase the dreams of innocent repose. 
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All, all are fled; yet itill I linger here! 

What secret charms this silent spot endear? 
Mark yon old mansion firawning thro’ the 
trees, 

Whose hollow turret wooes the whistling 
breeze. [shade, 

That casement, arch’d with ivy's brownest 
First to these eyes the light of heaven convey’d. 
The mouldering gateway strews the grass* 
gfown court. 

Once the calm scene of many a simple sport; 
XVhen nature pleas’d, for life itself was new. 
And the heart promis’d what the fancy drew. 

See, thro’ the fractur’d pediment reveal’d. 
Where moss inlays the rudely sculptur’d shield, 
The martin’s old, hereditary nest. 

Long may the ruin spare its hallow’d guest! 

As jars the hinge, what sullen echoes call! 
Oh haste, unfold the hospitable hall! 

That hall, where once in antiquated state. 

The chair of justice held the grave debate. 
Now stain’d with dews, with cobwebs darkly 
hung, , 

Oft has its roof with peals of rapture rung; 
When round yon ample board, ip due degree. 
We sweeten’d every meal with social glee. 

The heart’s light laugh pursued the circling 
jest; 

And all was sunshine in each little breast. 
’Twas here we chas’d the slipper by the sound; 
And turn’d the blindfold hero round and 
round. 

’Twas here, at eve, we form’d our fairy ring; 
And Fancy flatter’d on her wildest wing. | 
Giants and genii chain’d each wondering 
ear; 

And orphan-sorrows drew the ready tear. 

Oft with the babes we wander’d in the wood. 
Or view’d the forest-feasts of Robin Hood: 
Oft, fancy-led, at midnight’s fearful hour. 

With startling step we scal’d the lonely tower; 
O’er in&nt innocence to hang and weep. 
Murder’d by ruffian hands, when smiling in its 
sleep. 

Ye Household Deities! whose guardian eye 
Mark’d each pure thought, ere register’d on 
high; 

Still, still ye walk the consecrated gtVund, 

And breathe the soul of Inspiration round. 

As o’er the dusky furniture I bend. 

Each chair awakes the feelings of a friend. 
The storied arras, source of fond delight. 

With old aciuevement charms the wilder’d 
sight; 

And still, with Heraldry’s rich hues imprest. 
On the dim window glows the pictur’d crest. 
’The screen unfolds its many-color’d chart. 
The clock still points its moral to the heart. 
That faithftil monitor 'twas heav’n to liear ! 
When spit it spoke a promis’d pleasure near; 
And has its sober hand, its simple chime. 
Forgot to trace the feather’d feet of Time 7 
That massive beam, with curious carvings 
vnonght, [thought; 

Whence the cag’d linnet sooth’d my pensive 
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Those muskets, cas’d with veneraMe rust; 
Those once-lov’d forms, still breathing thro’ 
their dust. 

Still from the frame, in mould gigantic cast. 
Starting to life—all whisper of the past! 

As thro’ the garden’s desert paths I rove. 
What fond illusions swarm in every grove !. 
How oft, when purple evening ting’d the west, 
We watch’d the emmet to her grainy nest; 
Welcom’d the wild-bee home on weary wing. 
Laden with sweets, the choicest of the spring ! 
How oft inscrib’d, with Friendship’s votive 
rhyme, 

The bark now silver’d by the touch of Time 
Soar'd in the swing, half pleas'd and half afraid,. 
Thro’ sister elms that way/il' their pummer- 
shade; 

Or strew’d with crumbs yon root-inwoven seat, 
To lure the redbreast from his lone rd^at! 

Childhood’s lov’d group revisits every scene; 
The tangled wood-walk, and the tufted green! 
Indulgent Memory wakes, and lo, they live! 
Cloth’d with far softer hues than light can give. 
Thou first, best friend that beav’n assigns be¬ 
low. 

To soothe and sweeten all the cares we know; 
Whose glad suggestions still each vain alarm. 
When nature fades, and life forgets to charm; 
Thee would the Muse invoke!—to thee belong 
The sage’s precept, and the poet’s song. 

What soften’d views thy magic glass reveals. 
When o’er the landscape Time’s meek twi¬ 
light steals! 

As when in ocean sinks the orb of day. 

Long on the wave reflected lustres play; 

'Fliy temper’d gleams of happiness resign’d. 
Glance on the darken’d mirror of the mind. 
The school’s lone porch, with reverend moss¬ 
es gray, 

Just tells the pensive pilgrim where it lay. 
Mute is the bell that rung at peep of dawn. 
Quickening my truant-feet across the lawn: 
Unheard the shout that rent the noontide 
air. 

When the slow dial gave a pause to care. 

Up springs, at every step, to claim a tear. 
Some little friendship form’d and cherish’d 
here! 

And not the lightest leaf, but trembling teems 
With golden visions, and romantic dreams! 

Down by yon hazel copse, at evening blaz’d 
The Gipsy’s faggot—there we stood and gaz’d; 
Gaz’d on ker sun-burnt face with silent awe, 
Her tatter’d mantle, and her hood of straw; 
Her moving lips, her caldron 'brimming o’er; 
The drowsy brood that on her back she bore. 
Imps, in the barn v/ith mousing owle. btgd. 
From rifled roost at nightly revel fed; 

Whose dark eyes flash’d through locks of black¬ 
est shade, [iiaj * 

When in the breeze the distant watch-dog 
And heroes fled the Sibyl’s mutter’d call, 
Whose elfin prowess scal’d the orchaid wall. 
As o’er my palm the silver piece she dyew, 
And trac’d the line of life with searchiig view, 
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How throbb’d by flutt’ring pulse with hopes Say through the clouds what compass points 
and fears, her flight 7 [sight. 

To Warn the color of my future years! Monarchs have gaz’d, and nations blest the 

Ah, then, what honest triumph flush’d my Pile rocks on rocks, bid woods and mountains 
breast '. rise. 

This truth once known—To bless is to be Eclipse her native shades, her native skies;— 
IVe led the bending beggar on his way [blest I 'Tis vain ! through ether’s pathless wilds she 
(Bare were bis feet, his tresses silver gray); goes, 

Spoth’d the keen pangs his aged spirit felt, And lights at last where all her cares repose. 
And on his tale with mute attention dwelt. Sweet bird ! thy truth shall Harlem’s walls 
As in his scrip we dropt our little store, And unborn ages consecrate thy iiest. [attest. 

And wept to think that little was no more, When with the silent energy of grief. 

He breath’d his pray’r; “ Long may such good- With looks that ask’d, yet dar’d not hope re* 
, ness live!” lief, [clung, 

•’Twas all he gave, ’twas all he had to give. Want, with her babes, round generous valor 
But hark! though those old flrs, with sullen To wring the slow surrender from his tongue, 
Iwoll ^ [farewell ' 'Twas thine to animate her closing eye : 

The church-clock strikes', ye tender scenes Alas! ’twas thine perchance the first to die. 

It calls me hence, beneath their shade to trace Crush’d by her meagre hand, when welcom’d 
The few fond lines that Time may soon ciTacc. from the sky. 

On yon gray stone that fronts the cbancel- 

doorj § 109. PVom the Same. 

Worn smooth by busy feet now seen no more, ^ 

Each eve we shot the marble through the ring, When the blithe son of Savoy, roving round 
When the heart danc’d, and life was in its With humble wares and pipe of merry sound, 
spring} From his grSen vale and shelter'd cabin hies, 

Alas! unconscious of the kindred earth. And scales the Alps to jisit foreign skies; 
That faintly echoed to the voice of mirth. Though far below the forked lightnings play. 

And at his feet the thunder dies away, 

$ 108. From the Same QP; saddle rudely rock’d to sleep. 

Oft has the aged tenant of the vale While his mule browses on the dizzy steep, 

Lean’d on his staff to lengthen out the tale ; With memory’s aid, he sits at home, and sees 
*Oft have his lips the grateful tribute breath'd. Ills children sport beneath their native trees. 
From sire to son with pious zeal bequeath’d. And bends to hear their cherub voices call. 
When o’er the blasted heath the day declin'd. O'er the loud fury of the torrent’s fall. 

A nd on the scath’d oak warr’d the winter wind. But can her smile with gloomy madness 
When not a distant taper’s twinkling ray dwell ? 

Gleam'd o’er the furze to light him on his way 3 Say, can she chase the horrors of his cell 7 
When not a sheep-bell sooth'd his list’ning cir, I Each fiery flight on phrensy's wing restrain. 
And the big ram-drops told the tempest near 3 And mould the coinage of the fever’d brain 7 
Then did his horse the homeward track de.scry, Pass but that grate, which scarce a gleam sup- 
The track that shunn’d his sad inquiring eye 3 plies. 

And win each wavering purpose to relent. There in the dust the wreck of Genius lies! 

W’ith warmth so mild, so gently violent. He, whose arresting hand sublimely wrought 

That his charm’d hand the careless rein re- Each bold conception in the sphere of thought; 
sign'd. Who from the quarried mass, like Phidia 8 ,drew 

. And doubts and terrors vanish’d from his mind. Forms ever fair, creations ever new! 

Recall the traveller, whose alter’d form But as he fondly snatch’d the wreath of Fame, 
Has borne the buffet of the mountain storm 3 Tho spectre Poverty unnerv’d his frame. 

Anj who will first his fond impatience meet 7 Cold was her grasp, a withering scowl she 
His faithful dog’s already at bis feet! wore 3 

Yes, though the porter spurn him from his door, And Hope’s soft energies were felt no more. 
Though all, that knew him, know^his face no Yet still how sweet the soothings of his art! 

more. From the rude stone what bright ideas start! 

Hii faithful dof shall tell his joy to each. E’en now he claims the amaranthine wreath, 
With that mute eloquence which passes speech. With scenes that glow, with images that 
And se^ the master but returns to die ! breathe ! [dare; 

Yeffwho shall bid the watchful servant fly 7 And whence these scenes, these images, de- 
The blasts of heaven, the drenching dews of Wheilbe but from her who triumphs o’er de- 
p earth, spair 7 

I'he wanton insults of unfeeling mirth 3 Awake, arise! with grateful fervor fraught, 

These, when to^ guard misfortune’s sacred Go spring the mine of elevated thought. 

Will firm Fidelity exalt to brave. [grave, He who, through Nature’s various walk, sur- 
Led by what chart, transports the timid dove veys 

The wreaths of conquest, or the vows of love 7 The good and fair her faultless line portrays, 
Voc.'v. Nos. 79 & 80. 
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Whoae mind, profan'd by no unhallow'd 
guest, 

Culls from the crowd the purest and the best } 
May range, at will, bright fancy’s golden clime, 
Or musing, mount where Science sits sublii^e, 
Or wake the spirit of departed Time. 

Who acts thus wisely, mark the moral Muse, 
A blooming Eden in his life reviews ! 

So richly cultur’d ev’ry native grace. 

Its scanty limits he forgets to trace: 

But the fond fool, when evening shades the sky, 
Turns but to start, and gazes but to sigh ! 

The weary waste, that lengthen’d as he ran, 
Fades to a blank, and dwindles to a span! 

Ah! who can tell the triumphs of the mind, 
By truth illumin’d, and by taste refin’d ? 
When age has quench’d the eye and clos’d the 
ear, 

Still nerv’d for action in her native sphere, 

Oft will she rise—with searching glance pur¬ 
sue 

Some long-lov'd image vanish’d from her view 3 
Dart through the deep recesses of the past, 
O’er dusky forms in chains of slumber' .last 3 
With giant-grasp fling back the folds of night. 
And snatch the faithless fugitive *0 light. 

So through the grove th’ impatient mother 
flies, *' 

Each sunless glade, each secret pathway tries 3 
Till the light leaves the truant-boy disclose, 
Long on the wood-moss stretch’d in sweet re¬ 
pose. I 

$ 110. FVom the Same. 

Oft may the spirits of the dead descend. 

To watch the silent slumbers of a friend 3 
To hover round his evening walk unseen. 

And hold sweet converse on the dusky green. 
To hail the spot where first their friendship 
grew. 

And heaven and nature open’d to their view ! 
Oft, when he trims his cheerful hearth, and 
A smiling circle emulous to please 3 [sees 
There may these gentle guests delight to 
dwell, 

And bless the scene they lov’d in life so well! 
O thou ! with whom my heart was wont to 
share ^ [care 3 

From Reason’s dawn each pleasure and each 
With whom, alas ! 1 fondly hop’d to know 
The humble walk of happiness below 3 
If thy blest nature now unites above 
An angel’s pity with a brother's love, 

Still o’er my life preserve thy mild control, 
Correct my views, and elevate iny soul: 

Grant me thy peace and purity of mind. 
Devout yet cheerful, active yet resign'd 5 
Grant me, like thee, whose heart knew no dis- 
guise. 

Whose blameless wishes never aim’d to rise, 
To meet the changes Time and Chance pre¬ 
sent. 

With modest dignity and calm content. 

When thy last breath, ere Nature sunk to rest. 
Thy meek submission to thy God express’d 5 


When thy last look, ere thought and feeling 
fled, 

A mingled gleam of hope and triumph shed 3 
What to thy soul its glad assurance gave. 

Its hope in death, its triumph o’er the grave ? 
The sweet remembrance of unblemish'd youth, 
The inspiring voice of Innocence and Truth 
Hail, Memory, hail 1 in the exhaustlcss 
mine 

From age to age unnumber’d treasures shine ! 
Thought and her shadowy brood thy call o1 ry, 
And Place and Time arc subject to thy swny ‘ 
Thy pleasures most we feel when most alom ; 
The only pleasures we can call our own. 
Lighter than air, Hope's summer-visions die^ . 
If but a fleeting cloud obscure^the sky 3 
If but a beam of sober Reas ^ play, 

Lo, Fancy’s fairy frost-work melts away ! 

But can the wiles of Art, the grasp ol^ower, 
Snatch the rich relics of a well-spentwour ? 
These, when the trembling spirit wings her 
flight. 

Pour round her path a stream of living light: 
And gild those pure and perfect realms of rest. 
Where Virtue triumphs, and her sons are 
blest. 

^ 111. Verses on a Tear. From the Same. 

Oh ! that the Chemist’s magic art 
Could crystallise this sacred treasure! 

Long should it glitter near my heart, 

A secret source of pensive pleasure. 

The little brilliant, ere it fell, 

Its lustre caught from Chloe’s eyej 
Then trembling, left its coral cell— 

The spring of sensibility ! 

Sweet drop of pure and pearly light. 

In thee the rays of Virtue shine 3 
More calmly clear, more mildly bright, 

I'han any gem that gilds the mine. 

Benign restorer of the soul'. 

Who ever fly’si to bring relief, 

When first she feels the rude control 
Of Love orTity, Joy or grief: 

The sage’s and the poet’s theme. 

In every clime, in every age 5 
Thou charm’st in Fancy’s idle dream. 

In Reason’s philosophic page. 

That very law* which moulds a tear. 

And bids it trickle from its source. 

That law pi^feserves the earth a sphere. 

And guides the planets in their pourse. 

$112. A Sketch of the Alps at Da^-brtak. 
From the Same. 

Thf. sun-beams streak the azure skies. 

And line with light the mountain's brow 
With hounds and horns the hunters rise. 

And chase the roe-buck through the snow; 

• 

* The law of Gravitation. 
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From rock to rook, with giant bound. 

High on their iron poles they pass; 

Mu<e. lest the air, convuls’d by sound, 

Rend from above a frozen mass.* 

Tiic goats wind slow their wonted way. 

Up craggy steeps ond ridges rude; 

Mark’d by the wild wolf for his prey. 

From desert cave or hanging wood. 

• 

And while the torrent thunders loud. 

And as the echoing cliifs reply, 

The huts peep o’er the morning cloud. 

Perch’d like an eagle's nest, on high. 

• * $ 113. A TFisA. FVom the Same. 

Mine be a cdMieside the hill; 

A bee-fiive’s huimhall soothe my ear; 

A willowy brook, that turns a mill. 

With many a fall shall linger near. 

The swallow, oft, beneath my thatch, 

Shall twitter from her clay-built nest; 

Oft shall the pilgrim lift the latch. 

And share my meal, a welcome guest. 

Around my ivied porch shall spring 
Each fragrant flower that drinks the dew ; 
And l.<ucy at her wheel shall sing. 

In russet gown and apron blue. 

The village church among the trees. 

Where first our marriage vows were giv'n. 
With merry peals shall swell the breeze. 

And point with taper spire to heav’n. 

$ 114. An Italian Son^. From th' Same. 

Dear is my little native vale. 

The ring-dove builds and warbles there; 

Close by my cot she tells her tale 
’t'o every passing villager. 

The squirrel leaps from tree to tree. 

And shells his nuts at liberty. 

In orange groves and myrtle bowers. 

That breathe a gale of fragrance round, 

f charm the fairy-footed hours 

With my lov’d lute’s romantic socbd : 

Or crowns of living laurel weave, 

• For those that win the race at eve. 

'Che shepherd’s horn at break of day. 

The ballet danc'd in twilight glade, 

Tlie canzonet and roundelay 
Sung in the silent greenwood shade; 

These simple joys that never fail, 

Shall bind me to my native vale. * 

' $ 115. The ^aaona.—Spring. Thomson. 

The v>i'fk-ea8t spends his rage; he now 
• shut up 

Within his iron cave, th* effusive south [ven 
Warms the wide air, and o’er the void of hea- 
Rreatlies the big clouds with vernal showers 
distent. , 

^Thero are passes in the Alps, where the guides 
Nell you to movo on with spaed, and say nothing, lost 
the agitation of the air ahould loosen the anows 
above. lGtBy,kect. v. let. 4. 


At first a dueky wreath they seem to rise, 
Scarce staining ether; but by swift degrees, 

In heaps on heaps, the doubling vapor sails 
Along the loaded sky, and mingled deep 
Sits on th’ horizon round a settled gloom: 

Not such as wintery-storms on mortals shed. 
Oppressing life; but lovely, gentle, kind. 

And full of every hope, and every joy. 

The wish of Nature. Gradual sinkn the 
breeze 

Into a perfect calm ; that not a breath 
Is heard to quiver through the closing woods. 
Or rustling turn the many twinkling leaves 
Of aspen tall. Th’ uncurling floods, difius’d 
In glassy breadth, seem through delusive lapse 
Forgetful of their course. ’Tis silence all. 
And pleasing expectation. Herds and flocks 
Drop the dry sprig, and mute-imploring, eye 
The falling verdure. Hush’d in short sus¬ 
pense. 

The plumy people streak their wings with oil, 
To throw the lucid moisture trickling off; 

And vqitit th' approaching sign to strike, at 
once, 

Into the general dhoir. Ev’n mountains, vales, 
And forests seem, impatient, to demand 
The promis’d sweetnesst Man superior walks 
Amid the glad creation, musing praise. 

And looking lively gratitude. At last, 

The clouds consign their treasures* to the 
fields; 

And, softly shaking on the dimpled pool 
Prelusive drops, let all their moisture flow, 

In large effusion, o'er the freshen’d world. 
The stealing shower is scarce to patter heard, 
By such as wander through the forest walks. 
Beneath th' umbrageous multitude of leaves. 

Thus all day long the full-distended clouds 
Indulge their genial stores, and weU-show- 
er’d earth 

Is deep-enrich’d with vegetable life; 

Till, in the western sky, the downward Sun 
Looks out, effulgent, from amid the flush 
Of broken clouds, gay shifting to his beam. 
The rapid radiance instantaneous strikes 
Th’ illumin’d mountain, through the forest 
streams, 

Shakes on the floods, and in a yellow mist, 
Far smoking o'er the interminable plain. 

In twinkling myriads lights the dewy gems. 
Moist, bright and green, the landscape laughs 
I around. 

Full swell the woods; their very music wakes. 
Mix'd in wild concert with the warbling brooks 
Increas’d, the distant bleatings of the hills. 
And hollow lows responsive ffom the vales, 
Wheime blending all the sweeten’d zephyr 
springs. 

Meantime, refracted from yon eastern cloud. 
Bestriding Earth, the grand ethereal bow 
Shoots up immense; and every hue unfolds. 

In fair proportion running from the red, 

To where the violet fades into the sky. 

Here, awful Newton, the dissolving clouds 
X 2 
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Fomi| fronting on tbe Sun, thy showery prism, 
And to the sage-instructed eye unfold 
The various twine of light, % thee disclos’d 
From the white mingling maze. Not so the 
boy, [bend, 

He wondering views the briglit enchantment 
Delightful, o’er the radiant helds, and runs 
To catch the falling glory; but amaz'd 
Beholds th’ amusive arch belbre him ily. 

Then vanish quite away. 

Now, when the first foul torrent of the 
brooks, 

Swell’d with the vernal rains, is ebb'd away, 
And, whitening, down their mossy-tinctur’d 
stream 

Descends the billowy foam ' now is the time, 
While yet the dark-brown water aids the 
guile, 

To tempt the trout. The well-dissembled fly, 
The rod fine tapering with elastic spring, 
iSnatch’d from the hoary steed the floating line. 
And all thy slender wat’ry stores, prepare. 

But let not on thy hook the tortur’d worm, 
Convulsive, twist in agonizir,g folds } 

Which, by rapacious hunger swallow’d deep, 
Gives, as you tear it from the bleeding breast 
Of the weak helpless uncomplaining wretch, 
Harsh pain, and horror to the tender hand. 

Whe%with his lively ray the potent Sun 
Has pierc’d the streams, and rous’d the finny 
race, 

Then issuing cheerful, to thy sport repair; 
Chief should the western breezes curling piny, 
And light o’er ether bear the shadowy clouds. 
High to their fount, this day, amid the hills 
And woodlands warbling round, trace up the 
brooks } 

The next, pursue their rocky-channell’d maze, 
Down to the river, in whose ample wave 
Their little Naiads love to sport at large. 

Just in the dubious point, where with the pool 
Is mix’d the trembling stream, or where it 
boils 

Around the stone, or from the hollow’d bank 
Reverted plays in undulating flow. 

There throw, nice judging, the delusive fly; 
And as you lead it round in artful curvV^ 

With eye attentive mark the springing game. 
Straight as above the surface of the flood 
They wanton rise, or urg’d by hunger leap, 
Then fix, with gentle twitch, the l^rbcd hook: 
Some lightly tossing to the grassy bank. 

And to the shelving shore, slow-dragging some. 
With various hand proportion’d to their force. 
If yet too young, and easily deceiv’d, 

A worthless prey scarce bends your pliant rod, 
Him, piteous of his youth, and the short space 
He has enjoy’d the vital light of Heaved, 

Soil disengage, and back into the stream 
The speckled captive throw. But should you 
lure 

From his dork haunt, beneath the tangled roots 
Of pendant trees, the monarch of the brook, 
Behoves you then to ply your finest art. 
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Long time he, following cautious, scans the 
flyj 

And nfl attempts to seize it, but as ofl 
The dimpled water speaks his jealous fear. 

At last, while haply o’er the shaded Sun 
Passes a cloud, he desperate takes the death. 
With sullen plunge. At once he darts along. 
Deep-struck, and runs out all the lengthen’d 
line: [weed. 

Then seeks the farthest ooze, the sheltering 
The cavern’d bank, his old secure abode) 

And flies alofl, and flounces round the pool, 
Indignant of the guile. With yielding hand. 
That feels him still, yet to his furious course 
Gives way, you, now retiring, following now, 
Across the stream, exhaust h^«»'Jle rage : 

Till floating broad upon his ''reathlcss side, 
And to hjs fate abandon’d, to the shore 
You gaily drag your unresisting prize. 

Thus pass the temperate hours ; but when 
the Sun [ing clouds. 

Shakes from his noon-day throne the scatter- 
Ev’n shooting listless languor through the 
deeps; [crowd. 

Then seek the bank where flowering elders 
Where, scatter’d wild, the lily of the vale 
Its balmy essence breathes, where cowslips 
hung 

The dewy head, where purple violets lurk, 
Willi all the lowly children of the shade : 

Ur lie reclin’d beneath you spreading ash, 
lluiig o’er the steep; whence, borne on liquid 
wing, [hawk. 

The sounding culver shoots; or where the 
High, in the beetling clifl', Ills aCry builds. 
There let the classic page the fancy lead 
Through rural scenes; such as the Mantuan 
swam 

Paints in the matchless harmony of song. 

Or catch thyself the landscape, gliding swifl 
Athwart imagination’s vivid eye • 

Or by the vocal woods and waters lull’d. 

And lost in lonely musing, in the dream. 
Confus’d, of careless solitude, where mix 
I'en thousaikl wandering images of things, 
Soothe every gust of passion into peace; 

All but the swellings of the soflen’d heart, 
That waken, not disturb, the tranquil mind. 

See where the winding vale its lav’zh 
stores, 

Irrigiious spreads. See, how the lily drinks 
The latent jrill, scarce oozing through the 
grass, 

Of growth luxuriant: or the humid bank. 

In fair profusion,* decks. Long let us walk. 
Where the breeze blows from yon emended 
field 

Of blossom’d beans. Arabia cannot boast 
A fuller gale of joy, than, liberal, thence 
Breathes through the sense, and takes the la¬ 
vish'd soul. 4 

Nor is the mead unworthy of thy foot. 

Full of fresh verdure, and unnumber’d flow¬ 
ers. 


ELEGANT EXTRACTS. 
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The negligence of Nature, wide and wild; 
I^Cre, undiaguis'd by mimic Art, she epreads 
Unbounded beauty to the roving eye. 

Here their delicious task the fervent bees. 

In swarming millions, tend : around, athwart. 
Through the soft air, the busy nations fly. 
Cling to the bud, and, with inserted tube, 
Suck its pure essence, its ethereal soul j 
Amd oft, with bolder wing, they soaring dare 
The purple heath, or where the wild thyme 
grows. 

And yellow load them with the luscious spoil. 
At length the finish'd garden to tlie view 
. Its vistas opens, and its alleys green. 

Snatch’d through the verdant maze, the hur¬ 
ried eyS’^ 

Distracted wandOTs; now the bowery walk 
Of covert close, where scarce a speck of day 
Falls on the lengthen’d gloom, protracted 
sweeps: 

Now meets the bending sky; the river now 
Dimpled along, the breezy ruffled lake, 

The forest darkening round, the glittering 
spire, 

Th' ethereal mountain, and the distant main. 
But why so far excursive ? when at hand, 
Along these blushing borders, bright with dew, 
And in yon mingled wilderness of flowers. 
Fair-handed Spring unbosoms every grace; 
Throws out the snow-drop, and the crocus 
first} 

.The daisy, primrose, violet darkly blue, 

And polyanthus of unnuniber’d dyes; 

The yellow wall-flower, stain’d with iron- 
brown ; 

And lavish stock that scents the garden round . 
From the soft wing of vernal breezes shed, 
Anemonies; auriculas, enrich'd 
With shining meal o’er all their velvet leaves ; 
And full ranunculus of glowing red. 

Then comes the tulip-race, where beauty plays 
Her idle freaks ; from family disus’d 
To family, as flies the father dust, 

The varied colors run ; and while they break 
On the charm'd eye, th' exulting florist marks. 
With secret pride, the wonders of his hand. 

* No gradual bloom Is wanting; from the bud. 
First-born of Spring, to Summer's musky 
tribes; 

fJor hvacinths, of purest viigin white, 
l.ow-bent, and blushing inward; nor jonquils. 
Of potent fragrance; nor Narcissus fair. 

As o'er the fabled mountain hanging still; 

No* broad carq|tions, nor gay spotted pinks ; 
Nor, shower'd from every bush, the damask- 
r^se. 

Infiflite numbers, delicacies, smells, 

With hues on hues expression cannot paint. 
The breath of Nature and her endless bloom. 

When first the soul of love is sent abroad. 
Warm through the vital air, and on the heart 
'SBChnonious seizes, the gay troops begin, 

In gallant thought to plume the painted wing ■, 
. And til^ agaTn the long-forgotten strain, 


At first faint-warbled. But no sooner grows 
The soft infusion prevalent and wide, 

Than, all alive, at once their joy o'erflows 
In music unconfin’d. Up springs the lark, 
Shrill-voic’d, and loud, the messenger of 
morn j 

Ere yet the shadows fly, he mounted sings 
Amid the dawning clouds, and from their 
haunts 

Calls up the tuneful nations. Every copse 
Deep-tangled, tree irregular, and bush 
Bending with dewy moisture, o’er the heads 
Of the Coy quiristers that lodge within. 

Are prodigal of harmony. The thrush 
And wo^-lark, o’er the kind-contending 
throng 

Superior heard, run through the sweetest length 
Of notes ; when listening Philomela deigns 
To let them joy, and purposes, in thought 
Elate, to make her night excel their day. 

The black-bird whistles from the thorny brake; 
The mellow bulfinch answers from the grove 
Nor ar8 the linnets, o'er the flowering furze 
Pour’d out profu|ely, silent. Join’d to these, 
Innumerousssongstcrs, in the freshening shade 
Of new-sprung leaves, their modulations mix 
Mellifluous. The jay, flie rook, the daw, 

And each harsh pipe, discordant heard alone. 
Aid the full concert. while the stock-dove 
breathes 

A melancholy murmur through the whole. 

'Tis love creates their melody, and all 
This waste of music is the voice of love; 
That ev’n to birds, and beasts, the tender arts 
or pleasing teaches. Hence the glossy kind 
Try every winning way inventive love 
Can dictate, and in courtship to their mates 
Pour forth their little souls. First, wide 
around, 

With distant awe, in niry rings they rove. 
Endeavoring by a thousand tricks to catch 
Tlie cunning, conscious, half-averted glance 
or their regardless charmer. Should she 
seem 

Softening the least approvance to bestow, 
Their colors burnish, and, by hope inspir’d. 
They brisk advance ; then, on a sudden struck, 
Retire disorder’d ; then again approach ; 

In fond rotation spread the spotted wing, 

And shiver every leather with desire. 

Connubial leagues agreed, to the deep woods 
'They haste away, all as their fancy leads. 
Pleasure, or food, or secret safety prompts; 
That Nature’s great command may be obey’d; 
Nor all the sweet sensations they perceive 
Indulg’d in vain. Some to the holly-hedge 
Nestling repair, and to the thicket some ; 
Somc^o the rude protection of the thorn 
Commit Ihoir feeble offspring: the cleft tree 
Offers its kind concealment to a few. 

Their food its insects, and itamosa their nests. 
Others apart, far in the grassy dale, 

Or rougliening waste, their humble texture 
weave, 

I But most in woodland solitudes delight, 
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In unfrequented glooms,-or shaggy banks, 
Steep, and divided by a babbling brook, 
Whose murmurs soothe them ail the live-long 
<layi 

When by kind duty fix'd. Among the roots 
Of hazel, pendent o’er the plaintive stream, 
They frame the first foundation of their domes 3 
Dry sprigs of trees, in artful fabric laid, 

And boupd with clay together. Now ’tis 
nought 

But restless hurry through the busy air. 

Beat by unnumber'd wings. The swallow 
sweeps 

The slimy pool, to build his hanging house 
Intent. And often, from the careless back 
Of herds and flocks a thousand tugging bills 
Pluck hair and wool 3 and oft, when unob- 
serv'd. 

Steal from the barn a straw : till soft and warm. 
Clean, and complete, their habitation grows. 

. Aa thus the patient dam assiduous sits, I 
Not to be tempted from her tender task. 

Or by sharp hunger, or by smooth delight. 
Though the whole loosen'd Spring around her 
blows, * 

Her sympathizing lover takes his stand 
High on th’ opponent bank, and ceaseless sings 
The tedious time away 3 or else supplies 
Her place a moment, while she sudden flits 
To pidk the scanty meal. Th’appointed time 
With pious toil fulfill’d, the callow young. 
Warm’d and expanded into perfect life. 

Their brittle bondage break, and come to light, 
A helpless family, Unwinding food 
With constant clamor : O what passions then. 
What melting sentiments of kindly care. 

On the new parents seize ! Away they fly 

Aflectionate, and undeeiring hear 

The moat delicious morsel to their young; 

Which equally .distributed, again 

The search begins. Ev’n so a gentle pair. 

By fortune sunk, but form’d of generous mould. 
And charm’d with cares beyond the vulgar 
breast. 

In some lone cot amid the distant woods. 
Sustain’d alone by providential Heaven, 

Oft as they weeping eye their infant tr|ip. 
Check their own appetites, and give them all. 
Nor toil alone they scorn; exalting love. 

By the great Father of the Spring inspir'd. 
Gives instant courage to the/stn/uf race. 

And to the timple, art. With stealthy wing. 
Should some rude foot their woody haunts mo¬ 
lest. 

Amid a neighboring bueh they silent drop. 

And whirling thence, as if alarm’d, deceive 
Th’ unfeeling school-boy. Hence, around the 
head [jirheels 

Of wandering swain, .the white-wing'd plover 
Her somiding flight, and then directly on 
In long excursion skims the level lawn. 

To tempt him from her nest. The wild-duck, 
hence, [waste 

O’er the rough moss, and o’er the .trackless 
'The heath-hen flutters, pious fraud! to lead 


The hot pursuing spaniel far astray. 

Be not the Muse asham'd, here to bemoan 
Her brothers of the grove, by tyrant man 
Inhuman caught, and in the narrow cage 
From liberty confin’d, and boundless air. 

Dull are the pretty slaves, their plumage dull, 
Ragged, and all its brightening lustre lost 3 ■ 
Nor is that sprightly wildness in their notes, 
Which, clear and vigorous, warbles from the 
beech. 

O then, ye friends of love and love-taught song. 
Spare the soft tribes, this barbarous art forbear 3 
If on your bosom innocence can win. 

Music engage, or piety persuade. 

But let not chief the nightingale lament 
Her ruin’d care, too delicatel^wam’d 
To brook the harsh confine’nent of the cage. 
Oft when, returning with her loaded biJL 
Th’ astonish’d mother finds a vacant n^. 

By the hard hand of unrelenting clowns 
Rnbb’d, to the ground the vain provision falls; 
Her pinions ruffle, and, low dropping, scarce 
Can bear the mourner to the poplar shade; 
Where, all abandon’d to deepair, she sings 
Her sorrows through the night 3 and, on the 
bough 

Sole-sitting, still at every dying fall 
Takes up again her lamentable strain 
Of winding woe; till, wide around, the woods 
Sigh to her song, and with her wail resound. 
But now the feather’d youth their former 
bounds. 

Ardent, disdain; and, weighing oft their wings. 
Demand the free possession of the sky ; 

This one glad office more, and then dissolves 
Parental love at once, now needless grown. 
(Jnlavish’d Wisdom never works in vain. 

’Tis on some evening, sunny, grateful, mild. 
When nought but balm is breathing through 
the woods. 

With yellow lustre bright, that the new tribes 
Visit the spacious heavens, and look abroad 
On Nature’s common far as they can see. 

Or wing, their range and pasture. O’er the 
Iwughs 

Dancing about, still at the giddy verge 
Their resolution fails; their pinions still, ' 
In loose libration stretch’d, to trust the void j 
Trembling refuse : till down before them fly 
The parent^uides, and chide, exhort, dSin- 
mand. 

Or push them off. The surging air receives 
Its plumy burden ; and their self-taught wings 
Winnow the waving element. On ground 
Alighted, bolder up again they*)ead. 

Farther and farther on, the lengtheniim flight 3 
Till, vanish’d every fear, and every piiweir 
Rous’d into life and action, light in air 
Th’ acquitted parents see their soaring race, ■ 
And once rejoicing never know them more. 

But happy they! the happiest of their kind 
Whom gentler stars unite, and in one fate ‘ 
Their hearts, their fortunes, and itheir beings 
blend. 
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'Tis not the coarser tie of human laws, 
Unni^tural oft, and foreign to the mind, 

That binds their peace, but harmony itself. 
Attuning all their passions into love; 

Where friendship full exerts her softest power. 
Perfect esteem, enliven’d by desire 
Inefiable, and sympathy of soul; 

Thought meeting thought, and will prevent- 
• ing will, [love 

With boundless confidence : for nought but 
Can answer love, and render bliss secure. 

Let him, ungenerous, who, alone intent 
To bless himself, from sordid parents buys 
^ The loathing virgin, in eternal care. 

Well mcrite^consume his nights and days : 
Let baybaroilB'^^ions, whose inhuman love 
Is wild desire, fi^ce as the suns they feel; 

Let eastern tyrants, from the light of Heaven 
Seclude their bosnm-slaves, meanly possess'd 
Of a mere, lifeless, violated form : 

While those whom love cements in holy faith, 
And equal transport, free as Nature live, 
Disdaining fear. What is the world to them, 
Its pomp, its pleasure, and its nonsense all! 
Who in each other clasp whatever fair 
High fancy forms, and lavish hearts can wish ; 
Something than beauty dearer, should they 
look 

Or on the mind, or mind-illumin’d face: 
Truth, goodness, honor, harmony, and love, 
The riehest bounty of indulgent Heaven. 
.Meantime a smiling offspring rises round, 

And mingles both their graces. By degrees, 
The human blossom blows ; and every day. 
Soft as It rolls along, shows some new charm. 
The father’s lustre, and the mother’s bloom. 
Then infant reason grows apace, and calls 
For the kind hand of an assiduous care. 
Delightful task ! to rear the tender thought, 
To teach the young idea how to shoot. 

To pour the fresh instruction o’er the mind, 
To breathe th’ enlivening spirit and to fix 
The generous purpose in the glowing breast. 
Oh, speak the joy ! ye whom the qpdden tear 
Surprises often, while you look around, 

And nothing strikes your eye but sights of 
* bliss, 

^11 various nature pressing on the heart: 

An elegant sufficiency, content, 

^Xm.irement, rural quiet, friendship, books. 
Ease and alternate labor, useful life, 
Progressive virtue, and approving Heaven. 
These are the matchless joys of vistuous love j 
And thus their moments fly. The seasons 
thus, * 

As ceaseless round a jarring world they roll, 
Sti^ fiifU them happy; and consenting Spring 
Sheds her own rosy garland on their heads ; 

. Till evening comes at last, serene and mild; 
When, after the long vernal day of life. 
Enamour’d more, as more remembrance swells 
With many a proof of recollected love, 
^Jbgether down they sink in social sleep; 
^Together freed, their gentle spirits fly 
To scenes where bve and bliss immortal reign. I 


$ 116. Summer. Thohson. 

The meck-ey’d mom appears, mother of 
dews. 

At first faint-gleaming in the dappled east: 
Till far o’er ether spreads the widening glow; 
And, from before the lustre of her face. 

White break the clouds away. With quick¬ 
en’d step, 

Brown night retires : young day pours in apace. 
And opens all the lawny prospect wide. 

The dripping rock, the mountain’s misty top. 
Swell on the sight, and brighten with the dawn. 
Blue, through the dusk, the smoking currents 
shine; 

And from the bloded field the fearful hare 
Limps, awkward; while along the forest-glade 
The wild-deer trip, and often turning gaze 
At early passenger. Music awakes 
The native voice of undissembled joy; 

And thick around the woodland hymns arise. 
Rous’d by the cock, the soon-clad shepherd 
leaves [dwells; 

His massy cottage, where with Peace he 
And from the crowded fold, in order, drives 
His flock to^ast# the verdure of the morn. 

But yonder comes th» powerful king of day. 
Rejoicing in the east. The lessening cloud. 
The kindling azure, and the mountain's brow 
Illum’d with fluid gold, his near approach 
Betoken glad. Lo! now, apparent all. 

Aslant the dew-bright Earth, and color’d air, 
He looks in boundless majesty abroad; 

And sheds the shining day, that burnish’d plays 
On rocks, and hills, and towers, and wander¬ 
ing streams. 

High gleaming from afar 

Now swarms the village o’er the jovial 
mead * 

The rustic youth, brown with meridian toil, 
Healthful and strong; full as the summer rose 
Blown by prevailing suns, the ruddy maid. 
Half naked, swelling on the sight, and all 
Her kindled graces, burning o’er her cheek. 
Ev’n stooping age is here: and infant hands 
Trail the long rake, or, with the fragrant load 
O’ercharg’d, amid the kind oppression roll. 
Wide flies the tedded grain; all in a row 
Advancing broad, or wheeling round the field, 
They spread their breathing harvest to the 
Sun, 

That throws refreshful round a rural smell: 

Or, as they rake the green-appearing ground. 
And drive the dusky wave along the mead. 
The russet hay-cock rises thick behind. 

In order gay. While, heard from dale to dale, 
Waking the breeze, resounds the blended 
*voice 

Of happy labor, love, and social glee. 

Or rushing thence, in one diffusive band, 
They drive the troubled flocks, by many a dog 
Compell’d, to where the mazy-running brook 
Forms a deep pool; this bank abrupt and higb^ 
And that fair spreading in a pebbled shore. 
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Urg’d to the gidd/ brink, much is the toil, 
The clamor much, of men, and boys, and dogs, 
Ere the soil, fearful people to the flood 
Commit their woolly sides; and oft the 
swain. 

On some impatient seizing, hurls them in: 
Embolden’d then, nor hesitating more. 

Fast, fast they plunge amid the flashing wave. 
And, panting, labor to the farthest shore. 
Repeated^his, till deep the welLwash’d fleece 
Has drunk the flood, and from his lively 
haunt 

The trout is banish’d by the sordid stream 3 
Heavy, and dripping, to the breezy brow 
Slow move the harmless race 3 where, as they 
spread 

Their swelling treasures to the sunny ray. 
Inly disturb’d, and wondering what this wild. 
Outrageous tumult means, their loud com¬ 
plaints 

The country fill 3 and, toss’d from rock to rock. 
Incessant bleatings run around the hills. 

At last, of snowy white, the gather’d f^^cks 
Are in the wattled pen innumerous press’d, 
Head above head ; and, rangi’d in lusty rows, 
The shepherds sit, and whet the sounding 
shears. ^ 

The housewife waits to roll her fleecy stores, 
With all her gay drest maids attending round. 
One, chief in gracious dignity enthron'd. 
Shines o’er the rest, the pastoral queen, and 
rays [king 5 

Her smiles, sweet-beaming, on her shepherd- 
Whilo the glad circle round Uiem yield their 
souls 

'To festive mirth, and wit that knovi's no gall, 
hfeantime, their joyous task goes on apace . 
Some, mingling, stir the melted tar, and some. 
Deepen the new-shorn vagrant’s heaving side 
To stamp his master’s cipher, ready stand 3 
Others th’ unwilling wether drag along 3 
And, glorying in his might, the sturdy boy 
Holds by the twisted horns th’ indignant ram. 
Behold where bound, and of its robe bereft 
By needy man, that all-depeiiding lord, 

How meek, how patient, the mild creature lies! 
What softness in its melancholy face. 

What dumb complaining innocence ap[flkrs ! 
Fear not, ye gentle tribes ! 'lis not the knife 
Of horrid slaughter that is o'er you wav’d 3 
No, ^tis the tender swain’s well-guided shears. 
Who having now, to pay his annual care, 
Borrow'd your fleece, to you a cumbrous load, 
Will send you bounding to your hills again. 

Aroutd th’ adjoining brook, that purls along 
The vocal grove, now fretting o’er a rock. 
Now scarcely moving through a reedy pool. 
Now starting to a sudden stream, and noiv 
Gently diffus’d into a limpid plain, [pose: 
A various group the herds and flocks com- 
Rural confusion ! on the grassy bank 
Some ruminating lie 3 while others stand 
Half In the flood, and, often bending, sip 
The circling surface. In the middle droops 
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The strong, laborious oz, of honest front, 
Which incompos'd he shakes 3 and from his 
sides 

The troublous insects lashes.with his tail. 
Returning still. Amid bis subjects safe, 
Slumbers the monarch-swain 3 his careless arm 
Thrown round his head, on downy moss sus¬ 
tain’d 3 [fill’d 3 

Here laid his scrip, with wholesome viands 
There, listening every noise, his watchful dog. 

Now, while I taste the sweetness of the 
shade, 

While nature lies around deep-lull’d in noon, 
Now come, bold Fancy ! spread a daring flight, 
And view the wonders of the ispAd zone: 
Climes unrelenting ! with /those rage com¬ 
par’d. 

Yon blaze is feeble, and yon skies are ^1. 

See how at once the bright, effulgent sun. 
Rising direct, swift chases from the sky 
The short-liv’d twilight 3 and with ardent 
blaze 

Looks gaily fierce through all the dazzMng air: 
ilc mounts his throne 3 but kind before him 
sends. 

Issuing from out the portals of the morn, 

The general breeze, to mitigate his fire, 

And breathe refreshngent on a fainting world. 
Great arc the scenes, with dreadful beauty 
crown’d [year, 

And barbarous wealth, that see, each circling 
Returning auns and double seasons pass : 
Rocks rich in gems, and mountains big with 
mines. 

That on the high equator ridgy rise, [plays : 
V^'hcnce many a bursting stream auriferous 
Majestic woods, of every vigorous green. 
Stage above stage, high waving o’er the hills; 
Or to the far horizon wide diffus'd, 

A boundless deep immensity of shade. 

Here lofty trees, to ancient song unknown. 
The noble sons of potent heat and floods 
Prone rushing from the clouds, rear high to 
heaven [throw 

Their thorny stems, and broad around them 
Meridian gloom. Here, in eternal prime. 
Unnumber’d fruits, of keen delicious taste 
And vital spirit, drink, amid the cliffs. 

And burning sands that bank the shrubby vaks, 
Redoubled day, yet in their rugged coats 
A friendly juice to cool its rage contain. 

Bear me, ]j?omona ! to thy citron groves 3 
To where the lemon and the piercing lime. 
With the deep orange, glowing through the 
green. 

Their lighter glories blend. Lay me fecl^’d 
Beneath the spreading tamarind that sfaakM, 
Fann’d by the breeze, its fever-cooling fruit. 
Deep in the night the massy locust sheds. 
Quench my hot limbs 3 or lead me through 
the maze, 1. 

Embowering endless, of the Indian % 3 
Or, thrown at gayer ease, on some fair brow. 
Let me behold, by breezy murmurs cool’d. 
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Broad o'er my held the verdant cedar wave. 
And high palmetos lift their graceful shade. 

Or, stretch’d amid these orchards of the Sun, 
Give me to drain the cocoa's milky bowl, 

And from the palm to draw its freshening 
wine ! 

More bounteous far than all the frantic juice 
Which Bacchus pours. Nor, on its slender 
. twip 

Low-bending, be the full pomegranate scorn’d; 
Nor, creeping through the woods, the gelid 
race 

Of berries. Oft in humble station dwells 
Unboastful worth, above fastidious pomp. 
^Witness, thou best An&na, thou the pride 
Of vegetable lMb.^}>eyond whate’er 
The poets imag’d i\the golden age : 

Quick let me strip Aee of thy tufted coat, 
Spread thy ambrosial stores, and feast with 
• Jove! [mense 

From these the prospect varies. Plains im-, 
Lie stretch'd below, interminable meads, 

And vant savannahs, where the wandering eye, | 
Until’d, is in a verdant ocean lost. 

Another Flora there, of bolder hues, ! 

And richer sweets, beyond our garden’s pride. 
Plays o'er the fields, and showers wdth sudden. 
hand 

Exuberant Spring; for oft these valleys shift . 
Their green-embroider'd robe to fiery brown. 
And swift to green again, as scorching suns, 

Or streaming dews and torrent rams, prevail. 

’Along these lonely regions, where retir’d. 
From little scenes of art, great Nature dwells 
In awful solitude, and nought is seen 
But the wild herds that own no master’s stall. 
Prodigious rivers roll their fattening seas; 

On whose luxuriant herbage, half-conceal’d. 
Like a fall’n cedar, far diffus'd his train, 

(>as'd in green scales, the crocodile extends. 
The fjod disparts ; behold! in plaited mail, 
lIf'4emotli* rears his head. Glanc'd from 
his side, * 

The darted steel in idle shivers flies ^ 

He fearless walks the plain, or seeks the hills; 
Where, as he crops his varied fare, the herds, 
in widening circle round, forget their food. 
And at the harmless stranger wondering gaze. 

Peaceful, beneath primeval trees, that cast 
'Phsvr ample shade o’er Niger’s yellow stream. 
And where the Ganges rolls his sacred wave; 
Or mid the central depth of blackening woods. 
High rais’d in solemn theatre arouni}, 

Leans the huge elephant: wisest of brutes ! 

O trifty wise! with gentle might endow’d. 
Though powerful, not destructive ! Here he 

^ ages sweep the changeful earth, 
And empires rise and fall; regardless he 
Of what the never-resting race of men 
Project: thrice happy! could he ’scape their 
guile, • 

mine, from cruel avarice, bia steps; 

* T)is j^ppopotamns, or river-hons. 
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Or with his toweiy grandeur swell their state, 
The pride of kings! or else his strength per¬ 
vert, 

And bid him rage amid the mortal fray. 
Astonish’d at the madness of mankind. 

Wide o’er the winding umbrage of the floods. 
Like vivid blosaoms glowing from afar, 

Thick; swarm the brighter birds. For Na¬ 
ture’s hand. 

That with a sportive vanity has deck’d 
The plumy nations, there her gayest hues 
Profusely pours. But if she bids them shine. 
Array'd in all the beauteous beams of day, 

Yet, frugal still, she humbles them in song. 

Nor envy we the gaudy robes they lent 
Proud Montezuma’s realm, whose legions cast 
A boundless radiance waving on the Sun, 
While Philomel is ours ; while in our shades 
7 'hrough the soft silence of the listening night, 
I'he sober-suited songstress trills her lay. 

When o’er this world, by equinoctial rains 
Flooded vnmense, looks out the joyless Sun, 
And draws the copious steam: from swampy 
fens, • 

Where putrefaction into life ferments, 

And breathes destructive* myriads: or from 
woods, 

Impenetrable shades, recesses foul. 

In vapors rank and blue corruption wrapt. 
Whose gloomy horrors yet no desperate foot 
Has ever dar’d to pierce ; then, wasteful, forth 
Walks the dire power of pestilent Dieease. 

A thousand hideous fiends her course attend. 
Sick Nature blasting, and to heartless woe, 
And feeble desolation, casting down 
The towering hopes and all the pride of man : 
Such as, of late, at Carthagena quench'd 
The British fire. You, gallant Vernon, saw 
The miserable scene; you, pitying, saw 
To infant weakness sunk the warrior’s arm; 
Saw the deep-racking pang, the ghastly form, 
The lip pale quivering, and the beamless eye 
No more with ardor bright: you heard the 
gro.inB 

Of agonizing ships from shore to shore; 

Heard, nightly {dung’d amid the sullen waves, 
The frequent corse; while, on each other fix’d, 
In sad presage, the blank assistants seem’d, 
Silent, to ask, whom Fate would next de¬ 
mand. 

What need I mention those inclement skies, 
Where, frequent o’er the sickening city, 
Plague, 

The fiercest child of Nemesis divine, 
Descends ? From Ethiopia’s poison’d woods, 
From stifled Cairo’s filth, and fetid fields 
With locust-armies putrefying heap’d. 

This grlkt destroyer sprung. Her aweful rage 
The brutes esca{>e : man is her destin’d prey. 
Intemperate man ! and o’er his guilty domes, 
^e draws a ckwe incumbent cloud of death; 
Uninterrupted by the living winds, [stain’d 
Forbid to blow a wholesome braese; and 
With many a mixture fay the Sun, soffiis’d, 
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Of angry aapect. Pt'incely wiadom, then, |The tempest growls; bat as it nearer comes; 
Dejects his watchful eye; and from the hand And rolls its aweful burden on the wind, 

Of feeble justice, ineffectual, drop The lightnings flash a larger curve, and more 

The sword and balance ; mute the voice of joy, The noise astounds ; till over head a sheet 
And hush’d the clamor of the busy world. Of livid flame discloses wide; then shuts, 
Empty the streets, with uncouth verdure clad j And opens wider; shuts and opens still 
Into the worst of deserts sudden turn’d Evpansivc, wrapping ether in a blaze. 

The cheerful haunt of men, unless escap’d Follows the loosen'd aggravated roar, 

From the doom’d house, where matchless hor- Enlarging, deepening, mingling, peal on jSeal 
ror reigns, Crush'd horrible, convulsing Heaven and 

Shut up by barbarous fear, the smitten wretch, Earth. 


With frenzy wild, breaks loose} and loud to 
Heaven 

Screaming, the dreadful policy arraigns. 
Inhuman and unwise. The sullen door, 

Yet uninfected, on its cautious hinge 
Fearing to turn, abhors society : 

Dependants, friends, relations, Love himself. 
Savag’d by woe, forget the tender tie, 

'i'he sweet engagement of the feeling heart. 
But vain their selfish care : the circling sky, 
The wide enlivening air, is full of fate 3 
And, struck by turns, in solitary pangs 
They fall, unblest, untended, and unmourn’d. 
Thus o’er the prostrate city blagk Despair 
Extends her raven wing; while to complete 
The scene of desolation, stretch’d around, 
The grim guards stand, denying all retreat, 
And give the flying wretch a better death. 

Behold, slow-settling o’er the lurid grove 
Unusual darkness broods; and growing gains 
The full possession of the sky, surcharg’d 
With wrathful vapor, from the secret beds, 
Where sleep the mineral generations, drawn. 
Thence nitre, sulphur, and the fiery spume 
Of fat bitumen, steaming on the day. 

With various-tinctur’d trains of latent flame, 
Pollute the sky, and in yon baleful cloud, 

A reddening gloom, a magazine of fate, 
Ferment j till by the touch ethereal rous’d. 
The dash of clouds, or irritating war 
Of fighting winds, while all is calm below, 
They furious spring. A boding silence reigns, 
Dread through the dun expanse; save the dull 
sound 


Down comes a delugo of sonorous hail, 

Or prone descending rain. Wide rent, the 
clouds [quench’d,. 

Pour a whole flood; and its flame un- 
Th’ unconquerable lightnim^iruggles through, 
Ragged and fierce, or in lyd whirling balls, 

And fires the mountains with redoubled rag^ 
Black from the stroke, above, the smouldeniig ^ 
pine. [below. 

Stands a sad shatter’d trunk ; and, stretch’d 
A lifeless group the blasted cattle lie : 

Here the soil flocks, with that same harm¬ 
less look 

They wore alive, and ruminating still 
In Fancy’s eye ; and there the frowning bull, 
An ox half-rais’d. Struck on the castl^ clifiT, 
The venerable tower and spiry fane 
Resign their aged pride. 'The gloomy woods 
Start at the flash, and from their deep recess, 
Wide-flaming out, their trembling inmates 
shake. 

Amid Carnarvon’s mountains rages loud 
The repercussive roar: with mighty crush, 

Into the flashing deep, from the rude rocks 
Of Penmanmaur heap’d hideous to the sky. 
Tumble the smitten clifls; and Snowden’s 
peak, 

Dissolving, instant yields his wintery load. 
Far-seen, the heights of heathy Cheviot blaze, 
And Thul6 bellows through her utmost isles. 
Guilt hear^ appall’d, with deeply troubled 
thought. 

And yet n«t always on the guilty head 
Descends the fated flash. Young Celadon 
And his Amelia were a matchless pair ; 


That from the mountain, previous to the storm, With equal virtue form'd, and equal grace. 
Rolls o’er the muttering earth, disturbs thetThe same, distinguish'd by their sex alone: * 
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flood, 

And shakes the forest-leaf without a breath. 
Prone, to the lowest vale, th' aCnal tribes 
Descend : the tempest-loving raven scarce 
Dares wing the dubious dusk. In rueful gaze 
The cattle stand, and on the scowling Hea¬ 
vens 

Cast a deploring eye, by man forsook, 

Who to the crowded cottage hies him fast. 

Or seeks the shelter of the downward ^ve. 

'Tin listening fear and dumb amazement all: 
When to the startled eye the sudden glance 
Appears far south,eruptive through the cloud; 
And following slower, in explosion vast. 

The thunder raises his tremdndous voice. 

At first, heard solemn o'er the verge of Hea- 


Hers the mild lustre of the blooming mori^ 
And his the radiance of the risen day. 

They lov'd; but such their guileless pas¬ 
sion was, 

As in the dhwn of time inform’d the heart 
Of innocence and undissemblmg truth. « 
'Twas friendship heighten’d by the mutual 
wish, 

Th’ enchanting hope, and sympathetic glTw, 
Beam’d from the mutual eye. Devoting all 
To love, each was to each a dearer self; 
Supremely happy in th' awaken'd power 
Of giving joy. Alone, amid the shades, 

Still in harmonious intercourse they liv’d 
The rural day, and talk’d the flowing hear 1 %M* 
Or sigh’d and look’d unutterable things. 

So pass’d their life, a clear united ‘stieam, 
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By care unruffled f till, in evil hour. 

The tempest caught them' on the tender walk; 
Heedless how far, and where its mazes stray'd, 
While, with each other blest, creative love 
Still made eternal Eden smile around. 
Presaging instant fate, her bosom heav’d 
Unjvonted sighs, and stealing oft a look 
Of the big gloom, on Celadon her eye 
PelLtearful, w’etting her disorder’d cheek. 

In vain assuring love, and confidence 
In Heaven, repress’d Jier fear; it grew, and 
shook 

Her frame near dissolution. He perceiv’d 
Thi unequal conflict; and as angels look 
^n dying saints, his eyes compassion shed, 
With love illifkiM’d high. “ Fear not,’' he 
said, V 

“ Sweet innocence r thou stranger to offence. 
An inward storm! He, who yon skies in- 
• volves 

In frowns of darkness, ever simles on thee 
With kind regard. O'er thee *e secret shaft 
That wastes at midnight, or th’ undreaded 
hour 

Of noon, flies harmless ; and that very voice 
Which thunders terror through the guilty 
heart, [thine. 

With tongues .of seraphs whispers peace to 
’Tis safety to be near thee sure, and thus 
To clasp perfection !” From his void embrace, 
Mysterious Heaven! that moment to the 
ground, ' [maid. 

- A* blacken’d corse, was struck the beauteous 
But who can paint the lover, as he stoiAl, 
Pierc’d by severe amazement, hating life. 
Speechless, and fix'd in all tie death of woe ? 
So, faint resemblance! on the marble tomb. 
The well-dissembled mourner stooping stands 
For ever silent, and for ever sad. [clouds 
As from the face of Heaven the shatter d 
Tumultuous rove, th’ interminable sky 
Sublimer swells, and o’er the world expands 
A purer azure. Through the lighten’d air 
A higher lustre and a clearer calm. 

Diffusive, tremble; while, as if in sign 
Of danger past, a glittering robe of joy. 

Set off abundant by the yellow ray. 

Invests the fields; and Nature smiles reviv’d. 

' •'With thee, serene Philosophy, with thee. 
And thy bright garland, let me crown my song! 
Effusive source of evidence, and truth ! 

A lustre shedding o’er th’ ennobledgnind. 
Stronger than summer-noon ; and pure as that, 
Whose mild vibrations soothe the parted soul, 
New to the dawning of celestial day. 

Ileny tbtough her nourish’d powers, enlarg’d 
* by thee, 

She springs aloft, with elevated pride. 

Above the tangling mass of low desires. 

That bind the flattering crowd i and, angel- 
wing’d, • 

. Jhp heights of science and of virtue gains, 
^gfh/tn all is calm and clear; with Nature 
ipund,* 


Or in the starry regions, or th’ abyss. 

To Reason’s and to Fancy's eye display’d : 

The ^rst up-tracing, from the dreary void. 

The chain of causes and effects to Him, 

The woild-pruducing Essence, who alone 
Possesses being ; while the Icut receives 
The whole magnificence of Heaven and Earth, 
And eveiy beauty, delicate or bold, 

Obvious or more remote, with livelier sense, 
Diffusive piihted on the rapid mind. 

Tutor’d by thee, hence poetry exalts 
Her voice to ages; and informs the page 
With music, image, sentiment, and thought, 
Never to die'. the treasure of mankind! 

Their highest honor, and their'truest joy'. 

Without thee, what were unenlighten’d 
man ? [wilds, 

A savage roaming through the woods and 
In quest of prey; and with th’ unfashion’d fur 
Rough-clad; devoid of every finer art, 

And elegance of life. Nor happiness 
Domestic, mix'd of tenderness and care. 

Nor mor^ excellence, nor social bliss. 

Nor guardian law were his ; nor various skill 
To turn the furrow* or to guide the tool 
Mechanic ; nor the heaven-conducted prow 
Of navigation bold, that jeariess braves 
The burning Line, or dares the winteiy Pole; 
Mother severe of infinite delights ! 

Nothing, save rapine, indolence, and guile. 
And woes on woes, a still-revolving train! 
Whose horrid circle had made human life 
Than non-existence worse: but, taught by 
Ours are the plans of policy and peace ; [thee. 
To live like brothers, and conjunctive all 
Embellish life. While thus laborious crowds 
Ply the tough oar. Philosophy directs 
The ruling helm; or like the liberal breath 
Of potent heaven, invisible, the sail 
Swells out, and bears th’ inferior world along. 

Nor to this evanescent speck of Earth 
Poorly confin’d, the radiant tracks on high 
. 4 re her exalted range; intent to gaze 
Creation through; and, from that full complex 
Of never-ending wonders, to conceive 
Of the Sole Being right, who 6j)oke the word, 
And Nature mov’d complete. With inward 
view. 

Thence on th’ ideal kingdom swift ehe turns 
Her eye ; and instant, at her powerful glance, 
Th’ obedient phantoms vanish or appear; 
Compound, divide, and into order shift, 

Each to his rank, from plain perception up 
To the fair forms of Fancy’s fleeting train : 

To reason then, deducing truth from truth; 
And notion quite abstract; where first begins 
The world of spirits, action all, and life 
Unfetter’d, and unmixt. But here the cloud. 
So wills Eternal Providence, sits deep. 
Enough fur us to know that this dark state. 

In wayward passions lost, and vain pursuits, 
This infancy of Being cannot prove 
The final issue of the works of God, 

By boundless love and perfect wisdom form’d. 
And ever rising with the rising mind, 
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Tr£ lovely young Lavinta once had friends; 
And fortune smird, deceitful, on her birth. 
For, in her helpless years depriv’d of all, 
or every stay, save Innocence and Beav’n, 
She, with her widow’d mother, feeble, old. 
And poor, liv’d in a cottage far retir’d 
Among the windings of a woody vale: 

By solitude and deep surrounding shades, 

But more by bashful modesty conceal’d. 
Together thus they shunn’d the cruel scorn 
Which virtue, sunk to poverty, would meet 
From giddy passion and low-minded pride : 
Almost on Nature's common bounty fed; 

Like the gay birds that sung them to repose, 
Content and careless of to-morrow’s fare. 

Her form was fresher than the morning-rose. 
When the dew wets its leaves; unstain’d and 
pure 

As is the lily, or the mountain-snow. 

The modest virtues mingled in her eyes. 

Still on the ground dejected, darting all 
7 'heir humid beams into the blooming flowers : 
Or when the mournful tale her mother told. 
Of what her faithless fortune promis’d once. 
Thrill’d in her thought, they, like the dewy 
star •• 

Of evening, shone in tears. A native grace 
Sat fair proportion’d on her polish’d limbs, 
Veil'd in a simple robe, their best attire, 
Beyond the pomp of dress; for loveliness 
Needs not the foreign aid of ornament. 

But is when unadorn’d, adorned the most. 
Thoughtless of beauty, she was beauty’s self, 
Recluse amid the close-embow’ring woods. 

As in the hollow breast of Appenine, 

Beneath the shelter of encircling hills, 

A myrtle rises far from human eye. 

And breathes its balmy fragrance o’er the wild; 
So flourish'd blooming, and unseen by all. 

The sweet Lavinia, till, at length, compell’d 
By strong necessity’s supreme command. 

With smiling patience in her looks she w'ent 
To glean Palemon’s fields. The pride of swains 
Palemon was, the generous, and the rich j 
Who led the rural life in all its joy 
And elegance, such as Arcadian song • 
Transmits from ancient uncorrupted times ; ’ 
When tyrant custom had not shackled man. 
But free to follow nature was the mode. 

He then, his fancy with autumnal scenes 
Amusing, chanc’d beside his reaper train 
To walk, when poor l,avinia drew his eye; 
Unconscious of her power, and turning quick 
With unaffected blushes from his gaze; 

He saw her charming, but be saw not half 
The charms her downcast modesty conceal’d. 
That very moment love and chaste dosiye 
Sprung in his bosom, to himself unknown; 

For still the world prevail’d, and its dread 
laugh, 

(Which scarce the firm philosopher can scorn,) 
Should his heart own a gleaner in the field ; 
And thus in secret to his soul he sigh’d. 

What i^tjr! that so delicate a form, 
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By beauty kindled, where enlivening sense 
And more than vulgar goodness seem to dwell, 
Should be devoted to the rude embrace 
Of some indecent clown ! She looks, methinks. 
Of old Acasto's line; and to my mind 
Recals that patron of my happy life, 

From whom my liberal fortune took its rise; 
Now to the dust gone down; his houses, lan^, 
And once fair-spreading family dissolv’d. ' 

’Tis said, that in some lone obscure retreat. 
Urg’d by remembrance sad, and decent pride, 
Far from these scenes which knew their bet¬ 
ter days. 

His aged widow and hia daughter live, ‘ , 

Whom yet my fruitless search could never 
find. ,r . [were!” 

Romantic wish! would vthis the daughter 
When, strict inquiring, from herself he^und 
She was the same, the daughter of his fmnd. 
Of bountiful Acasto; who can speak 
The mingled gpssions that suppris’d his heart, 
And through his nerves in shivering transport 
ran '■ [bold ; 

Then blaz’d his smother’d flame, avow’d, and 
And as he view'd her, ardent, o’er and o’er. 
Love, gratitude, and pity wept at once. 
Confus’d, and frightened at his sudden tears, 
Her rising beauties flush’d a higher bloom. 

As thus Palemon, passionate and just. 

Pour’d out the pious rapture of his soul: 

“ And art thou then Acasto’s dear remains ? 
She whom my restless gratitude has sought 
So long in vain ? O heavens ! the very same. 
The soften’d image of my noble friend : 

Alive his every look, his every feature. 

More elegantly touch’d. Sweeter than Spring! 
Thou sole surviving blossom from the root 
That nourish’d up my fortune! Say, ah where. 
In what sequester’d desert, hast thou drawn 
The kindest aspect of delighted Heaven ? 

Into such beauty spread, and blown so fair; 
Though poverty’s cold wind, and crushing 
rain. 

Beat keen, and heavy on thy tender years ? 

O let me now, into a richer soil, [showers 
Transplant thee safe: where vernal suns and 
Diffuse their warmest, largest influence; 

.And of my garden be the pride and joy! 

Ill it befits thee, oh it ill tefits 
Acasto’s daughter, his whose open stores. 
Though vast, were little to his ampler heart, 
The father of a country, thus to pick 
The very sefuse of those harvest-fields. 

Which from his bounteous friejidship I enjoy. 
Then throw that shameful pittance from thy 
hand. 

But ill applied to such a rugged taskl 
The fields, the master, all, my Fair! are thine; 
If to the various blessings which thy house 
Has on me lavish’d, thou wilt add that bliss. 
That dearest bliss, the power of blessing thee!” 
Here ceas’d the youth: yCt still his speaking 
eye ^ * 

Express’d the sacred triumph of his soul. 

With conscious virtue, gratitude,*and-lev8, 



, BOOK II.] DIDACTIC, DESCRIPTIVE, &c. 317 


Above the vulgar jby divinely rau’d. 

Nor waited he reply. Won by the charm 
Of goodness irresistible, and all 
In sweet disorder lost, she blush’d consent. 
The news immediate to her mother brought, 
While, pierc’d with anxious thought, she pin’d 
. away. 

The lonely moments fur Lavinia’s fkte: 
Amaa’d, and scarce believing wh^t she heard, 
Joy seiz’d her wither’d veins, and one bright 
gleam 

Of setting life shone on her evening hours: 
Not less enraptur’d than the happy pair'. 

Who flourish’d long in tender bliss, and rear’d 
Jt numerous offspring, lovely like themselves. 
And good^ the gtace of all the country round. 

Now by the cool ^dining year condens’d, 
Descend the copious exhalations, check’d 
•As up the middle sky unseen they stole, 

And roll the doubling fogs around the hill. 

No more the mountain, horrid, vast, sublime. 
Who pours a sweep of rivers from his sides. 
And high between contending kingdoms rears 
The rocky long division, fills the view 
With great variety; but in a night 
Of gathering vapor, from the baffled sense 
Sinks dark and dreary. Thence expanding far, 
The huge dusk, gradual, swallows up the. 
plain: 

Vanish the woods; the dim>seen river seems 
Sullen, and slow, to roll the misty wave. 

Even in the height of noon opprest, the sun 
Sheds weak, and blunt hin wide-refracted ray; 
Whence glaring oft with many a broaden’d 
orb, 

He frights the nations. Indistinct on earth. 
Seen through the turbid air. beyond the life 
Objects appear; and wilder’d, o’er the waste 
The shepherd stalks gigantic. Till at last 
Wreath’d dun around, in deeper circles still 
Successive closing, sits the general fog 
Unbounded o’er the world; and mingling 
thick, 

A formless grey confusion covers all.' 


• But see the fading many-color’d woods, 
Shade deepening over shade, the country round 
bnbiown; a crowded umbrage, dusk and dun, 
Of every hue, from wan-deciiuing green 
To sooty dark. These now the lonesome Muse, 
Low whispering, lead into their leaf-strown 
walks, ^ 

And give the season in its latest view. 

MAntime, liglR shadowing all, a sober calm 
Fleeces unbounded ether; whose least wave 
Stan^ tremulous, uncertain where to turn 
The ^ntle current: while illumin’d wide, 
'Fhe dewy-skirted clouds imbibe the sun. 

And through their lucid veil his soften’d force 
Shed o’er the peaceful world. Then is the 
‘ time « [charm 

For those whom wisdom and whom Nature 
TVrsteal themselves from the degenerate crowd. 
And soar aboye this little scene of things; 


To tread low-thoughted vice beneath Uieir 
feet; 

To soothe thp throbbing passions into peace; 
And woo lone Quiet in her silent walks. 

Thus solitary, and in pensive guise. 

Oft let me wander o’er the russet mead. 

And through the sadden’d grove, where scarce 
is heard 

One dying strain, to cheer the woodman’s toil. 
Haply some widow’d songster pours his plaint. 
Far, in faint warblings, thro’ the tawny copse. 
While congregated thrushes, linnets, larks, 
And each wild throat, whose artless strains so 
late 

Swell’d all the music of the swuming shades, 
Robb'd of their tuneful souls, now shivering 
On the dead tree, a dull despondent flock; [sit 
With not a brightness waving o’er their plumes, 
.\nd nought save chattering discord in their 
note. 

O let not, aim’d from some inhuman eye, 

The gun, the music of the coming year. 
Destroy, gnd harmless, unsuspecting harm. 
Lay the weak tribes, a miserable prey. 

In mingled murder,(fluttering on the ground! 

The pale defending year, yet pleasing still, 
A gentler mood inspires; ^r now the leaf 
Incessant rustics from the mournful grove; 

Oft startling such as studious walk below. 

And slowly circles through the waving air. 
But should a quicker breeze amid the boqghs 
8 nb, o’er the sky the leafy deluge streams; 
Till choak’d, and matt^ with the dreary 
shower. 

The forest-walks, at every rising gale, 

Roll wide the wither’d waste, and whistle 
bleak. 

Fled is the blasted verdure of the fields; 

And, shrunk into their beds, the flowery race 
Their sunny robes resign. Even what remain’d 
Of stronger fruits fall from the naked tree ; 
And wo<^s, fields, gardens, orchards,all around 
The desolated prospect thrills the soul. 

He comes! he comes! in every breeze the 
Power 

Of PkUoaophie Melancholy comes! 

His near approach the sudden-starting tear, 
The glowing cheek, the mild dejected air. 
The soften’d feature, and the beating heart. 
Pierc’d deep with many a virtuous pang, de¬ 
clare. 

O’er all the soul his sacred influence breathes' 
Inflames imagination ; through the breast 
Infuses every tenderness; and far 
Beyond dim earth exalts the swelling thought, 
'Pen thousand thousand fleet ideas, such 
As never mingled with the vulgar dream, 
Crowd ftist into the mind’s creative eye. 

As fast^he correspondent passions rise. 

As varied, and as high: Devotion rais’d 
To rapture, and divine astonishment; 

The love of Nature unconfin’d, and, ehirf. 

Of human race; the large ambitions wish. 

To make them blest; the sigh for tnflbrum 
Lost in obscurity: the noble scorn. [worth 
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Of tyrant-pride; the fearless great resolve; 
The wonder which the dying patriot draws, 
Inspiring glory through remotest time ; 

Tb’ awaken'd throb for virtue, and for fame; 
The sympathies of loVc, and friendship dear: 
With all the social offspring of the heart. 

Oh bear me then to vast embowering shades, 
To twilight groves and visionary vales; 

To weeping grottos and prophetic glooms 3 
Where angel-forms athwart the solemn dusk 
Tremendous sweep, or seem to sweep along 3 
And voices More than human, through the void 
Deep-sounding, seize th’ enthusiastic ear! 

Hence every harsher sight! for now the day. 
O’er heaven and earth diflfus’d, grows warm 
and high 3 

Infinite splendor! wide investing all. 

How still the breeze! save what the filmy 
threads 

.Of dew evaporate brushes from the plain. 

How clear the cloudless sky ! how deeply ting’d 
With a peculiar blue! the ethereal qrch 
How swell’d immense! amid whose azure 
thron’d, » 

The radiant sun how gay ! how” calm below 
The gilded earth ! the harvest-treasures all 
Now gather'd in, beyond the rage of storms. 
Sure to the swain 3 the circling fence shut up - 
And instant Winter’s utmost rage defy'd 3 
While loose to festive joy, the country round 
I.aughs with the loud sincerity of mirth, 
Shook to the wind their cares. The toil-strung 
youth 

By the quick sense of music taught alone, 
Leaps wildly graceful in the lively dance. 

Her pvery charm abroad, the village-toast. 
Young, buxom, warm, in native beauty rich. 
Darts not unmeaning looks 3 and, where her 
eye 

Points an approving smile, with double forre, 
I'he cudgel rattles, and the wrestler twines. 
Age too shines out: and garrulous, recounts 
The feats of youth. Thus they rejoice 3 nor 
think 

That with to-morrow's sun, their annual toil 
Begins again the never-ceasing round. ^ 

Oh knew he but his happiness, of men 
The happiest he ! who, far from public rage. 
Deep in the vale, with a choice few retir d, 
Drinks the pure pleasures of the Rural Life. 
What though the dome be wanting, whose 
proud gate. 

Each morning vomits out the sneaking crowd 
Of flatterers fkise, and in their turn abus'd 1 
Vile intercourse! What though the glittering 
Of every hue reflected light can give, [robe, 
Ur floating loose, or stiff with mazy gold. 

The pride and gaze of fools I oppress lAm not ? 
What tho’ from utmost land and sea purvey'd, 
For him each rarer tributary life 
Bleeds not, and his insatiate table heaps 
With luxury, and death 1 What tho’ his bowl 
Flames not with costly juice 3 nor sunk in beds, 
Oft of gay cate, he tosses out the night, 
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Or melts the thoughtless hours in idle state ? 
What tho’ he knows not those fantastic joys. 
That still amuse the wanton, still deceive 3 
A face of pleasure, but a heart of pain 3 
Their hollow moments undelighted all ? 

Sure peace is his : a solid life, estrang’d 
To disappointment, and fallacious hope : , 

Rich in content, in Nature’s bounty rich, 

In herbs and fruitB3 whatever greens the Spring, 
When heaven descends in showers 3 or bciids. ■ 
the bough [beams 3 

When Summer reddens, and when Autumn 
Or in the wintry glebe whatever lies 
(yonceal'd, and fattens with the ricliest snp : 
These are not wanting 3 nor the milky drove; 
Luxuriant, spread o’er all the b.>witig vale: 

Nor bleating mountains,^'nor the chide of 
streams, 

And hum of bees, inviting sleep sincer^ 

Into the guiltless breast, beneath the shade. 

Or thrown at last amid the fragrant hay ; 

Nor aught beside of prospect, grove, 01 song. 
Dim grottos, gleaming lakes, and fountains 
clear. 

Here too dwells simple truth 3 plain innocence; 
Unsuliird beauty 3 sound unbroken youth 
Patient of l.abor, with a little pleas’d 3 
Health ever-blooming 3 unambitious toil 3 
jl!alm contemplation and poetic ease. 

Let others brave the flood in quest of gain. 
And beat for joyless months the gloomy wave, 
l.et such as deem it glory to destroy, 
liush into blood, the sack of cities seek 3 
Unpicrc'd, exulting in the widow’s wail. [cry. 
The virgin’s shriek, and th’ infant’s trembling 
l.et some, fiir distant from their native soil, 
Urg’d on by want, or harden'd avarice, 

Find other lands beneath another snn 
Let this through cities work his eager way, 

Bv legal outrage, and establi^i’d guile, 

The social sense extinct: and that ferment 
Mad into tumult the seditious herd. 

Or melt them down to slavery. Let'these 
Insnare the wretched in the toils of law. 
Fomenting discord, and perplexing right. 

An iron race ! and those of fairer front. 

But equal inhumanity, in courts. 

Delusive pomp, and dark cabala, delight 3 
Wreath the deep bow, diffuse the lying smile, ^ 
And tread the weary labyrinth of state. 

While he, from all the stormy passions free 
That restless men involve, hears, and but hears, 
At distance safe, the human tempest roar, 

Wrapt close in conscious peace. The fall of 
kings, ' 

The rage of nations, and the crush of states. 
Move not the Man, who from the worl 1 escap’d. 

In still retreats, and flowery solitudes, 

To Nature’s voice attends from month to 
month. 

And day to day, through the revolving year 3 
Admiring, .■’ee.s her in her every shape 3 
Feels all her sweet emotions at his heart 3 , 

Takes what she liberid gives, nor thinks oC' 
more. . . 
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He 'when young Spring protrudes the bursting 
gems, 

Marks 4 he first bud, and sucks the healthful 
Into his freshen'd soul j her genial hours [gale 
He full enjoys; and not a beauty blows, 

\nd not-an opening blossoin breathes in vain. 
In Summer he, beneath the living shade, 

Such as o'er frigid Tempe wont to wave. 

Or Heinus cool, reads with the Muse, of these 
Perlnipa, has in immortal numbers sung j 
Or what she dictates writes: and, oft an eye 
Shot round, rejoices in the vigorous year. 
When Autumn's yellow lustre gilds the world, 
And tempts the sickled swain into the field, 
Sei^d by the gen’ral joy, his heart distends 
*CVith gentle thr^s; and thro’ the tepid gleams 
Deep musing, then he best exerts his song. 
Even Winter wild tighim is full of bliss j 
The mighty tempest, and the hoary waste, 
Abrupt, and deep, stretch’d o’er the buried 
* earth. 

Awake to solemn thought. At night the skies. 
Disclos’d, and kindled by refining frost, 

Pour ev’ry lustre on th’ exalted eye. 

A friend, a book, the stealing hours secure. 
And mark them down for wisdom. With swill 
wing. 

O'er land and sea imagination roams; 

Or truth, d'lvinely breaking on his mind. 
Elates his lieing, and unfolds his powers; 

Or in his breast heroic virtue burns. 

The touch of kindred too and love he feels: 
The modest eye, whose beams on his alone 
Ecstatic shine : the little strong embrace 
Of prattling children, twin’d around his neck. 
And emulous to please him, calling forth 
The fond paternal soul. Nor purpose gay. 
Amusement, dance, or song, he sternly scorns; 
For happiness and true philosophy 
Are of the social still, and smiling kind. 

This is the life which those who fret in guilt. 
And guilty cities, never knew; the life. 

Led by primeval ages uncorrupt, ^ [man. 
When angels dwelt, and God himself, with 
Oh, Nature! all sufficient! over all! 

Enrich me with the knowledge of thy works! 
Snatch me to heaven; thy rolling wonders 
• there, 

W«rld beyond world, in infinite extent, 
^i;pfusely scatter’d o’er the blue immense, 

' Show me; their motions, jieriods, and their 
laws. 

Give me to scan ; through the disclosing deep 
Light my blind way; the mineral strerf^a there ; 
Thru|t, blooming thence the vegetable world; 
O'er that the rising system, more* complex, 

Of animals! and higher still, the mind. 

The v|gie<fBcene of quick-compounded thought, 
And where the mixing passions endless shill; 
These ever open to my ravish’d eye; 

A search, the flight of time can ne’er exhaust! 
. But if to that unequal; if the blood, 

In sluggish streams About my heart, forbid 
That best ambition; under closing shades, 
Inglorioua, lay me I7 the lowly brook, 


And whisper to my dreams. From Tktt be- 
gin, [song; 

Dwell all on Thet, with 2 *A«e conclude my 
And let me never, never stray from Thu ! 

$ 118 . Winter. Thomson. 

See, Winter comes, to rule the varied year, 
Sullen and sad, with all his rising train; 
Vapors, and Clouds, and Storms. Be these 
my theme, 

These! that exalt the soul to solemn thought. 
And heavenly musing. Welcome, kindred 
glooms' 

Gongqqial horrors, hail I with frequent foot, 
Pleas’d have I, in my cheerful morn of life, 
When nurs’d by careless solitude I liv’d. 

And sung of Nature with unceasing joy, 
Pleas’d have I wander’d through your rough 
domain; 

Trod the pure virgin snows, myself as pure; 
Heard the winds roar, and the big torrent burst; 
Or seen the deep fermenting tempest brew’d 
in the grim evening sky. Thus pass'd the time. 
Till through the lucid chambers of the south 
Look’d out the joyous Spring, look'd out, and 
smil'd. • 


Now when the cheerless^mpire of the sky 
To Capricorn the Centaur Archer yields, 

'And fierce Aquarius stains th’ inverted year; 
Hung o’er the farthest verge ofhcaveii, the sun 
Scarce spreads through ether the dejected day; 
Faint sre his gleams, and ineffectual shoot 
His struggling rays in horrizontal lines. 
Through the thick air; as cloth'd in cloudy 
storm, [sky; 

Weak, wan, and broad, he skirts the southern 
And soon descending, to the long dark night. 
Wide-shading all, the prostrate world resigns. 
Nor is the night unwish’d; while vital heat. 
Light, life, and joy, the dubious day forsake, 
Meantime, in sable cincture, shadows vast, 
Deep-ting'd and damp, and congregated clouds. 
And all the vapory turbulence of heaven. 
Involve the face of things. Thus Winter falls 
A heavy gloom oppressive o’er the world. 
Through Nature shedding influence malign, 
And rouses up the seeds of dark disease. 

The soul of man dies in him, loathing life, 

And black with more than melancholy views. 
The cattle droop : and o’er the furrow’d land, 
Fresh from the plough, the dun-discolor'd 
flocks, 

Untended spreading, crop the wholesome root. 
Along the woods, along the moorish fens, 
Sighs the sad Genius of the cbming storm; 
And up among the loose disjointed cliffs, 

And fractur’d mountains wild, the brawling 
b|pok 

And cave, presageful, send a hollow moan, 
Resounding long in listening Fancy’s ear. 

Then cones the father of the tempest forth. 
Wrapt in black glooms. First joyless rains 
obscure [fonl; 

Drive through the mingling skies the yapoc 
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Dodi OB tbe mountsin'a brow, and ahake the 
wdoda, [plain 

That grumbling wave below. The unsightly 
Lies a brown deluge } as the low>bent clouds 
Pour flood on flood, yet unexhausted still 
Combine, and deep’ning into night, abut up 
The day'a ftir face. The wanderers of heaven, 
Each to his home retire, save those that lore 
To take their pastime in the troubled air, 

Or skimming flutter round the dimply pool. 
The cattle from the untasted fields return, 
And ask, with meaning low, their wonted 
staib. 

Or ruminate in the contiguous shade. 

Thither the household feathery people crowd. 
The crested cock, with all his female train, 
Pensive, and dripping; while the cottage hind 
Hangs o’er th’ enlivening blaze, and taleful 
there 

Recounts his simple frolic : much he talks. 
And much he laughs, nor recks the storm that 
blows 

Without, and rattles on his humble foof. 

Wide o’er the brim, with many a torrent 
sweil’d, > 

And the mix’d ruin of its bankk o’erspread, 

At last the rous’d up river pours along; 
Resistless, roaring, dreadful, down it comes. 
From the rude mountain, and the mossy wild, 
Tumbling through rocks abrupt, and sounding 
fkr; 

Then o’er the sanded valley floating spreads 
Calm, sluggish, silent; till again, constrain'd 
Between two meeting hills, it bursts away, 
Where rocks and woods o’erhang the turbid 
stream; 

There gathering triple force, rapid and deep. 

It boils, and wheels, and foams, and thunders 
through. 

Nature! great parent! whose unceasing hand 
Rolls round the seasons of the changeful year. 
How mighty, how majestic are thy works! 
With what a pleasing dread they swell the 
soul! 

That sees astonish'd! and astonish’d sings ! 

Ye too, ye winds! that now begin to blow. 
With boisterous sweep, 1 raise my voice to 
you; •[say, 

Where are your stores, ye powerful beings ! 
Where are your afirial magazines reserv’d 
To swell the brooding terrors of the storm ? 

In what fkr distant region of the sky, 

Hush’d in deep silence, sleep ye when 'tis 
calm? 

When from the palid sky the sun descends. 
With many s spot that o’er his glaring orb 
Uncertain wanders, stain’d; red fiery streaks 
Begin to flush around. The reeling clouds 
Stagger with dizzy poise, as doubting^et 
Which master to obey; while rising slow. 
Blank in the leaden-color'd east, the moon 
Wears a wait circle round her blunted horns. 
Seen through the turbid fluctuating air, 

Tk» Btars ^use emit a shiver’d ray; 

Or fli^faent semn to emit a shiver’d gloom. 


And long behind them trail the whitening 
blaze. [leaf. 

Snatch’d in short eddies, plays the wither’d 
And on the flood the dancing feather floats. 
W’ith broaden'd nostrils to the sky up-turn'd. 
The conscious heifer snuffs the stormy gale. 
Even as the matron at her nightly task, 

With pensive labor draws the flaxen thread. 

The wasted taper and the cracking flame.^ 
Foretel the blast. But chief the plumy race. 
The tenants of the sky, its changes speak. 
Retiring from the downs, where all day long 
They pick’d their scanty fare, a black'ning 
train 

Ofclam’rous rooks thick urge theirweary flight. 
And seek the closing shelter c£the grove; 
Assiduous in his bower the wailing owl 
Plies his sad song. TheOormorant on high 
Wheels from the deep, and screams al 3 kg the 
land. [wing. 

Loud shrieks the soaring hern ; and with wild 
The circling sea-fowl cleave the flaky clouds. 
Ocean, unequal press'd, with broken tide 
And blind commotion heaves; while from the 
Eat into caverns by the restless wave, [shore, 
And forest rustling mountain, cofnes a voice. 
That solemn sounding bids the world prepare ; 
Then issues forth the storm with sudden burst. 
And hurls the whole precipitated air 
Down in a torrent. On the passive main 
Descends th’ ethereal force, and with stio g 
gust 

Turns from its bottom the discolor’d deep, 
Through the black night that sits immense 
around. 

Lash'd into foam, the fierce conflicting brine 
Seems o'er a thousand raging waves to burn : 
Meantime the mountain-billows to the clr uds 
In dre.idful tumult sweil’d, surge above surge, 
Hurst into chaos with tremendous roar, 

And anchor’d navies from their station drives, 
Wide as the winds across the howling waste 
Of mighty waters; now the inflated wave 
Straining they scale, and now impetuous shoot 
Into tiie secret chambers of the deep. 

The wintry Baltic thundering o’er their head; 
Emerging thence again, before the breath 
Of full-exerting heaven they wing their courjse. 
And dart on distant coasts; if some sharp reck. 

Or shoal insidious break not their career, - ~ 
And in loose fragments fling them floating 
round. 

Nor less at land the loosen'd tempest reigns: 
Tlie mountain thunders; and its sturdy sons 
Stoop to the bottom of the rot'ks they shade. 
Lone on the midnight steep, and all aghast, f 
The dark way-faring stranger breathless toils, 
And often falling, climbs against the blbt. 

Low waves the rooted forest, vex’d, and sheds 
What of its tarnish’d honors yet remain; 

Daah'd down, and scatter’d by the tearing 
Assiduous fury, its gigantjp limbs. [wind's 
Thus struggling through the dissipated grove. 
The whirUng tempest raves along the plai^; . 

And on the cottage thatch’d, or lordly roof, 

■\ . 
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Keen fiurtening, ehakea them to the solid base. 
Sleep frighted flies, and round the rockiiig 
* dome. 

For entrance eager, howls the savage blast. 
Then too, they say, throngh all the burden’d 
air, [tant ^hs, 

Long groans are heard, shrill sounds, and dis> 
That, utter'd by the demon of the night, 

Warn the devoted wretch of woe and death. 

Huge uproar lords it wide. The clouds com* 
mix’d 

With stars swift gliding sweep along the sky. 
All Nature reels. Till Nature’s King, who 
oft 

Amid tempestuous darkness dwells alone. 

And on the wngs the careering wind 
Walks dreadfully serene, commands a calm; 
Then straight air, sea, a^ earth, are hush’d at 
once. 


The keener tempests rise; and fuming dun 
From all the livid east, or piercing north, 
Thick clouds ascend; in whose capacious womb 
A vapory deluge lies, to snow congeal’d 
Heavy they roll their fleecy world along; 

And the sky saddens with the gather’d storm. 
Through the bush’d air the whitening shower 
descends. 

At first thin-wav’ring; till at last the flakes ■ 
Fall broad, and wide, and fast, dimming the 
day 

With a continual flow. The cherish’d fields 
Put on their winter robe of purest white. 

’Tis brightness all ; save where the new snow 
melts 

Along the mazy current. Low the woods 
Bow their hoar head; and, ere the languid sun 
Faint from the west emits his evening ray. 
Earth’s universal face, deep hid, and chill. 

Is one wild dazzling waste, that buries wide 
The works of man. Drooping, the laborer*oz 
Stands cover’d o’er with snow, and then de¬ 
mands • 

The ftuit of all his toil. The fowls of heaven, 
Tam’d by the cruel season, crowd around 
The winnowing store, and claim the little boon 
.Which Providtnet assigns them. One alone, 
The r^-breast, sacred to the household gods. 
Wisely regardful of th’ embroiling sky, 

In joyless fields, and thorny thickets, Iraves 
His shivering mutes, and pays to trusted man 
His annual visit. Half afraid, he first 
Against the window beats; then, brak, alights 
On th’ warm hearth; then hopping o'er the 
Eyel all the soSlling fkmily askance, [floor, 
And pecks, and starts, and wonders where 
hssis: 

Till more fkmiliar grown, the table crumbs 
Attraet his slender fhet. The fbodless wilds 
Pour forth their brown inhabitants. The hare, 
Though timorous of heart, and hard beset 
By d^b in various forms, dark snares, and 



Eye the bleak heav’n, and next the glist’ning 
earth. 

With looks of dumb despair; then, sad Aspers’d, 
Dig for the wither’d herb through heaps of 
snow. 


As thus the snows arise j and foul, and fierce, 
All Winter drives along the darken'd air; 

In his own loose revolving fields, the swain 
Disaster’d stands } sees other hills ascend. 

Of unknown joyless brow, and other soenM, 
Of horrid prospwt, shag the trackless {daib; 
Nor finds the river, nor the forest, hid 
Beneath the formless wild, but wanders on 
From hill to dale, still more and more astray; 
Impatient flouncing through the drifted heaps. 
Stung with the thoughts of home; the thoughts 
of home 

Rush on his nerves, and call their-vigor forth 
In many a vain attempt. How sinks his soul 
With black despair! what horror fills bis heart 
When for the dusky spot, which fiincy feign’d. 
His tu^pd cottage rising through the snow. 

He meets the roughness of the middle waste, 
Far from the track and blest abode of man; 
WhUe roun^ him night resistless closes fast. 
And every tempest, hovi^ing o’er his head. 
Renders the savage wilderness more wild. 
Then throng the busy shapes into his mind. 
Of cover’d pits, unfathomably deep, 

A dire descent! beyond the power of frost} 

Of faithless bogs; of preci^Ms huge. 
Smooth’d up with snow j and what is land, 
unknown. 

What water, of the still unfrozen qiriiig. 

In the loose marsh or solitary lake, [boils. 
Where the fresh mountain from the bottom 
These check his fearful steps } and down he 
sinks 

Beneath-the shelter of the shapeless drift. 
Thinking o’er all the bitterness of death. 
Mix’d with the tender anguish Nature shoots 
Through the wrung bosom of the dying man, 
His wife, his ebildron, and bis friend unseen. 
In vain for him th' officious wife prepares 
’The fire fair*blazing, and the vestment worm; 
In vain his little cl^dren, peeping out 
Into the mingling storm, demuid their sire. 
With tears of artless innocence. Alas t 
Nor wife, nor children, more shall he behold. 
Nor friends, nor sacred home. On every nerve 
The deadly winter seizes} dints np sense} 
And o’er his inmost vitals creeping cold. 

Lays him along the snow, a stiAnM cone 
Stretch'd out and bleaching in the northern 
Uart. 

f 11^ FVwn tta SUpurseft. Faxxioirzit. 

Now, borne impetnons o’er the hoUlag deeps. 
Her course to Attic shores the veasd keeps j 
The pilots, as the waves bdiisd her swell. 
Still with the wheeling stem thaitfivee repel 
For this assault should either qnaitet fiM^ 
Agau to fink the t emp es t she umL 





ELEGAPIT EXTRACTS. 


[boos h. 


Tte BiMninen every bidden torn afqdy; 

To right and left the eppkee alternate fly. 
Thu when'eome conquer'd hoet retreats in 
fbar, 

The bravort leaden gnard the broken rear; 
Indignant they retire, and long oppose 
Superior armies that around them close; 

Still shield the flanks; the routed squadrons 
join; 

And goid^the flight in one embodied line' 

So they direct the flying bark before 
Tb' impelling floods that lash her to the shore. 
As some benighted traveller, through the shade, 
Explores the devious path with heart dismay'd; 
While prowling savages behind him roar, 

And yawning pits and quagmires lurk before— 
High o’er the poop the auii^cious seas aspire, 
Uproll’d in hills of fluctuating fire. 

As some fbil conqueror, frantic with success, 
Sheds o'er the nations ruin and distress; 

So while the wat’iy wilderness he roams, 
Ihcens’d to sevenfold rage the tempest foams; 
Add o'er the trembling pines, above, Jbelow, 
Shrill through the cordage howls, with notes 
of woe. 

Now thunders, wafted fh>m the burning zone. 
Grow], from afar, a deaf and hollow groan ! 
The ship's high l»ttlements, to either side 
For evor rocUng, drink the briny tide; 

Her joints unhing'd, in palsied languors play. 
As ice dissolves teneath the noon-tide ray. 
The skies, asunder torn, a deluge pour; 

The impetuous hail descends in whirling 
shower. 

High on the masts, with pale and livid rays, 
Amid the gloom portentous meteors blaze. 

Th’ ethereal dome, in mournful pomp amy’d. 
Now lurks behind impenetrable shade; 

Now, flashing round intolerable light, 
Redoublu all the terrors of the night. 

Such terror Sinai’s quaking bill o’erspread. 
When heaven’s loud trumpet sounded o’er his 
head. 

It seem’d, the wrathful angel of the wind 
Had all the horrors of the skies combin’d; 
And here to one ill-fated ship oppos’d. 

At once the dreadful magazine disclos’d. 

And lo! tremendous o’er the deep he spflhgs, 
Th’ inflaming nilphur flashing from his 'wings! 
Harit! hia strong voice the dismai silence 
bnedcs! 

Had chaea from the chains of death awakes! 
Lend ud mere lend the rolling peals enlarge. 
And UueoB deck their blazing sides discharge: 
There, aU i^baat, the ahivering wretches str^, 
While chill supease and fear congeal’d their 
Ueod. 

New in a deluge burets the living flame, 

And dreed eonouericu rends th’ ethareaT frame: 
ffisk cuiUi eonvulahe gtoass from shore to 
d ww e, 

Aud aatnra shuddering fbds the horrid roar. 

Still the ^pd^ltfospect rises on my sight, 
Revtiurd hi a}l Raaionrufttl shsde and light. 
Swift ttaeu^ mf pulsssgWdea the kindling fire, 


As lightning glances on th’ eiectrie wire. 

But ah! the force of numbers strives in vain. 
The glowing scene unequal to sustain. 

But lo! at last, from tenfold dark new born; 
Forth issues o’er the wave the weeping morn. 
Hail, sacred vision! who, on orient wing, 

The cheering dawn of light propitious bring! 
All nature smiling hail'd the vivid ray, 

That gave her beauties tq returning day: 

All but our ahip. that, groaning on the tide. 
No kind relief, no gleam of hope descry’d. 

For now in front, her trembling inmates see 
The hills of Greece emerging on the lee. 

So the lost lover views that fatal morn, 

On which, for ever from his bosom tom. 

The nymph ador’d resigns her blooming charms 
To bless with love some happier rival's arms. 
So to Eliza dawn’d that cruel day, 

That tore ASneas from her arms away 
That saw him parting, never to return. 
Herself in funeral flames decreed to bum. 

O yet in clouds, thou genial source of light, 
Conceal thy radiant glories from our sight! 
Go, with thy smile adorn the haf^y plain. 

And gild the scenes where health and pleasure 
reign; 

But let not here, in scorn, thy wanton beam 
Insult the dreadful grandeur of my theme! 

* While shoreward now the bounding vessel 
flies. 

Full in her van St. George's clifll arise : 

High o’er the rest a pointed crag is seen, 

That hung projecting o’er a mossy green. 
Nearer and nearer now the danger grows, 

And all their akill relentless fates oppose. 

For, while more eastward they direct the 
prow, 

Enormous waves the quivering deck o’erflow. 
While, as she wheels, unable to aubdue 
Her sallies, still they dread her broaebing-to. 
Alarming thought.' for now no more a-iee 
Her riven side could bear th’ invading sea; 
And if the following surge she scuds before, 
Headlong she rana upon the dre.idful ahnre; 
Ashore where shelves and hidden rocks abound. 
Where death in secret ambush lurks around. 
Far leas dismay’d, Anchises’ wandering son 
Was seen the straits of Sicily to shun ; 

When Palinurus, from the helm, desciy’d 
The rocks of Scylls on his eastern side; 
While in the west, with hideous yawn dis¬ 
clos’d, 

His onwaj^ path Cbarybdis’ gulph oppos'd; 
The double danger as by turns he view'd, 

His wheeling bark her arduoilk track pni^u'd. 
Thus, while to right and left destruction lies. 
Between th’ extremes the daring vee^el Aies. 
With boundleas involution, bursting o'er 
The marble cUfra, loud-daahing surges roar. 
Hoarse through each winding creek the tem¬ 
pest raves, 

And hollow rocks repeat ^e groan of waves. 
Destruction round th’ insatiate coast prepares. 
To eiiuh the trembling ship, uBuombet’d 
snares. 
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But haply now jke ’scapes the fatal strand, 
Though scarce ten fathoms distant from the 
land. 

Swift as the weapon issuing from the bow, 

She cleaves the burning waters with her prow , 
And forward leaping with tumultuous haste. 
As on the tempest's wing the isle she past. 
With longing eyes, and agony of mind. 

The sailors view this refuge left behind : 
Happy to bribe, with India’s richest ore, 

A salb accession to that barren shore 
When in the dark Peruvian mine confin'd. 
Lost to the cheerful commerce of mankind. 
The groaning captive wastes his life away, 
For ever exil’d from the realms of day} 

Not eqyal paUgs his bosom agonize, 

When far above the sacred light he eyes. 
While, all forlorn,*the victim pines in vain. 
For scenes he never shall possess again. 

But now Athenian mountains they descry. 
And o’er the surge Colonna frowns on high. 
Beside the cape’s projecting verge are plac’d 
A range of columns, long by time defac’d; 
First planted by devotion to sustain, 

In elder times, Tritonia's sacred fane. 

Foan^s the wild beach below with madd’ning 
rage, [wage. 

Where waves and rocks a dreadful combat i 
The sickly haven, fermenting with its freiglft,' 
Still vomits o’er the main the feverish weight: 
And now, while wing’d with ruin from on high, 
jl'hrough the rent cloud the ragged lightnings 

A flash, quick-glancing on the nerves of light, 
Struck the pale helunman with eternal night: 
Rodmnnd, who heard a piteous groan behind, 
Touch’d with compassion, gaz’d upon the blind j 
And while around his sad companions crowd, 
He guides the unhappy victim to the shroud. 
Hie thee aloft, my gallant friend! he cries; 
Thy only succor on the mast relies! 

The helm, bereft of half its vital force. 

Now scarce subdu’d the wild unbridled course: 
Quick to th’ abandon’d wheel Arion came. 
The ship’s tempestuous sallies to reclaim. 
Amaz’d he saw her, o’er the sounding foam 
•Upborne, to right and left distracted roam. 

So gaz’d young Phaeton, with pale dismay. 
When, mounted on the flaming car of day, 
With rash and impious hand the stripling try’d 
Th' immortal coursers of the sun to guide.— 
The vessel, while the dread event draws 
nigh, s 

Seeqps mote imoatient o’er the waves to fly: 
Fate spurs her mi.—Thus issuing from afar. 
Advances to the sun some blazing star; 

And^ps if feels attraction’s kindling force, 
Springs onward with accelerated course. 

. With moumftil look the seamen ey’d the 
strand, 

Where death’s inexorable jaws expand s 
Swift from their milids elaps’d all dangers past. 
As, dumb with terror, they beheld the last. 
Now on the tremUuf shrouds, before, behind, 
la mate fospense they meant into the wind.— 


The Genius of the deep, on rapid wing. 

The black eventful moment seem’d to bring. 
The fatal sisters on the surge before, 

Yok’d their infernal horses to the pron.— 
The steersmen now receiv’d their last cmn- 
mand 

To wheel the vessel sidelong to the strand. 
Twelve sailors, on the foremast who depend, 
High on the platform of the top ascend ^ 

Fatal retreat! for while the plunging prow 
Immeiges headlong in the wave below, 
Down-prest by wat’iy weight the bowsprit 
bends. 

And from above the stem deep crasbing rends. 
Beneath her beak the floating ruins lie, 

The foremast totters, unsustain’d on high: 
And now the ship, fore-lifted by the sea, 

Hurls the tall fabric backward o’er her lee. 
While, in the general wreck, the faithful stay 
Drags the main-topmast {torn its post away. 
Flung from the mast, the seamen strive in 
vain 

Throu^ hostile floods their vessel to regain. 
The waves they bjiffet, till, bereft of strength, 
O’erpower’ddhey yield to cruel fate at length. 
The hostile waters close around their head. 
They sink for ever, number’d with the dead! 

Those who remain their foarful doom await. 
Nor longer mourn their lost companions’ fate. 
The heart that bleeds with sorrows all its own. 
Forgets the pangs of friendship to bemoan.— 
Albert and Rodmond and Palemon here. 

With young Arion, on the mast appear; 

E’en they, amid th' unspeakable distress, 

In every look distracting thoughts confess j 
In every vein the refluent blo^ congeals. 

And every bosom fatal terror foels. 

Inclos’d with all the demons of the main. 
They view’d th’ adjacent shore, but view’d in 
vain. 

I Such torments in the drear abodes of hell, 
Where sad despair laments with rueful yell. 
Such torments agonize the damned breast, 
While fancy views the mansions of the blest. 
For Heaven’s sweet help their suppliant cries 
implore; 

But Heaven, relentless, deigns to help no more! 

And now, lash’d on by destiny severe. 

With horror fraught, the dreadful scene drew 
near!— 

The ship hangshovering on the verge of death. 
Hell yawns, rocks rise, and breakers roar te- 
neath 1— 

In vain, alas! the sacred shades ofyore. 
Would arm the mind with philosophic lore; 

In vain they'd teach us, at the latest breath. 
To smile serene amid the pangs of death. 

E'en Slgno’s self, and Epictetus oU, 

This fell abyss had shudder’d to behold. 

Had Socrates, for godlike virtue ikm'd, 

And wisest of the sons of men proclaim’d. 
Beheld this scene ofphrensy and distress. 

His soul had trembled to its last recess !— 

O coufiim my heart, ye powats above. 
This hist tremei^as sho^ of fkte to pcwa} 
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The tottering frame of reason yet snstoin, 

Nor let this total ruin whirl my brain t 
In vain the cords and axes were prepar'd, 
For now th' audacious seas insult the yard} 
High o'er the ship they throw a horrid shade, 
And o'er her burst, in terrible cascade. 
Uplifted on the surge, to heaven she flies. 

Her shatter’d top half buried in the skies. 
Then hetdlong plunging thunders on the 
ground; [sound! 

Earth groans! air trembles! and the deeps re- 
Her giant bulk the dread concussion feels. 
And, quivering with the wound, in torment 
reels. 

So reels, convuls’d with agonizing throes. 

The ble^ing bull beneath ^e muid'rer's blows. 
Again she plunges! hark ! a second shock 
Tears her strong bottom on the marble rock! 
Down on the vale of death,, with dismal cries, 
The fated victims shuddering roil their eyes 
In wild despair! while yet another stroke. 
With deep convulsion, rends the solid oak ; 
Till like the mine, in whose infernal hell 
The lurking demons of destruction dwell, 

At length asunder torn her framr. divides, 

And crashing spreads in ruin o’er the tides. 

O were it mine with tuneful Maro’s art 
To wake to sympathy the feeling heart, 

Like him the smooth and mournful verse to 
In all the pomp of exquisite distress! [dress 
Then, too severely taught by cruel fate. 

To share in all the perils I relate, 

Then might I with unrivall’d strains deplore 
Th’ impervious horrors of a leeward shore. 

As o’er the surge the stooping mainmast 
hung. 

Still on the rigging thirty seamen clung: 
Some, struggling, on a broken crag were cost. 
And there by oozy tangles grappled fast: 

A while they bore o’erwhelming billows’ rage. 
Unequal combat with tlieir fate to wage ; 

Till all benumb’d and feeble they forego 
Their slippery hold, and sink to shades below. 
Some, from the main-yard-arm impetuous 
thrown 

On marble ridges, die without a groan. 

Three with Palemon on their skill depdBd, 
And from the wreck on oars and rafts descend. 
Now on the mountain-wave on high they ride. 
Then downward plunge beneath th’ involving 
tide. 

Till one, who seems in agony to strive. 

The whirling breakers heave on shore alive; 
'fhe rest a speedier end of anguish knew. 

And prest the stony beach, a lifeless crew! 

Next, O nnhappy chief! th’ eternal doom 
Of Heaven deer^ thee to the briny tomb! 
What scenes of misery torment thy vut#! 
What painfnl struggles of thy dying crew! 

Thy perish’d hopes all burled in the flood, 
O’erspread vrith corses, red with human blood \ 
So pierc’d with anguish hoaiy Priam g;iz'd, 
Wbra Trdy’s imperial domes in ruin blaz’d ; 
WhUe he, severest sOirow doom’d to feel. 
Spir’d beneath the victor’s murdering steel. 


[book H. 

Thus with his helpless partners till the lam. 
Sad refuge! Albert hugs the floating mast; * 
His soul could yet sustain the mortal blow, 
But droops, alas! beneath superior woe: 

For now soft nature’s sympathetic chain 
Tugs at his yearning heart with poweifiJ 
strain ; 

His faithful wife for ever doom'd to mourn 
For him, alas ! who never shall return: 

To black adversity’s approach expos d. 

With want and hardships unforeseen enclos'd : 
His lovely daughter left without a friend. 

Her innocence to succor and defend; 

By youth and indigence set forth a prey 
To lawless guilt, that flatters to betray— 
While these reflections rack his^eeling mind, 
Rodmond, who hung besid^ bis grasp resign’d; 
And, as the tumbling watm o’er him r^l d. 
His outstretch’d arms the master's legsenfold. 
Sad Albert feels his dissolution near. 

And strives in vain his fetter’d limbs taclear; 
For death bids every clinching joint adhere. 
All faint, to heaven he throws his dying eyes, 
And, “ O protect my wife and child!’ he cries; 
The gushing streams roll back th’ unfinish’d 
sound! 

He gasps, he dies, and tumbles to the ground; 

Five only left of all the perish’d throng. 

Yet ride the pine which shoreward drives 
along; 

With these Arion still his hold secures. 

And all the assaults of hostile waves endures. 
O’er the dire prospect as for life he strives, 

He looks if poor Palemon yet survives. 

Ah wherefore, trusting to unequal art, 

Didst thou, incautious, from the wreck depart ? 
Alas! these rocks all human skill defy. 

Who strikes them once beyond relief must 
die; 

And now, sore wounded, thou perhaps art tost 
On these, or in some oozy cavern lost. 

Thus thought Arion, anxious gazing round 
In vain, his eyes no more Palemon found. 

The demons of destruction hover nigh. 

And thick their mortal shafts commission’d fly. 
And now a breaking surge, with forceful sway. 
Two next Arion furious tears away. 

Hurl'd on the crags, behold they gasp, they 
bleed! 

And, groaning, cling upon th’ elusive weed! 
Another billow bursts in boundless roar! 

Arion sinks! and Alemoiy views no more! 

Ha! total night and horror here preside! 

My Btunn'd ear tingles to the whizzing tide! 

It is the funeral knell! and gtuling near, 
Methinks the phantoms of the dead appear! 

! But lo! emerging from the water^'grqye. 
Again they float incumbent on the wave! 
Again the dismal prospect opens round. 

The wreck, the shores, the dying, and the 
drown’d \ 

And see! enfeebled by repeated shocks, 

Those two who scramble on th’ ai^acent iwflui, 
Their faithless bold no longer can retain. 
They sink o’erwhelm’d and never rise again 1 . 
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Two with Aribn yet the mast upbore, 

Tha( now above the ridges reach’d the shore: 
Still trembling to descend, they downward gaze, 
With horror pale, and torpid with amaze : 

The floods recoil! the ground appears below! 
And life’s faint embers now rekindling glow : 
A while they wait th’ exhausted waves’ retreat, 
Then climb slow up the beach with hands and 
. feet. 

O Heaven! deliver’d by whose sovereign hand. 
Still on the brink of hell they shuddering stand. 
Receive the languid incense they bestow. 
That damp with death appears not yet to 
• glow. 

' To thee each soul the warm oblation pays. 
With trembihg ardor of unequal praise; 

In every heart dismay with wonder strives. 
And Hope the siclen’d spark of life revives; 
Her magic powers their exil'd health restore, 
Till horror and despair are felt no mure, 

A troop of Grecians who inhabit nigh. 

And oft these perils of the deep descry. 

Rous’d by the blustering tempest of the night, 
Anxious had climb'd Coloniia’s neighboring 
height; 

When gazing downward on th’ adjacent flood, 
Full to their view the scene of ruin stood j 
The surf with mangled bodies strew’d around, 
And those yet breathing on the sea-waslvd 
ground! 

Though lost to science and the nobler arts. 
Yet nature’s love inform’d their feeling hearts; 
*lStTaight down the vale with hastening steps 
they hied, 

Th’ unhappy suff’rers to assist and guide. 

Mean wLle those three escap’d Imneath ex¬ 
plore I 

The fint advenfrous youth who reach’d the 
shore: 

Panting, with eyes averted from the day. 
Prone, helpless, on the tangly beach he lay— 
It is Palemon oh ! what tumults roll 
With hope and terror in Arion’^soul! 

If yet unhurt he lives again to view 

His friend and this sole remnant of our crew! 

With us to travel through this foreign zone, 

■ And share the future g(^ or ill unknown. 
Arion thus; but ah, s^ doom of &te! 

That bleeding Memory sorrows to relate. 
While yet afloat on some resisting rock. 

His rite were dash'd and fractur’d with the 
shock: [r&y’d, 

Heart-piercing sight! those cheeli| so late ar- 
In beauty’s bloom, are pale with mortal shade! 
DiAilling bloofl his lovely breast o’erspread. 
And clogg’d the golden tresses of bis bead ! 
Norjetnbe lungs by this pernicious stroke 
Wera wounded, or the vo^ organs broke. 
Down from his neck, with biasing gems ar¬ 
ray’d. 

Thy inap, lovdy Anna, hung portray’d *, 

Th’ unconseiotts figure smiling all serene, 
Sn^nded in a goUen chain was seen. 

Badst thou, soft maiden, in this hour of woe. 
Beheld him^thing fttm the deadly blow. 


What force of art, what language could ex¬ 
press 

Thine agony? thine exquisite distress? 

But thou, alas'. art doom’d to weep in vain 
For him thine eyes shall never see again! 
With dumb amazement pale, Arion gaz’d, 

And cautiously the wounded youth uprais’d; 
Palemon then, with cruel pangs opprest. 

In faltering accents thus his friend address’d: 

“ O rescu’d from destruction late so nigh. 
Beneath whose fatal influence doom’d I lie} 
Are we then exiled to this last retreat 
Of life, unhappy! thus decreed to meet ? 

Ah! how unlike what yester-morn enjoy’d. 
Enchanting hopes, for ever now destroy’d ! 
For wounded far beyond all healing power, 
Palemon dies, and this his final hour; 

By those fell breakers, where in vain I strove, 
At once cut off from fortune, life, and love 
Far other scenes must soon present my sight, 
That lie deep-buried yet in tenfold night. 

Ah! wretched father of a wretched sou, 
Whonuahy paternal prudence has undone ! 
How will remembrance of this blinded care 
Bend down Uiy hfad with anguish and despair! 
Such dire enects from avarice arise. 

That, deaf to nature’s veice, and vainly wise. 
With force severe endeavors to control 
The noblest passions that inspire the soul. 

But O, thou sacred Power! whose law con¬ 
nects 

Th’ eternal chain of causes and effects. 

Let nut thy chastening ministers of rage 
Afflict with sharp remorse his feeble age 1 
And you, Arion ! who with these the last 
Of all our crew survive the shipwreck past— 
Ah ! cease to mourn ! those ftiendly tears re¬ 
strain ! 

Nor give my dying moments keener pain ! 
Since heaven may soon thy wandering steps 
restore. 

When parted hence, to England’s distant 
shore; 

Shouldst thou, th’ unwilling messenger of fate. 
To him the tragic story fint relate. 

Oh! friendship’s generous ardor then suppress! 
Nor hint the fatal cause of my distress; 

Nor let each horrid incident sustain 
I The lengthen’d tale to aggravate his pain. 

Ah! then remember well my last request 
For her who reigns for ever in my breast j 
Yet let him prove a father and a ftiend. 

The helpless maid to succor and defend. 

Say, 1 this suit implor’d with parting breath. 
So Heaven befriend him at his hour of death 1 
But oh ! to lovely Anna shouldst thou tell 
What dire untimely end thy friend befel, 
Dravyi’er the dismal scene soft pity’s veil. 
And ughtly touch the lamentable tde : 

Say ttet my love, inviolably true. 

Mo clHinge, bo diminution ever knew. 

Lo *. her bright inuge, pendent on my neck, 
b all Palemon rescu’d from the wreck j 
Take it, and say, when panting in the wave^ 

I struggled, life and this alone to save 1 
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“ My Mur that fluttering butene to be free. 
Would jet a trun of thoughta impart to thee, 
But atrives in vain !-<4he chilling ice of death 
Congeals mj blood, and ehokea the stream of 
breath: 

Resign’d she quits her comfortleu abode. 

To course thpt. long, unknown, jetemnl r^. 

O saeriri Roui^of ever*living light! 

Conducd w wanderer in ter flight! 
DirM|iltf onWid to that peaceiful shore, 
WlHilvperit, pain, and death, are felt no more! 
Wteu-tl^ some tale of hapleu love shsJt 
tear. 

That steab from pity’s qre the melting tear, 
Of turn chute hearts, by mutual passion 
join’d. 

To absence, sorrow, and despair, eonmgn’d; 
Oh! then, to swell the tidw of social woe. 
That bea3 th’ afDicted bosom they o’erflow. 
While Memoiy dictates, this sad shipwreck 
.. tell. 

And what distreu thy wretched friend befel! 
Then, while in streams of soft compassion 
drown’d. 

The swains lament, andmaiiiens preep around; 
While lisping efail^n, touch’d wHh infant 
fear, ' • , [tear; 

With wonder gase, and drop th’ unconscious 
Oh! then this morul bid their souls retain. 

All thoughts of happinen on earth are vain.” 
The kst faint accents trembled on his 
tongue, 

That now inactive to the palate clung; 

His-bosom heavm a mortal groan—be diu! 
And shadu eternal sink upon his eyu! 

As thus defre’d in death Polemon lay, 

Arion gas’d upon the lifhleu clay; 

Transftc’d be stood, with awful terror fill'd. 
While down hischeektbe'bilent drops distiU’d. 

Oh, iltetar’d vot’iy- of unspotted truth! 
Untii^y perish’d in the bloom of youth. 
Should e’er thy friend arrive on Albion’s land 
He will obey, though painful, thy command j 
His toagUB tte dregful story shall diqtlay, 
And all the horrors of this thsmal day! 
Disastroos ^y! what ruin hut thou bred! 
What anguish to the living and tte dead 
How hast thou left the witew all forlorn. 

And ever doom’d the oiphan child to mourn, 
Through life’s sad journey hopelen to com¬ 
plain! 

Can sacred justice them events ordain 1 
But, O my soul I avoid that wondrous maze. 
Where, reason, lost in endlen error, strays! 
As through this thorny vale of life we run, 
Greut OauN of all efitets, ” thy will be done!” 
Now had tte Greeiaos on the beach w- 
riv’d, U 

To aid tte helpleu few who yet surviv’d: 
While pauing they behold tte waves o'erspread 
With ^tterid r^s and corses the dead, 
linree still alive, benumb’d and feint they find,. 
In moomfel silmiee on a rock reclin’d. 

Tte generous natives, mov’d with soeUd pain, 
Tlw mble strangers in th^r arms sustain; 


(book II. 

With piling sighs their hapleu lot deplore, 
And led them trembling from the fetal shore. 

$ 120. The Latt Mtutrel. 

(From the Lay of tbs Lsit Minstrol.) 

Waitbr Scott. 

Tm way wu long, tte wind wu cold. 

The Minstrel wu infirm and old; 

His wither’d cheek, and fresaes gray. 

Seemed to-have known a better day; 

The harp his sole remaining j(^ 

Wu carried by an orphan tey} 

The lut of all the Bards wu te. 

Who sung of Border chivalry. 

For well-a-Hlay! their date wu 
His tuneful Imthren ill were dead} . 

And he neglected and oppijissed. 

Wished to be with them, and at rest. 

No more, on prancing padfrey home. 

He carolled, light u iark at mom} 

No longer courted and caressed, 

High-placed ‘in ball, a welcome guest, 

He pour’d, to lord and lady gay. 

The unpremeditated lay; 

Old times were changed, old manners gone, 

A stranger fill’d the Stuart's throne} 

The bigots of the iron time 
Had call’d his harmleu art a crime. 

A wandering Harper, scorned and poor. 

He begged hia bread from door to door j 
And tuned, to please a peannt’s ear. 

The harp, a king had loved to hear. 

He passed where Newark's stately tower 
liOoks out from Yarrow’s birchen bower: ' 
The Minstrel gazed with wishful eye— 

No humbler resting place was nigh. 

With hesitating step at last, 

The embattled poittd-arcb he passed. 

Whose ponderous grate and masqr bu 
Had oft rolled back the tide of war. 

But never closed the iron door 
Against the desolate and poor. 

The ducben* marked his weary pace. 

His timid mien, and reverend feee. 

And bade her page the menials toll. 

That they should tend the old man well: 

For she bad known adversity, ^ 

Though bom in such a high degree } 

In pride of power, in beauty’s Uoom, 

Had wept o'er Monmouth’s bloody tomb! 

When kindness had his vrants sujqtlied, 

And the man wu gratified, 

Began to rise his minstrel prite : 

And he began to talk anon, * ' 

Of good earl Francis,! dead and gone, 

And of earl Walter,! rut him ^ 

A braver ne’er to battle rode: 

* Anne,daehMiafBaecleu|[h and ISonmenUi, is- 
prasentative qfrhe aneient lorai of Bneotongh, siod 
widow of the unfortunate James, duke of Mounonth, 
who wu beheaded in 1885 . * 

t Francis Scott, oailofBaaolougb, feifear of tbo 
dneheas. 

t Walter, rarl of Bneelsn^ giaadfiMbar of tho 
dnoben, and a colebrated warrior. * ■ 



ry T 'Ke''j 





'FubUsfud. by Samuib WbZherJJiv-ltm,Tiaj»T^'hv^t^ 














It.] DlDilCTlC, DESCRIPTIVE, &e. »7 


AU how, fhll nianj a tale he knew, 
or me old warriora of Buccleugh ; 

And. would the noble duchen deign 
To listen to an old man’s strain, 

Though stiff his hand, his voice though weak, 
He thought even yet, the sooth to speak, 
Ifhat, if she loved the harp to hear. 

He could make music to her ear. 

' The humble boon was soon obtained , 

The aged minstrel audience gained. 

But, when he reached the room of state. 
Where she, with all her ladies, sate. 
Perchance he wished his boon deni^ : 

, For, when to tune his harp he tried, 

His tcemblieg hand had lost the ease, 
Which’marka security to please j 
And scenes, long pist, of joy and pain. 

Came wildedng o’er his aged brain— 

He tried to tune his harp in vain. 

The pitying duchess praised its chime. 

And gave him heart, and gave him time. 

Till every string's according glee 
Was blended into harmony. 

And then, he said, he would full fain 
He could recal an ancient strain, 

He never thought to sing again. 

It was not framed for village churls, 

But for high dames and mighty earls} • 

He had played it to King Charles the Good, 
When he kept court in Holyrood; 

And much he wished, yet fbared, to try 
The long forgotten melody. 

Amid the strings his fingers strayed, 

And an uncertain warbling made. 

And oft he shook his hoary head. 

But when he caught the measure wild. 

The old man raised his face, and smil^; 

And lightened up his faded eye. 

With all a poet’s ecstasy ! 
tn varying cadence, soft or strong, 

He swept the soun^ng chords along: 

The present scene, the future lot. 

His toils, his wants, were all forgot: 

Cold diflUence, and age's frost. 

In the full tide of song were lost;' 

• Each blank, in faithless memory void. 

The poet’s glowing thought supplied, 

And, while his harp responsive rung, 

’Twas thus the Latest Minstrel sung. 


4 121 . Mtlro$e Abbey, and the C\arm qf the 
Wizard, Michael Scott. From the Same. 

* I. 

Ip thou jyonldst view fair Melrose aright, 

Go fisit it by the pale moon-light; 

For the gay beams of lightsome day 
Gild, but to flout, the mins gray. 

M^mn the broken aiehes are black in night. 
And each shafted oriel glimmers white; 
When the cold lig&t's uncertain shower 
Stresms on the rained centrsl tower; 

When buttress and buttress, sltematdy. 

Beam IhdndB of ebon and ivory; 


When silver edges the imagery. 

And the scrolls that teach thee to live and die; 
When distant Tweed is heard to rave, 

And the owlet to hoot o’er the dead man’s 
grave, 

Then go—but go alone the while— 

Then view St. David's ruined pie; 

And, home returning, soothly swear. 

Was never scene so sad and fair! 

II. 

Short halt did Deloraine make there; 

Little recked be of the scene so fair. 

With dagger's hilt on the wicket strong, 

He struck full loud, and struck full long. 

The porter hurried to the gate— 

“ Who knocks so loud, and knocks so late V 
“ From Branksome I," the warrior cried; 

And straight the wicket open’d wide; 

For Branksome’s chiefs had in battle stood. 
To fence the rights of fair Melrose; 

And lands and livings, many a rood, 
Hodigifted the shrine for their soul’a repose 

. 

Bold Delonfine his errand said; 

The |K>rter bent his humble he^; 

With torch in hand, and feet unshod, 

And noiseless step, the path he trode: 

The arched cloisters, far and wide. 

Rang to the warrior’s clanking stride; 

Till, stooping low his lofty crest, 

He entered the cell of the ancient priest, 
And lifted his barred aventayle,* 

To hail the Monk of St. Mary’s kisle. 

IV. 

" The ladye of Branksome greets thee by me 
Says, that the fated hour is come. 

And that to-night I shall watch with thee. 

To win the treasure of the tomb.”— 

From sackcloth couch the monk arose, 

With toil his stifliened limbs he rear^; 

A hundred years had flung their snows 
On his thin lock and floating beard. 

V. 

And strangely on the knight looked he. 

And his blue eyes gleamed wild and wide; 
“ And dar'st thou, warrior ! seek to see 
What heaven and hell alike would hide T 
My breast, in belt of iron pent. 

With shirt of hair and scourge of thorn. 
For threescore years, in penance spent. 

My knees those flinty stones have worn; 
Yet all too little to atone 
For knowing what should ne’er belinown : 
Wouldst thou thy every future year 
In ceaseless prayer and penance drie. 

Yet Wlit thy latter end with fear— 

Then, daring warrior, follow me !” 

VI. 

“ Penance, father, will 1 none; 

Prayer know I hardly one ; 

* Avsntsyls, visor itf the hahnst. 
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For maos or prayer can I rarely tarry, 

Save to patter an Ave Mary, 

When I ride on a border foray} 

Other prayer can I none; 

So ipe^ me my errand, and let me begone.”— 

vn. 

Again on the knight looked the churchman old, 
And again he sighed heavily; 

For he had faimaetf been a warrior bold. 

And fought in Spain and Italy, 

And he thought on the.daya^at were long 
since by, [was high:— 

When his limbs were strong and bis courage 
Now, alow and faint, he led the way. 

Where, cloister’d round, the garden lay; 

The {nllared arches were over their hei^. 

And beneath their feet were the bones of the 
dead. 

VIII. 

Spreading herbs, and flowerets bright. 
Glistened with the dew of night; 

Nor herb, nor floweret, glistened there, 

But was carved in the cloister-arches aa fair. 
'The monk gazed long on the lovely moon. 
Then into the night he lookdd forth; 

And red and bright the streamers light 
Were dancing in the glowing norUi. 

So had he seen, in fair Castile, 

The youth in glittering squadrons start 3 
Sadden the flying jennet wheel. 

And hurl the unexpected dart. 

He knew, by the streamers that shot so bright, 
I'hat spirits were riding the northern light. 

IX. 

By a steel-clench'd postern door. 

They entered now the chancel tall 3 
The darkened roof rose high aloof 
On pillars, lofty, and light, and small; 

The key-stone, that lock^ each ribbed aisle. 
Was a fleur-de-lys, or a quatre-feuille ; 

The corbells* were carved grotesque and 
grim; 

And the pillars with clustered shafts so trim. 
With base and with capital flourished around. 
Seemed bundles of lances which garlands j|pd 
bound. 

X. 

Full many a scutcheon and banner, riven. 
Shook to the cold ni^t-wind of heaven. 
Around the screened altar's pale; 

And there the dying lamps did bum. 

Before thy low and lonely urn, 

O gallant chief of Ottetbume, 

And thine, dark knight of Uddesdale! 

O fading honors ctf the dead! 

O high ambition, lowly laid'! ^ 

XI. 

The moon on the east oriel dione. 

Through slender shafts of shapely stone. 

By mliaged tracery combing; 

* CMsUf, the projections ftom which the awhes 
spring, usually eat in a ftntastie face, or mask. 
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Thou wouMst have thought abme Ckiiy’s hMid 
'Twixt poplars straight the osier wand, 

In many a freaki^ knot, had twined 3 
Then framed a spell, when the work was dime. 
And changed the willow wreaths to stime. 
The silver light, so pale and &int. 

Showed many a prophet, and many a saint, 
Whose image on the gloss was dyed; 

Full in the midst, his cross of red 
Triumphant Michael brandished 

And trampled the apostate’s pride. 

The moon-beam kissed the holy pane. 

And threw on the pavement a bloody stain. 

xn. 

They sate them down on a marble stone, 

A Scottish monarch slept below; 

Thus spoke the monk, in sClemn tone ^ 

" 1 was not always a man of woe; 

For Paynim countries I have trod. 

And fought beneath the Cross of God; 

Now, strange to mine eyes thine arms appear. 
And their iron clang sounds strange to my ear. 

XIII. 

“ In these far climes, it was my lot 
To meet the wondrous Michael Scott; 

A wizard of such dreaded fame. 

That when, in Salamanca’s cave. 

Him listed his magic wand to wave. 

The bells would ring in Notre Dame ! 

Some of his skill he taught to me ; 

And, warrior, I could say to thee 
The words that cleft Eildon hills in three, 
And bridled the Tweed with a curb of 
stone : 

I But to speak them were a deadly sin 3 
And for having but thought them my heart 
A treble penance must done. [within. 

XIV. 

“ When Michael lay on his dying bed. 

Hie conscienf e was awakened 3 
He bethought him of his sinful deed. 

And he gave me a sign to come with sp eed; 

I was in Spain when the morning rose. 

But I stood by his bed ere evening close. 

The words may not again be said, 

That he spoke to me, on death-b^ laid 3 
They would rend this abbaye’s massy nave, 
And pile it in heaps above his grave. 

XV. 

” I swore bury his Mighty Book, 

That never mortal might therein look ; 

And never to tell where it was bid. 

Save at his chief ef Branksome’s need; 

And when that need was past and o’er. 

Again the volume to restore. 

I buried him on St. Michael’s night. 

When the bell tolled one, and the moon was 
bright 3 

And I dug his chamber anttmg the dead, 
When the floor of the chanoel was stained red, 
That his patron’s cross might over him wave, 
And scare the flends firom the wisv^V grave. 
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XVI. 

. night of wtM and dread, 

When Miehui in the tomb I laid! 

Strange aounda along the chancel past, 

The tennern waved without a blaat.”— 

Still apoke the monk, when the bell tolled One! 
'' I tell you, that a braver man 
' Than William of Deloraine, good at need, 
'^'^geinat a (be ne'er aparred a steed; 

Yet aomewhat waa he chilled with dread, 

And hia hair did bristle upon hia head. 

XVII. 

“ ^o, warrior! now, the Cross of Red 
. Points to the grave of the mighty dead j 
Within it baans a wondrous light. 

To chaab the spirits that love the night: 

That lamp ahall bufn unquenchably. 

Until the eternal doom shall be.”— 

Slow mov’d the monk to the broad flag-stone, 
Which the bloody Cross was tiaceil upon: 

He pointed to a secret nook; 

An iron bar the warrior took; 

And the monk made a sign with his withered 
The grave’s huge portal to expand. [hand, 

XVIII. 

With beating heart to the task he went; 

His sinewy flrame o’er the grave-stone bent; 
With bar of iron heaved amain, * 

Till the toil-drops fell from his brows, like rain 
It was by dint of passing strength, 

Xhat he moved the massy stone at length. 

I would you had been there, to see 
How the li^t broke forth so gloriously, 
Streamed upward to the chancel roof. 

And through the galleries far aloof! 

No earthly flame blazed e’er so bright; 

It shone like heaven’s own blessed light; 

And issuing from the tomb. 

Showed the monk’s cowl, and visage pale, 
Danced on the dark-brow’d warrior’s mail. 
And kissed his waving plume. 

XIX. 

Before their eyes the wizard lay. 

As if he bad net been dead a day. 

His hoary beard in silver rolled, 

*He seei^ some seventy winters old; 

^ A palmer’s amice wrapped him round. 

With a wronght Spanish baldric bound. 
Like a pilpW flmm beyond the sea: 

His left bVnil held his B(wk of Might; 

A silver cross waa in his right} 

The lamp was placed beside hia knee; 
High and majetj^ was hia look. 

At which the fellest fiends had shook. 

And all unniiBOd was hia (kee 
Thee trusted his soul had gotten grace. 

XX. 

•(X(en bad William of Deloraine 
Rode through the battle’s bloody plate, 

And trampted doim tiw warriors slate, 

And neither knolm remorse or awe; 

Yet new remorse sad awe he osna’d ( 

JBs braath eame thick, his head ssnmi reend. 
When thil strange scene of death hn mar. 


Bewilder’d and nnherv’d he stood. 

And the priest prayed fervently and loud: 
With eyes averted prayed he; 

He might nett endure the sight to see. 

Of the man he had loved so brotherly. 

XXI. 

And when the priest his death-prayer bad 
Thus unto Deloraine be said - [prayed, 
“ Now, speed thee what thou hast to do, 

I Or, warrior, we may dearly rue; 

For those thou mayst not look upon. 

Are gathering feat round the yawning stone!” 
Then Deloraine, in terror, took 
From the cold hand the Mighty Book, 

With iron clasped, and with iron bound : 

He thought as he took itthedeadmanftowned; 
But the glare of the sepulchral light 
PerchEuice had dazzled the warrior’s sight. 

XXII. 

When the huge stone sunk o’er the tomb. 

The night return’d in double gloom; 

For the moon had gone down, and the stars 
were few; 

And, an the lyght Ind the priest withdrew. 
With wavering steps and dizzy brain, 

They hardly might the poetern gain. 

’Tis said, as through the aisles they passed, 
They heard strange noises on the blast; 

And through the cloister-galleries small. 
Which at mid-height thrf^ the chancel wall. 
Loud sobs, and laughter loader, ran. 

And voices unlike the voice of man; 

As if the fiends kept holiday. 

Because these spelb were ^nght to day. 

I cannot tell how the truth may be ; 

I say the tale as ’twas said to me. 

$ 123. Force if Low. From the Same. 

I. 

And said I that my limbs were old ; 

And said 1 that my blood was cold. 

And that my kindly fire was fled. 

And my poor withered heart was dead, 

And that I might not sing of love f 
How could I to the dearest theme. 

That ever warmed a minstrel’s dream. 

So foul, ao false, a recreant prove! 

How could I name love’s very name. 

Nor vrake my heart to notes of flame I 

n. 

In peace. Love tunes the shepherd’s reed} 

In war, he mounts the warrior’a steed j 
In halls, in gay attire is seen j 
In hamlets, dances on the green. 

Love rules the court, the camp, the grave, 
And men below, and saints above; 

For lo^ is heaven, and heaven is love. 

$ 1S3. The Twa CorUee. 

(From the Hinstrslsy of tbs Ssottiah Border.) 

Waltbr ScOtT 

As I was walkin([ all alsM, 

1 heard twa eoibita making a mane, 
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elegant extracts. 


The tone unto the t'other ny, 

Where sail we gang and dine to^y 7 

** In behint yon auld fail* dyke, 

I wot there lies a new*alain knight} 

And nae body kena that he lies there. 

But hia hawk, hia hound, and lady fair. 

Hia hound ia to the hunting gane, 

Hia hawk to fetch the wild fowl hame, 

Hia lad/ ia ta'en another mate. 

So we may mak our dinner aweet. 

Ye '11 ait on hia white faauae hane, 

And 1 ’ll pike out hia honny blue een; 

Wi' ae lock o’ hia gowden hair, 

We ’ll theekf our neat when it growa hare, 

“ Mony a one for him makea mane, 

But uane Ball ken where be in gane : 

O'er hia white banes, when they are bare. 
The wind sail blaw for evermair." 


• $ 124. Young Benjie. From the Same. 

Of a’ the fair maids o' fair Scotland, 

The fairest was Marjorie : 

And young llenjie was her ae trye lore, 
And a dear true love waa he. 

And wow! but they were lovera dear. 

And loved fu’ constantlie; 

But ay the mair when they fell out, 

The aairer waa their plea.]; 

And they bae quarrelled on a day, 

Till Marjorie’s heart grew wae, 

And she said she’d chuae another luve. 
And let young Benjie gae. 

And he waa atout,^ and proud-hearted. 
And thought o’t bitterlie, 

And he’s ga’en by the wan moon-light. 

To meet hia Marjorie. 

" O open, open, my true love, 

O open and let me in !” 

" 1 dare na open, young Beigie, 

My three brothers are within.” 

“ Ye lied, ye lied, ye bonny burd, 

Sae loud’s I bear ye lie} . 

Aa I came by the Lowden banks, ^ 
They bade gude e'en to me. 

But fare ye weel, my ae fanae love. 

That I hae loved sae lang! 

It seta'I ye chuae another love. 

And let young Benjie gang.” 

Then Maijorie turned her round about, 
The tear blinding her ee, 

” I dare na, dare na, let thm in, 

But 1 ’U come down to thee.” 

Then sail she amiled, and said to him, ^ 

” O what ill hae I done 7” 

He took her in hia armia twa, - 
And threw her o’er the linn. 


* Esil, turf. t TkeA, tbatoh. 

1 Pla& used obliqnely ibr dispute. 

$ ftsuitbronch tbia wbola ballad, signifies haugb- 
'I Seta y s B a com es you—ironical. 
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The stream was atrang, the maid waa atm t. 
And laith laith to be dang,* 

But. ere she wan the Lowden banks. 

Her fair color was wan. 

Then up bespak her eldest brother, 

” O see na ye what I see 7" 

And nut then spnk her second brother, 

“ It 'a our sister Maijorie!” 

Out tlien spak her eldest brother, 

'* O how shall we her ken 7” 

And out tbeu spak her youngest brother. 

” There’s a honey-mark on her chin." 

Then they’ve ta'en op the comely corpse, 

And laid it on the ground— . 

” O wha has killed our ae sister, 

And how can he be found 7 ^ 

“ The night it is her low lykewake. 

The morn her burial day, 

And we maun watch at mirk midnight. 

And hear what she will say 7” 

Wi’ doors ajar, and candle light, 

And torches burning clear. 

The streikit corpse, till still midnight 
They waked, but naething hear. 

I About the middle o’ the night. 

The cocks began to craw, 

, And at the dead hour o’ the night, 

I The corpse began to threw. 

'* O wha has done thee wrang, sister, 

Or dared the deadly sin 7 
Wha was sae stout, and feared nae dout. 

As tbraw ye o’er the linn 7” 

“ Young Benjie was the first ae man, 

1 laid my love upon; 

He was sae stout and proud-hearted, 

He threw me o’er the linn.” 

{“ Sail we young Benjie bead, sister. 

Sail we young Benjie hang. 

Or, sail we pike out bis twa gray een. 

And puniki him e’er be gang V’ 

“ Ye mauna Benjie head, brothers. 

Ye nuuna Benjie hang. 

But ye maun pike out his twa gray een. 

And punish him<e’er he gang. 

” Tie a green gravat round hia neck. 

And lead him out and in, 

And the beat ae servant about your house, 

To wait ^oung Benjie on. 

” And ay, at every seven years’ end. 

Ye’ll tak him to the linn} 

For that’s the penance be maun drie. 

To scuggt bus deadly sin.” ' ^ 

$ 126. Introduction to Canto Beeondcf Mar- 
mton. Walter Scott. 

Wkek, muaing on companions gone. 

We doubly ihel ounelves afoae,.. 

* Deng—dsAatad. 

t Sevgg—ahdter or expiate. <it • 
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ithinif, my friand, we yet may gain: 

P ia a pleasure in this pain: 

It soothes the love of lonely rest. 

Deep in each gentler heart impressed. 

’Tis silent amid worldly toils. 

And stifled soon by mental broils ; 

But, in a bosom thus prepared, 

Its still small voice is often heard. 

Whispering a mingled sentiment, 

^wiit resignation and content. 

Oft in my mind such thoughts awake, 

By lone St. Mary’s silent Uke:— 

Thou know’st it well nor fen, nor sedge, 
Pollute the pure lake’s crystal edge; 

. Abrupt and sheer, the mountains sink 
At once uponsthe level brink; 

And just a trace of silver sand 
Marks where the w\pter meets the land. 

Far in the mirror bright and blue, 

Each hill’s huge outline you may view; 
Shaggy with heath, but lonely bare. 

Nor tree, nor bush, nor brake is there. 

Save where, of land, yon slender line 
Bears thwart the lake the scatter’d pine. 

Yet even this nakedness has power. 

And aids the feeling of the hour: 

Nor thicket, dell, nor copse you spy, 

Where living thing conceal’d might lie; 

Nor point, retiring, hides a dell. 

Where swain, or woodman lone, might dwell; 
There’s nothing left to fancy’s guess. 

You see that all is loneliness ; 

And silence aids—though the steep hills 
Send to the lake a thousand rills} 

In summer tide, so soft they weep. 

The sound but lulls the ear asleep; 

Your horse’s hoof-tread sounds too rode, 

So stilly is the solitude. 

Nought living meets the eye or ear, 

But well I ween the dead are near; 

For though, in feudal strife, a foe 
Hath laid Our Lady’s chapel low. 

Yet still, beneath the hallowed soil. 

The peasant rests him from his toil. 

And,' dying, bids bis bones be laid 
Where erst his simple fathers prayed. 

, If age had tamed the passions’ strife, 
j^nd &te had cut my ties to lifr, 

Here, have I thought, ’twere sweet to dwell. 
And rear again the chaplain’s cell, 

Like thst same peaceful hermitage. 

Where Milton longed to spend his age. 
'Twere sweet to mark the setting day 
On Bourhope’s lonely top decay} • 

Andr as it ftiint<and feeble died. 

On the brood lake, and mountain's side, 

To say, ’^Thus pleasures fade away ; 

You A, tklents,‘beauty, thus decay. 

And leave us dark, forlorn, and grey}’’— 
'Then gaze on Dryhope’a min'd tower, 

And think on Yarrow’s faded flower: 

’ And, when that mqpntain-sound I henrd 
Which bids ns be for storm prepared^^ 

The distant rustling of his win^. 

As np his flarcc ^ tempest brings. 
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'Twere sweet, ere yet his terrors rave, 

To sit upon the wizard’s grave^ 

That wizard priest’s, whose bones are thrust 
From company of holy dust; 

On which no sun-beam ever shines— 

(So superstition’s creed divines;) 

Thence view the lake, with sullen roar. 

Heave her broad billows to the shore; 

And mark the wild swans mount the gale. 
Spread wide through mist their snowy sail. 

And ever stoop again, to lave 
Their bosoms on the surging wave: 

I'hen, when against the driving hail 
No longer might my plaid avail, 

Back to my lonely home retire. 

And light my lamp and trim my fire i 
There ponder o'er some mystic lay, 

I'iil the wild tale had all its sway. 

And, in the bittern’s distant shriek, 

I heard unearthly voices speak. 

And thought the wizard priest was come. 

To claim again his ancient home! 

And bads my busy fancy range, 

To frame him fitting shape and strange. 

Till from the^task my brow 1 cleared. 

And smiled to think that I had feared. 

• 

$ ISfi. Banquet at Holyrood Houee, when 
Jamea IV. qf BcoUa^ held hit court. 

Walter Scott. 

Through this mix’d crowd of glee and game. 
The king to greet lord Marmion came. 

While, reverent, all made room. 

An easy task it was, I trow. 

King James’s manly form to know, 

Although, his courtesy to show. 

He doffed, to Marmion beading low, 

His broidered cap and plume. 

For royal were his garb and mien ; 

His cloak, of crimson velvet piM, 

Trimmed with the fur of martin wild} 

His vest, of changeful satin sheen, 

The dazzled eye beguil’d; 

His gorgeous collar hung adown. 

Wrought with the badge of Scotland’s crown, 
The thistle brave, of old renown; 

His trusty blade, Toledo right. 

Descended from a baldric bright} 

White were his buskins, on the heel 
His spurs inlaid of gold and steel; 

His bonnet, all of crimson fair. 

Was buttoned with a ruby rare; 

And Marmion deemed he ne’er had seen 
A prince of such a noble mien. 

The monarch’s form was middle size j 
For feat of strength or exercise, 

Shaped in proportion fair; 

And h^l was his eagle eye. 

And auburn, of the darkest dye. 

His short curled board and h^. 

Light was his footstep in the dance, 

And firm his stirrup in the lists} 

And, oh! he .had that merry glance, 

’That seldom lady's heart resists. 
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Lightly fi«ni ftir td fur he flew, 

And loved to plead, lament, and sne ^ 

Suit lightly won, and ahort-lived pain' 

For monarcha seldom eigh in vain. 

I said he joyed in banquet-bower; 

But, mid his mirth, twas often strange. 
How suddenly his cheer would change, 
His look o’ereaat and lower, 

If, m a sudden turn, he felt 
The pressure of his iron belt, 

That bmnd his breast in penance pain, 

In memory of his fhtber slain. 

Even so ’twas strange how, evermore. 
Soon as the passing pang was o’er. 
Forward he rushed, with double glee. 
Into the stream of revelry; 

Thus, dim-seen object of affright 
Startles the courser in his flight. 

And half he halts, half springs aside; 

But feels the quickening spur applied, 
And, straining on the tighten’d rein. 
Scours doubly swift o’er hill and plain. 


For all, for heat, was laid aside, 

Her wimple, and her hood untM. 

And first she pitched her voice to sing. 

Then glanced her dark eye on the king. 

And then around the silent ring; 

And laughed, and blushed, and oft did say 
Her pretty oath, by yea and nay. 

She could not, would not, durst not ^ay: 

At length, upon the harp, with glee, 

MingM with arch simplieity, 

A soft, yet lively air she rung. 

While thus the wily lady sung:— 

Loekinvar.—Lady Htron't Song. 

O, young Lochinvar is come out' of the west. 
Through all the wide border his steed was the 
best; ^none, 

And save his good broad-sword he weapon had 
He rode all unarm’d, and he rode all alone. 

So faithful in love, and so dauntless in war. 
There never was knight like the young Loch¬ 
invar. 


O’er James’s heart, the courtiers say. 

Sir Hugh the Heron’s wife^held sway : 

To Scotland’s court she came. 

To be a hostage for tier lord. 

Who Cessford’s gallant heart had gored. 

And with the king to make accord, 

Had sent his lovely dame. 

Nor to that lady free alone 
Did the gay king allegiance own : 

For the ikir queen of France 
Sent him a turquois ring, and glove, 

And charged him as her knight and love. 

For her to break a lance; 

And strike three strokes with Scottish brand, 
And march three miles on Southron land. 

And bid the bannbrs of his band 
In English breeses dance. 

And thus, for France’s queen he drest 
His mianly limbs in mailed vest; 

And thus admitted English ikir 
His inmost counsels still to share; 

And thus, fiur both, he madly planned 
The rain el himself and land! 

And yet, the sooth to tell, ^ 

Nor England’s fair, nor Franee^a queen. 
Were worth one pearl-drop, Inight and sheen. 
From Margaret’s eyes that foil, [bower. 
His own queen Margaret, who, in Lithgow’s 
All lonely sat and wept the weary hour. 

The queen sits lone in Lithgow pile, 

And weeps the weary day. 

The war ^ibit her native soil. 

Her monarch’s risk in battle broil 
And in gay Holy-Rood, the while, ^ 

Dame Heron rises with a smile 
Upon the harp to play. 

Fair was her roubded arm, as o’er 
The strin|s her fingers flew; 

And as she tonehed ^ tuned them all. 

Ever her boioea'a ries and foU 
Was plainer given td view; 


He staid not for brake, and he stopped not for 
stone, [none; 

He swam the Eske river where ford there was 
But, ere he alighted at Netherby gate. 

The bride had consented, the gallant came late . 
For a laggard in love, and a dastard in war. 
Was to wed the fair Ellen of brave Lochinvar 

So boldly he entered the Netherby Hall, 
Among bride’s-men, and kinsmen, and bro¬ 
thers and all: [sword, 

Then spoke the bride’s father, his hand on his 
(For the poor craven bridegroom said never a 
word.) 

“ O come ye in peace here, or come ye in war, 
Or to dance at our bridal, young lord Lochin¬ 
var 7”— 

I long wooed your daughter, my suit you 
denied[tide— 
Love swells like the Solway, but ebbs like its 
And now am I come with this lost love of mine. 
To lead but one measure, drink one cup el 
wine. 

There are maidens in Scotland more lovely b; 

far, - [Lochinvar." 

That would gladly be bride to the young 

The bride kissed the goblet; the knight took 
it up. [the cup. 

He quaffed-off the wine, and he threw down 
She looked down to blu^, and she looked up 
to sigh. 

With a smile on her lips, and a tear in her eye. 
He took her soft hand, ere her mother could 
bar,— . [Lochinvar. 

" Now tread we a measure said young 

So stately his form, and so lovely her (kee. 
That never a hall such a galliard did grace; 
While her mother did fret, and her father did 
I fume; [and plume; 

I And the bridegroom stood danglia^hif bonnet 
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An&the bride-nikidena whiaper’d, ''Twerai 
\ better by far [Lochinvar.” 

To have matched our ikir couiin with young 

One touch to her hand, and one word in her 
ear, [chaiger stood near; 

When they reached the hall-door, and the 
So light to the croupe the fair lady he swung, 
So light to the saddle before her he sprung! 
'VSfae is won! we are gone, over bank, bush, 
and scaur, [young Lochinvar. 

They ’ll have fleet steeds that follow,” quoth 

There was mounting 'mong Gnemes of the 
. Netherby clan; [and they ran : 

„ ■ Forsters, Fenwicks, and Musgraves, they rode 
There was rdfcing, and chasing, on Cannobie 
L*ee, [see. 

But the lost bride yf Netherby ne'er did they 
So daring in love, and so dauntless in war, 

• Have ye e’er heard of gallant like young Loch¬ 
invar 1 

$ 127. Heath MamUon. Walter Scott. 
XXIII. 

Heivcs might they see the full array 
Of either host, for deadly fray; 

Their marshalled line stretch^ east and west. 
And fronted north and south, , 

And distant salutation post 
From the loud cannon mouth; 

Not in the close successive rattle, 

'That breathes the voice of modern battle. 

But slow and far between.— 

The hillock gained. Lord Marmion stud ; 

“ Here by this cross,” he gently said, 

” You well may view the scene. 

Here shnlt thou tarry, lovely Clare: 

O' think of Marmion in thy prayer 1 
Thou wilt not ?—well,—no less my care 
Shall, watchful, for thy weal prepare.— 

You, Blount, and Eustace, are her guard. 

With ten picked archers of my, train; 

With England if the day go hard. 

To Berwick speed amain.— 

But if we conquer, cruel maid ! 

My spoils ehali at your feet be laid, 

. When hero we meet again.’’— 

,He waited not ibr answer there; 

And would not mark the maid’a despair, 

Nor heed the discontented look 
From either squire; but spurred amain. 

And dashing through the battle plain. 

His way to Surrey took. • 

• • XXIV. 

” —The good Lord Marmion by my lifit! 

Welcome to danger’s hour !— 

Short greeting serves in time ofstiife 
Thus have I ranged my power: 

Myself will rule this central host, 

. Stout Stanley fronts their right. 

My sons commanif the vaward post, 
With'Brian Tunstall, stainless knight; 

Lord Dacre, with his horsemen light, 

Shall bc^ rearward the fight. 


ass 

And succor those that need it most. 

Now gallant Marmion, well I know, 

Would gladly to the vanguard go; 

Edmund, the admiral, Tunstall there. 

With thee their charge will blithely share; 
There fight thine own retainers too, 
Beneath De Burg, thy steward true.”— 

” Thanks, noble SurreyMarmion said. 
Nor further greeting there he paid; 

But, parting like a thunderbolt. 

First in the vanguard made a ^t, 

Where suel).a shout there rose 
Of " Marmion 1 Marmion !” that the cry 
Up Flodden mountain shrilling high. 

Startled the Scottish foes. 

XXV. 

Blount and Fits-Eustace rested still 
With Lady Clare upon the hill: 

On which (for far the day was spent) 

The western sunbeams now were bent. 

The cry they heird, its meaning knew. 

Could plain their distant comrades view: 
Sadly to Blount did Eustace say, 

" Unworthy officejiere to stay. 

No hope of gilded spurs to-day.— 

But, see! look op—on Flodden bent. 

The Scottish foe has fired his tent.” 

And sudden, as he spoke, 

From the sharp ridges of the hill. 

All downward to the banks of ’Till, 

Was wreath'd in sable smoke ; 

Volumed and vast, and rolling fiu. 

The cloud enveloped Scotland’s war. 

As down the hill they broke; 

Nor martial shout, nor minstrel tone, 
Announced their march; their tread alone. 
At times one warning trumpet blown. 

At times a stifled ^m. 

Told England, from his mountain throne 
King James did rushing come.— 

Scarce could they hear or see their foes. 

Until at weapon point they close.— 

! They close, in clouds of smoke and dust, 
With sword-sway, and with lance’s thrust; 

And such a yell was there, 

Of sudden and portentous birth, 

As if men fought upon the earth. 

And fiends in upper air. 

Long looked the anxious squires; their eye 
Could in the darkness nought descry. 

XXVI. 

At length the freshening western blast 
Aside the shroud of battle cast;' 

And, first, the ridge of mingled spears 
Above the brightening cloud appem ; 

And in the smoke the pennons flew, 

As inihe storm the white sea-mew. 

Then marked they dashing broad and &r, 
The broken billows of the war. 

And plumed crests of chieftains Imve, 
Floating like foam upon the wave; 

But nought distinct they see; 

Wide raged the battle on the plain ; 

Spears shook, and falcUoas fashed nnnln| 
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Fell England’! arrow*fligfat like nin; 

Creiti rose, and stooped, and rose ^pdn. 

Wild and disorderly. 

Amid the scene of tumult, high 
They saw Lord Marmioii’s falcon fly: 

And stainless TuiiBtaH's banner white, 

And Edmund Howard’s lion briglit. 

Still bear them bravely in the fight; 

Although against them come. 

Of galiftnt Gordons many a one. 

And many a stubborn Highlandman, 

And many a rugged border clan. 

With Huntl^ and with Horae. 

XXVII. 

Far on the left, unseen the while, 

Stanley broke Lennox and Argyle; 

Though there the western mountaineer 
Rush^ with bare bosom on the spear, 

And flung the feeble targe aside. 

And with both hands the broad-sword plied : 

’Twas vain.-But Fortune, on the right. 

With fickle smile, cheered Scotland i fight. 
Then fell that spotless banner white,— 

The Howa^’s lion fell; ^ 

Yet still Lord Mannion's falcon flew 
With wavering flight, while fiercer grew 
Around the battle yell. 

The Border slogan rent the sky : 

A Home! a Gordon ! was the cry! 

Loud were the clanging blows} 
Advanced,—forced back,—now low, now high, 
The pennon sunk and rose : 

As bends the bark’s mast in the gale. 

When rent are rigging, shrouds, and sail. 

It wavered mid the foes. 

No longer Blount the view could bear:— 

** By Heaven, and all its saints! 1 swear, 

I will not see it lost! 

FitX'Eustace, you with Lady Clare 
May bid your heads, and patter prayer,— 

1 gallop to the host.” 

And to the fray he rode amain. 

Followed by all the archer train. 

The fiery youth, with desperate charge. 

Made, for a space, an opening large,— 

The rescued banner rose,— ^ 

But darkly closed the war around. 

Like pine-tree, rooted from the ground. 

It sunk among the foes. 

Then Eustace mounted too; yet staid. 

As loath to leave the helpless maid. 

When, fast as shaft can fly, i 

Blood-shot his eyes, his nostrils spread, 

The loose rein dangling from his head. 
Housing and saddle bloody red, 

Lord Marmion’s steed rushed by } 

And Eustace maddening at the sight, 

A look and sign to Clara cast, 

To mark he would return in haste, 

Then plunged into the fight. 

XXIX. I 

Ask me not wlmt the maiden fhels. 

Left in that dieedfU hour alone; 


Perchance her reason stoops, or reels: ' 

Perchance a courage, not her own, 

Braces her mind to desperate tone. 

The scatter’d van of England wheels",— 

She only said, as loud in air 

The tumult roared, “ Is Wilton there ?” 

They fly, or, maddened by despair. 

Fight but to die .—“ Is Wilton there 7” 

With that straight up the hill there rode ^ 
Two horsemen drenched with gore. 

And in their arms, a helpless load, 

A wounded knight they bore. 

His hand still strained the broken brand; 

His arms were smeared with blood and sand. 
Dragged from among the horses’ feet. 

With dinted shield, and helmet beat. 

The falcon crest and plumage gone. 

Can that be haughty Mara ion!— 

Young Blount his armor did nnlace. 

And, gazing on his ghastly face. 

Said —" By Saint George, he's gone f 
That spear wound has our master sped! 

And see the deep cut on his head ! 

Good night to Marmion.” 

” Unnurtured Blount! thy brawling cease: 

He opes his eyes,” said Eustace; “ peace!’' 

XXX. 

When, dofied his casque, be felt free air, 
Around 'gan Marmion wildly stare : 

“ Where’s Harry Blount 7 Fitz-Eustace where7 
Linger ye here, ye hearts of hare ! 

Redeem my pennon,—charge again ! 

Cry —‘ Marmion to the rescue!’—vain! 

Last of my race on battle-plain 

That shout shall ne'er be heard again!— 

Yet my last thought is England's;—fly, 

I'o Dacre bear my signet-ring; 

Tell him his squadrons up to bring.— 
Fitz-Eustace to Lord Surrey hie: 

I'unBtall lies dead upon the field ; 

His life-blood stains the spotless shield: 
Edmund is down;—my life is reft;— 

The Admiral alone is left. 

Let Stanley charge with spur of fire,— 
With Chester charge, and Lancashire, 

Full upon Scotland's central host. 

Or victory and England's lost.— 

Must 1 bid twice 7—hence, varlets! fly! 
Leave Marmion here alone—^to die.”— 

They parted, and alone be lay j 
Clare drew her from the sight away, 

Till pain wrung forth a lowly moan. 

And halS he murmured,—” la there nonet 
Of all my balls have nurst, 

Page, squire, or groom, one cup to bring 
Of bleasWl water, from the spring. 

To slake my dying thirst!”— ^ t, 

XXXI. 

O, woman ! in onr hours of ease. 

Uncertain, coy, and hard to please, 

And variaUe as the shade e 
By the light quivering aspen made j 
When pain and anguish wring the braw^ 

A ministering angel thon!— ^ ^ 
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Scarce were the piteona aecenta said, 

Whiq with the Baron's casque, the maid 
To the nigh streimlet ran : 

Forgot were hatred, wrongs, and fears; 

The plaintive voice alone she hears, 

Sees but the dving man. 

She stooped her by the runnel's side. 

But in abhorrence backward drew, 

For, oofing from the mountain's side. 
Where raged the war, a dark red tide 
Was curdling in the streamlet blue. 
Where shall she turn!—behold her mark 
A little fountain-cell. 

Where water clear, as diamond-spark 
. In a stone basin fell. 

Above, some half-worn letters say, 

Drinki weary, pilgrim, drink, and. pray. 
For. the. kind, eoul., tff. Sybil. Qrey. 

Who. built, this, tross. and. weU.” 

, She filled the helm, and back she hied. 

And with Surprise and joy espied 
A monk supporting Mormion’s head; 

A pious man, whom duty brought 
To dubious verge of battle fought. 

To shrieve the dying, bless the dead. 
XXXII. 

Deep drank Lord Marmion of the wave, 
And as she stooped his brow to lave— 

‘ Is it the hand of Clare,” he said, 

“ Or injured Constance, bathes my head V' 
Then, as remembrance rose,— 

Speak not to me of shrift or prayer! 

I must redress her woes. 

Short space, few words, are mine to spare j 
Forgive and listen, gentle Clare!” 

Alas!” she said, the while,— 

O think of your immortal weal! 

In vun for Constance is your zeal 3 
She died at Holy Isle." 

Lord Marmion started from the ground. 

As light as if he felt no wound; 

Though in the action burst the tide. 

In torrents, from his wounded side. 

“ Then it was truthhe said—" I knew 
That the dark pressage must be true.— 

I would the Fiend, to whom belongs 
• The vengeance due to all her wrongs, 

* Would spare me but a day! 

7 For wasting fire, and dying groan. 

And priests slain on the altar stone, 
Might bribe him for delay. 

It may not be!—this dizzy trance — 

Curse on yon base marauder's lanc^ 

And doubly euraed my failing brana! 

A Binfiil heart makes feeble hand.”— 
Thea, fainting, down on earth he sunk, 
Supih*'^ trembling Monk. 

XXXIII. 

' With fruitless labor, Clara bound. 

And strove to staunch the gushing wound: 
The Monk, with ugavailing cares. 
Exhausted all the Church's prayers 3 
Ever, he said, that, cloaa and near, 

A lady’s voice was in bia ear. 


And that the priest he could not hear, 

For that she ever sung, 

“ In the lost battle, borne down by the flyitigr 
Where mingUe war’e rattle with groane cf the 
dying /" 

So the notes rung. 

Avoid thee, Fiend '—with cruel hand. 

Shake not the dying sinner's sand! 

O look, my son, upon yon sign 
Of the Redeemer's grace divine 3 
O think on faith and bliss!- 
By many a death-bed I have been, 

And many a sinner’s parting seen. 

But never aught like this.”— 

The war, that for a space did fail. 

Now trebly thundering swelled the gale, 

And—Stanley I was the cry 
A light on Marmion's visage spread, 

And fired his glazing eye: 

With dying hand, above his head 
He shook the fragment of his blade, 

And shouted “ Victory !— 

Charge, Phester, charge! On, Stanley, on !”— 
Were the last words of Marmion. 

$ 128 . Harp^thb North. Wsltxk Scott. 

Harf of the North! that mouldering long bast 
hung ^ [spring. 

On the witch-elm that shades St. Fillan’s 
And down the fitful breeze thy numbers flung. 
Till envious ivy did around thee cling. 
Muffling with ve^ant ringlet every string,— 

O minstrel Harp, still must thine accents 
sleep ? 

'Mid rustling leaves and fountains murmuring, 
Still must thy sweeter sounds their silence 
keep, [weep 1 

Nor bid a warrior smile, nor teach a maid to 

Not thus, in ancient days of Caledon, 

Was thy voice mute amid the festal crowd, 
When lay of hopeless love, or glory won, 
Arous^ the fearful, or subdued the proud. 
At each according pause, was heard aloud 
Thine ardent symphony sublime and high ! 
Fair dames and crested chiefs attention bow’d 3 
For still the burthen of thy minstrelsy 
Was knighthood's dauntless deed, and brauty’s 
matchless eye. 

O w'ake once more ! how rude soe’er the hand 
That ventures o'er thy magic maze to stray 3 
O wake once more 1 though scarce my skill 
command 

.Some feeble echoing of thine earlier lay: 
Though harsh and faint, and soon to die away, 
And all unworthy of thy nobler strain. 

Yet if one heart throb higher at its sway, 

The wizard note has not been touched in 
vain. [again! 

Then dllent be no more! Enchantress, wake 

$129. Portrait of EUm. Walter Scott. 

The boat had touch’d this silver strand. 

Just as the hunter left lus stand. 

And stood conceal'd amid the brake, 

To view this Lady of the Lake. 
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The nuden peued, u if egain , 

She thought to catch the diitant strain. 
With head up-mia’d, and look intent, 

And eye and ear attentive bent, 

And locks flung back, and lips ^lart. 

Like monument of Grecian art. 

In listening mood, she seem'd to stand 
The guardian Naiad of the strand. 

And be'er did Grecian chisel trace 
A Nymph, a Naiad, or a Grace, 
or finer form, or lovelier face 1 
What though the sun, with ardent frown, 
H-id slightly ting’d her cheek with brown,— 
The sportive toil, which, short and light. 
Had dyed her glowing hue so bright. 

Served too in hastier swell to show 
Short glimpses of a breast of snow: 

What though no rule of courtly grace 
To measur’d mood had train’d her pace,— 

A font more light, a step more true, 

' Ne’er from the heath-flower dish’d the dew; 
E eii the slight hare-bell rais’d its head. 
Elastic from her airy tread: > 

What though upon her speech there hung 
The accents of the mountain tongue,— 
Those silver sounds, no soft, so dear. 

The list’ner held his breath to hear. 

A chieftain’s daughter seemed the maid; 

Her satin snood, her silken plaid. 

Her golden brooch such birth betray’d. 

And seldom was a snood amid 
Such wild luxuriant ringlets hid. 

Whose glossy black to shame might bring 
The plumage of the raven’s wing; 

And seldom o’er ^breast so fair. 

Mantled a plaid with modest care. 

And never brooch the folds comlnn’d 
Above a heart more good and kind. 

Her kindness and her worth to spy. 

You need but gaie on Ellen’s eye; 

Not Katrine, in her mirror blue. 

Gives back the shaggy banks more true. 

Than every free-born glance confess’d 
The guileless movements of her breast 3 
Whether joy danc’d in her dark eye. 

Or woe or ]Mty claim’d a sigh, ^ 

Or filial love was glowing there. 

Or meek devotion pour’d a prayer. 

Or tale of injury call'd forth 
The indignant spirit of the north. 

One only passion, unreveoled, 

With maiden pride the maid concealed, 

Yet not lest purely felt, the flame 3 — 

Oh need 1 teU that passion’s name! 

f 190. 7%s Hatftr. Walter Scott. 

Aa died the sounds upon the tide, 

9|te sballi^ reached the main-la:^ si^. 

And ere his onward way he took, 

The Strang cast a lin^ring look, 

Where easily his ^e mwht reach 
The harper on the idet beach, 

Beeliaed against a Uighted tree. 

As wasted, gtpy, and wwn as he. 


To minstrel meditation given 
His reverend brow was raised to heavei^/ 
As from the rising sun to claim 
A sparkle of inspiring flame. 

His hand, reclined upon the wire. 

Seemed watching the awakening fire 3 
So still he sate, as those who wait 
Till judgment speak the doom of fate*, 

So still, as if no breeze might dare 
To lift one lock of hoaiy hair; 

So still, as life itself were fled. 

In the last sound his harp had aped. 

$ 131. The Saerifiee. Waltzr Scott. 
’Twas all prepared 3—and from the rock, 

A goat, the patriarch of the flodk, 
llefore the kindling pile was laid, 

And pierced by R^erickM ready blad|^ 
Patient the sickening victim eyed 
The life-blood ebb in crimson tide, 

Down his clogged board and ahaggy 'imb. 
Till darkness glazed hia eye-balla dim. 

The grisly priest, with murmuring prayer, 

A Blender croaalet framed with care, 

A cubit’s length in measure due. 

The shaft and limbs were rods of yew. 
Whose parents in Inch-Cailliach wave 
Their shadows o’er Clan-Alpine’s grave. 
And answering Lomond’s breezes deep, 
Soothe many a chieftain’s endless sleep. 

The cross, thus formed, he held on high. 
With wasted hand and hazard eye. 

And strange and mingled feelings woke. 
While his anathema he spoke. 

" Woe to the elans-man, who shall view 
This symbol of sepulchral yew. 

Forgetful that its branches grew 
Where weep the heavens timir holiest dew 
On Alpine’s dwelling low! 

Deserter of his Chieftain’s trust. 

He ne’er shall mingle with their dust. 

But, from his airea and kindred thruat. 

Each clana-man’s execration just 
Shall doom him wrath and woe." 

He paused 3 —the word the vassals took. 
With forward step, and fiery look. 

On high their naked brands they shook. 
Their clattering targets wildly strocA 3 
And first, in murmur low. 

Then, like the billow in hie course. 

That far to seaward finds his source. 

And flings to shore his mustered force, 

Burst, wi^ loud roar, their answer faoene, 

" Woe to the traitor, woe 
Ben-an’s grey scalp the accents luiew, 

The joyous wolf fiwm covert drew, 

The exulting eagle screamed a&ry— 

They knew the voice of Alpine’s war. 

The shout was hush’d m lake and fidl. 

The Monk lesamed bis muttered speU. 
Dismal and low its accents came, 

The while he scathed the Grasa with flame. 
And the few words that leaehed dm air, 
Although the holiest name wai them, 
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Had more of blandiemy than prayer. 

Riii when he shook above the crowd 
Its Mndled points, he spoke aloud:— 

“ Woe to the wretch, who fails to rear 
At this dread sign the ready spear! 
li'or, as the dames this symbol sear. 

His home the refuge of his fear, 

A kindred fate shall know; 

Far o'er its roof the volumed flame 
Glan-AIpine's vengeance shall proclaim. 
While maids and matrons on his name 
Shall call down wretchedness and shame, 
And infamy and woe.”— 

Then rose the cry of females, shrill 
AS goBs-hawk’s whistle on the hill, 

* Denouncing jpisery and ill. 

Mingled, with childhood’s tobbling trill 
Of curses stammered slow; 

Answering, with imprecation dread, 

“ Sunk be his home in embers red! 

* And cursed be the meanest shed 

That e’er shall hide the houseless head. 

We doom to want and woe 1” 

A sharp and shrieking echo gave, 
Coir-Uaiskin, thy goblin cave ! 

And the grey pass where birches wave, 

On Beala*uam-bo. 

Then deeper paused the priest anew. 

And hard his laboring breath he drew. 
While, with set teeth and clenched hand 
And eyes that glowed like fiery brand, 
die meditated curse more dread. 

And deadlier, on the clansman’s head. 

Who, summoned to his Chieftun’s aid, 

The signal saw and disobeyed. 

The crosslet's points of sparkling wood. 

He quenched among the bubbling blood, 

\iid, as again the sign he reared, 
i follow and hoarse his voice was heard: 

" When flits this cross from man to man, 
Vich'Alpine’s summons to his clan. 

Durst be the ear that fails to heed^! 

Palsied the foot that shuns to speed! 

May ravens tear the careless eyes, 

Wolvea make the coward heart their prize! 
As sinks that blood-stream in the earth, 

*So may his heart’s blood drench this hearth! 
^ ^s dies in hissing gore the spark, 

uuench thou his light. Destruction dark! 
And be the grace to him denied. 

Bought by this sign to all beside !”— 

He ceased: no echo gave again 
The murmur of the deep Amen. , 

• • 

^ 132. T&e tVedding. Walter Scott. 

A Bi^TriloHx rout, that morning tide, 

Had sought the chapel of Saint &ide. 

.Her troth Tombea’s Maiy gave 
To Norman, heir of Annandave, 

And, issuing from the Gothic arch, 

The bridal now reshm’d their march. 

In rude, but glad procession, came 
^ Bonnetted site and eoif-clad dame j 
. VoL. T. ^pa. 81 6b 8S. 


And plaided youth, yHth j«rt and jeer, 

Which snooded nuiden would not hear; 

And children, that, unwHtitig why, 

Lent the gay shout their shriBy eiy ; 

And minstrels, that in measure vM 
Before the young and bonny bride. 

Whose downcast eye and cheek ^sclow 
The tear and blush of morning nwe. 

With virgin step, and bashful hand, 

She held the kerchiePs snowy band; 

The gallant bridegroom, by her side, 

Beheld his prize with victor's pride, 

And the gl^ mother in her ear 
Was closely whispering word of chem. 

Who meets them at the church-yard gate 1 — 
The messenger of fear and fate! 

Haste in his hurried accent lies. 

And grief is swimming in his eyes. 

All dripping from the recent flood, 

Panting and travel-soiled he stood. 

The fatal sign of fire and sword 

Held forth, and spoke the appointed word j 

“ The ngister-place is Lanrick mead. 

Speed forth the signal 1 Norman, spe^ 

And must he change so soon the hand, 

Just linked tifhis by holy band. 

For the fell cross of blo^and brand 7 
And must the day, so blithe that rose. 

And promised rapture in the close, 

Before its setting hour, divide 
The bridegroom from the plighted bride 7 
O fatal doom!—it must ! it must! 
Clan-Alpine’s cause, her Chieftain’s trust. 

Her summons dread, brooks no delay; 

Stretch to the race—away! away ! 

Yet slow be laid his plaid aside, 

And, lingering, eyed his lovely bride. 

Until he saw the starting tear 
Speak woe he might not stop to cheer; 

Then trusting not a second look, 

In haste he s]^ him up the brook, 

Nor backward glanced till on the heath 
Where Lubnaig’s lake supplies the Teith. 

—What in the racer’s bomm stirred 7 
The sickening pang of hope deferred, 

And memory, with a torturing train 
Of all his morning visions vain. 

Mingled with love’s impatience, came 
The manly thirst of martial fane; 

The stormy joy of mountaineers, 

Ere yet they rush upon the spears; 

And zeal for clan and chieftain burning, 

And hope, from well-fought field returning. 
With war’s red honors on his crest. 

To clasp his Mary to his breast. 

Stung by such thoughts, o’er bank and brae, 
Like fire from flint be glanc’d away, 

While high resolve, and feeling strong, 

Burst idto voluntary song. 

Song. 

The heath this night must be my bed, 

The bracken curtain for my he^. 

My luUal^ the warder’s trw. 

Far, far, firom love sad thee, Biuy; 

z 
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To-morrow eve, more stilly laid, 

My couch may be my bloody plaid, 

My Tesperf>ng, thy wail, young maid! 

It will not waken me, Mary ! 

I may not, dare not, fancy now 
The grief that clou^ thy lovely brow, 

I dare not think upon .thy vow, 

And all it promised me, Mary. 

No fond regret must Norman know j 
When bursts Clan-Alpine on the foe. 

His heart must be like bended bow, 

His foot like arrow fVee, Mary 

A time will come with feeling fraught! 

For, if I fall in battle fought. 

Thy hapless lover’s dying thought 
Shall be a thought on thee, Mary. 

And if returned from conquered foes. 

How blithely will the evening close. 

How sweet the linnet sing repose. 

To my young bride and me, Mary ! 

$ 133. FareweU Address to the Harp qf the 
North. Walter Scott. 

Harp of the North, farewell! The hills grow 
dark, ‘ ^ 

On purple peaks a deeper shade descending; 
In twilight copse the glow-worm lights her 
spark. 

The deer, half-seen, are to the covert wend¬ 
ing. [ing. 

Resume thy wizard elm! the fountain lend- 
And the wild breeze, thy wilder minstrelsy; 
Thy numbers sweet with Nature's vespers 
blending. 

With distant echo from the fold and lea, 
And herd-boy’s evening pipe, and hum of 
housing bee. 

Yet once again, farewell, thou minstrel Harp! 

Yet once again, forgive my feeble sway. 
And little reck I of the censure sharp 

May idly cavil at an idle lay. [way, 

Much have I owed thy strains on life’s long 
Through secret woes the world has never 
known. 

When on the weary night dawned wearier day. 
And bitterer was the grief devoUKd alone. 
That I o’erlive such- woes. Enchantress! is 
thin^ own. 

Hark'. os my lingering footsteps slow retire. 
Some Spirit of the Air has wak’d thy 
string 1 

'Tis now a Seraph bold, with touch of fire, 
'Tie now the brush of Fairy’s frolic wing. 
Receding now, the dying numbers ring 
Fainter and fainter down the rugged dell, 
And now the mountain breezes scarcely bring 
A wandering witch-note of the distant 
spell— iSfaee well! 

And now, ’tis silence all!—Enchantress, fare 

6 134. Heath qf Bertram, Walter Scott. 
XXXII. 

The outmost crowd have heard a sound. 

Like horse’s hoof on hardened ground; 


[book I]L 

Nearer it came, and yet more near,— 

The very death’s-men paused to hear. . 

’Tis in the churchyard now—^the tread 
Hath waked the dwelling of the dead ! 

Fresh sod, and old sepulchral stone, 

Return the tramp in varied tone. 

All eyes upon the gate-way hung. 

When through the Gpthic arch there sprung 
A horseman armed, at headlong speed— 

Sable his cloak, his plume, his steed. 

Fire from the flinty floor was spurned. 

The vaults unwonted clang returned! 

One instant’s glance around he threw. 

From saddle-bow his pistol drew. 

Grimly determined was his look! 

Ills charger with the spurs he ^rook— 

All scattered backward as he came. 

For alt knew Bertram Risingham! ^ 

Three bounds that noble'.courser gave ; 

The first lias reached the central nave. 

The second cleared the chancel wide. 

The third,—^he was at Wyclifie’s side. 

Full levelled at the baron’s head. 

Rung the report—^the bullet sped— 

And to his long account, and last. 

Without a groan, dark Oswald past! 

All was so quick, that it might seem 
A flash of lightning, or a dream. 

XXXIII. 

While yet the smoke the deed conceals, 
Bertram his ready charger wheels; 

But floundered on the pavement floor 
The steed, and down the rider bore. 

And, bursting in the headlong sway. 

The faithless saddle-girths gave way. 

’Twas while he toil^ him to be freed. 

And with the rein to raise the steed. 

That from amazement's iron trance 
All Wyclifie’a soldiers waked at once. 

Sword, halbert, musquet-butt, their blows 
Hailed upon Bertram as he rose: 

A score of pikes, with each a wound. 

Bore dowmand pinned him to the ground. 

But still his struggling force he rears. 

Gainst hacking brands and stabbing spears ; 
Thrice from assailants shook him free, 

Once gained his feet, and twice his knee. 

By tenfold odds oppressed at length. 

Despite his struggles and his strength. 

He took an hundred mortal wounds. 

As mute as fox ’mongst mangling hounds; 
And when he died, his parting groan 
Had more of laughter than of moan I 
—Theyigazed, as when a lion dies. 

And hunters scarcely trust their eyes, 

But bend their weapons on the slam. 

Lest the grim king should rouse ag^n! 

Then blow and insult some renewed, ' 

And from the trunk the head had hewed, 

But Basil's voice the deed forbade; 

A mantle o’er the corse he laid — 

“ Fell as he was in act and mind. 

He left no bolder heart l^ind : 

Then gave him, for a soldier meet, 

A soldier’s cloak for winding sheet.”— 
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No n^oie of death and dying pang. 

No more of trump and bugle clang, [come 
Though through the sounding woods there 
Banner and bugle, trump and drum. 

Armed with such powers as well had freed 
Young Redmond ht his utmost need, • 

And backed with such a band of horse 
As pight less ample powers enforce; 
Possessed of every proof and sign 
That gave an heir to Mortham’s line, 

And yielded to a father's arms 
An image of his Edith's charms,— 

Mortham is come, to hear and see 
Of this strange morn the history. 

What saw he<—^not the church’s floor. 
Cumbered with dead and stained with gore; 
What heard he ?—not the clamorous crowd, 
That shout their grnulations loud; 

• Redmond he saw, and heard alone, 

Clasped him, and sobbed, “ My son, my son 


While gasp by gasp he fidters forth his soul, 
Oun with one pang—one bound—escapes 
control. 

His corse may boast its um and narrow cave. 
And they who loath’d his life may gild his 
grave: 

Ours are the tears though few, sincerely shed. 
When Ocean shrouds and sepulchres our 
dead. 

For us, even banquets fond regret supply 
In the red cup that crowns our memory j 
And the brief epitaph in danger’s day. 

When those who win at length divide the prey. 
And cry. Remembrance saddening o’er each 
brow. 

How had the brave who fell exulted now I” 

f 136. Death qf Medma. Lord Btron. 
NThe 


$ 135. The Corsair. Lord Btron. 

7Ae Piratesf Song. 

“ O’er the glad waters of the dark blue sea, 
Our thoughts as boundless, and our souls as 
free. 

Far as the breeze can bear, the billows foam. 
Survey our empire and behold our home! 
These are our realms, no limits to their 
away— 

Oar flog the sceptre all who meet obey. 

Ours the wild life in tumult still to range 
From toil to rest, and joy in every change. 

Oh, who can tell 1 not thou, luxurious slave ! 
Whose soul would sicken o’er the heaving 
wave; 

Not thou, vain lord of wantonness and ease! 
Whom slumber soothes not—^pleasure cannot 
please— 

Oh, who can tell, save he whose heart hath 
tried, • 

And danc'd in triumph o’er the waters wide. 
The exulting sense—^the pulse’s maddening 
play, [way 1 

That thrills the wanderer of that trackless 
{4!^ for itself can woo the approaching fight. 
And turn what some deem danger to delight; 
lliat seeks what cravens shun with more than 
zeal. 

And where the feebler faint—can only feel— 
Feel—^to the rising bosom’s inmost core. 

Its hope awaken and its spbit soar T • 

No dread of deathr—if with us die our foes— 
Save that it seems even duller than repose: 
Gome when it will—^we snatch the life of 
Ife^ 

When lost—^what recks it—by disease or strife? 
Let him who crawls enamoured of decay, 
Cling to his couch, and sicken years away: 
•Heave his thick brqath} and shake his pal* 
sied head; 

Ooza—the fresh turf, and not the feverish 
bed. 


sun hath sunk—and darker than the 
night. 

Sinks with its beam upon the beacon height— 
Medora’s* heart—the third day's come and 
gone— [one! 

With it he comesenot—s ends not —^ftdthless 
The wind wa/fair though* light; and storms 
were none. • 

Last eve Anselmo’s bark return’d, and yet 
His only tidings that they had not met! 
Though wild, as now, far difierent were the 
tale 

Had Conrad waited for that single sail. 

The night-breeze freshens—she that day had 
past 

In watching all that Hope proclaim’d a mast} 
Sadly she sate—on high—Impatience boro 
At last her footsteps to the midnight shore. 
And there she wander’d heedless of the spray 
That dash’d her garments oft, and warn’d 
away: 

She saw not—felt not this—nor dared depart. 
Nor deem’d it cold—^her chill was at her heart; 
Till grow such certainty &om that suspense— 
His very Sight had shock’d from life or sense! 
It came at last—a sad and shatter’d boat. 
Whose inmates first beheld whom first they 
sought; [few— 

Some bleeding—all most wretcl||H|-these the 
Scarce knew they how escapedSnts all they 
knew. 

In silence, darkling, each appear’d to wait 
His fellow’s mournful guess at Conrad’s fate i 
Something they would have said j but seem’d 
to fear 

To trust their accents to Modora’s ear. 

She saw at once, yet sunk not—^trembled 
not— 

Beneath ftiat grief, that loneliness of lot. 
Within that meek fair form, were feelings 
high. 

That deem’d not till they found their energy. 
While yet was Hope—they soften’d—flut 
ter’d—wept— 

All lost—^that softness died not—^but it dept 
z2 
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And o’er its slamber rose that Strength whicli 
said, [dread.” 

** With nothing left to love—there ’a nought to 
*Tis more thu nature’s; like the burning 
might 

Delirium gathers from the fever’s height. 

" Silent you stand—^nor would I hear you tell 
What-*-Bpeak not—breathe not—^forl know 
it well— 

Yet would I ask—almost my lip denies 
The—quick your answer—tell me where he 
lies ?” 

" Lady! we know not—scarce with life we 
fled ; 

But here is one denies that he is dead: 

He saw him bound; and bleeding—but alive.” 

She heard no further—’twas in vain to strive— 
So throbb’d each vein—each thought—till 
then withstood; 

Her own dark soul—these words at once sub¬ 
dued : ^ 

She totters—^falls—and senseless had the wave 
Perchance but snatch’d her from another 
grave; • 

But that with han^s though rude, yet weeping 
eyes, 

They yield such aid as Pity’s harte supplies; , 
Dash o’er her deathlike check the ocean dew, 
Raise—^fan—sustain—^till life returns anew ; 
Awake her handmaids, with the matrons leave 
That fainting form o’er which they gaze and 
grieve; 

Then seek Anselmo’s cavern, to report 
The tale too tedious—when the triumph short. 


The lights are high on beacon and from bower. 
And midst them Conrad seeks Medora’s tower; 
He looks in vain—’tis strange—and all re¬ 
mark. 

Amid so many, hers alone is dark. [fail'd, 
Tis strange—of yore its welcome never 
Nor now, perchance, extinguish’d, only veil'd. 
With the first boat descends he fordb^ shore, 
And looks impatient on the lingering oar. 

Oh! for aJilig beyond the falcon’s flight. 

To bear ln|||^e an arrow to that height! 
With the first pause the resting rowers gave, 
He waits not—^looks not—^leaps into the wave. 
Strives through the surge, bestrides the beach, 
and high 

Ascends the path familiar to his eye. [sound 
He reach’d his turret door—^he paused—no 
Broke ftom within; and all was night around. 
He knock'd, and loudly—footstep nor reply 
Announc'd that any heard or deem’d^im nigh; 
He knock'd—but fkintly—for his trembUng 
band 

Refus'd to aid his heavy heart’s demand. 

The portal omns—^’tis a well known face— 
But not the form be panted to embrace. 

Its Ups are silent—twice his own essay’d, < 
And fail'd to frame the question they delay’d ;| 


He snatch’d the lamp—its light will answer 
It quits his grasp, expiring in the fall; J^all— 
He would not w,ail for that reviving ray— 

As soon could he have linger'd there for day ; 
But, glimmering through the dusky corridore. 
Another chequers o’er the shadow'd floor; 

His steps the chamber gain—his eyes behold 
All that his heart believed not—yet foretold! 

He turn’d not—spoke not—sunk not—^flx’d 
his look. 

And set the anxious frame that lately shook: 
He gazed—how long we gaze despite of pain. 
And know, but dare not own, we gaze in vain ' 
In life itself she was so still and fair. 

The death with gentler aspect ^wither’d there; 
And the cold flowers her colder hand con¬ 
tain’d, ^ 

In that last grasp as tendbrly were strain’d 
As if she scarcely felt, but feign'd a sleep. 

And made it almost mockery yet to weep: 

I'he long dark lashes fringed her lids of sno^^, 
And veil’d—thought shrinks from all that 
lurk’d below— 

Oh ! o’er the eye death most exerts his might. 
And hurls the spirit from her throne of light I 
Sinks those blue orbs in that long last eclipse. 
But spares, as yet, the charm around her 
lips— 

Yet, yet they seem as they forebore to smile. 
And wish’d repose—But only for a while, 

But the white shroud, and each extended tress. 
Long—fair—but spread in utter lifelessness^ 
Which, late the sport of every summer wind. 
Escaped the baffled wreath that strove to bind ; 
These—and the pale pure cheek, became the 
bier— 

But she is nothing—wherefore is he here ? 

$ 137. Athenian Proapeet. Lokd Btron. 

Slow sinks, more lovely ere his race be run. 
Along Morea’s hills the setting sun; 

Not as in Northern climes obscurely bright. 

But one unclouded blaze of living light! 

O’er the hush’d deep the yellow beam he 
throws. 

Gilds the green wave, that trembles as it glowo. 
On old .£gina’s rock, and Idra’s isle, • 

The god of gladness sheds his parting smile; 
O’er his own regions lingering loves to shine. 
Though there his altars are no more divine. 
Descending fast the mountain shadows kiss 
Thy glqrious gulph, unconquer'd Salamis ! 
Their azure arches through^he long expanse 
More deeply purpled me« his mellowing 
glance, 

And tenderest tints, along their aumtnits driven, 
Mark his gay course and own the cues of , 
heaven; 

Till, darkly al^ed from the land and deep,, 
Behind his Delphian cliff he sinl^ to sleep. 

I 

On such an eve, his palest beam he cast, 
When—Athens! here thy wisest look’d hiju- 
last. 
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' How watch'd thy»betteT aona hia farewell ray. 
That closed their murder'd sage’s latest day ! 
Not yfet—not yet—Sol pauses on the hill— 
The precious hour of parting lingers still; 

But sad his light to agonizing eyes. 

And dark the mountain's once delightful dyes: 
doom o'er the lovely land he seem’d to pour, 
The land, where Phcebus never frown’d be¬ 
fore; 

Rut' ere be sunk below Cithoeron’s head, 

The cup of woe was quaff’d—the spirit fled; 
The soul of him who scorn’d to fear or fly— 
Who lived and died, as none can live or die! 

But lo! from high Hymcttus to the plain, 

‘The queen of^night asserts her silent reign. 
No murky vapor, herald of the storm. 

Hides her fair face, nor girds her glowingform; 
With cornice glimtr|pring as the moon-beams 
play, 

• There the white column greets her grateful ray. 
And bright around with quivering beams beset 
Her emblem sparkles o’er the minaret. 

The groves of olive scatter’d dark and wide 
Where meek Cephisus pours his scanty tide. 
The cypress saddening by the sacred mosque. 
The gleaming turret of the gay Kiosk, 

And, dun and sombre 'mid the holy calm. 

Near Theseus’ fane yon solitary palm. 

All tinged with varied hues arrest the eye— ' 
And dull were his that pass’d them heedless 
by. 

Again the iSgean, heard no more afai. 

Lulls his chaTd breast from elemental war; 
Again his waves in milder tints unfold 
Their long array of sapphire and of gold, 

Mixt with the shades of many a distant isle. 
That frown—where gentler ocean seems to 
smile. 

^ 138. Addrew on the Opening qf Drury-Lone 
Theatre. Lord Bitron. 

In one dread night our city saw, and sighed, 
Bowed to the dust, the Drama’s tower of 
pride; 

jin one short hour beheld the blazing fane, 
^'’t^ipollo sink, and Shakespeare cease to reign. 
'X, 

Ye who beheld, O sight, admired and mourn’d. 
Whose radiance mock’d the ruin it adorn’d ! 
Through clouds of fire the massy fragments 
riven, [heav'n. 

Like Israel’s pillar, chase the night from 
Saw ^e long column of revolving flames 
Shake its ted shadow o’er the startled Thames; 
While thousands throng’d around the burning 
floAe, [home; 

Shrunk back appalled, and trembled for their 
-As glared the volumed blaze, and ghastly shone 
7he skies, with lightnings awful as their 
. own; 

Till blackening ash« and the lonely wall 
tTsnrped the Muse’s realm, and marked her 
&U; 


Say—shall this new nor less aspiring pile^ 
Reared, where once rose the mightiest in our 
isle, 

Know the same fkvor which the former knew, 
A shrine for Shakespeare—^worthy him and 
you? 

Yes, it shall be—the magic of that name 
Defies the sithe of time, the torch of flame. 
On the same spot still consecrates the scene. 
And bids the Drama be where she hath 
been ;— 

This fabric’s birth attests the potent spell; 
Indulge our honest pride, and say. How well! 
As soars this fane to emulate the last. 

Oh ! might we draw our omens from the past. 
Some hour propitious to our prayers, may 
boast 

Names such as hallow still the dome we lost. 
On Drury first your Siddons’ thrilling art 
O’erwhelm’d the gentlest, stormed the stern¬ 
est heart; 

On Drury, Garrick’s latest laurels grew : 

Here yoiA last tears retiring Roscius drew. 
Sigh’d his lant thanks, and wept his last adieu. 
But still for liging ^it the wreaths may bloom 
That only waste their odors o’er the tomb. 
Such Drury claimed, and dIaims,—nor you re¬ 
fuse 

One tribute to revive his slumbering muse; 
With garlands deck your own Menander's 
head; 

Nor hoard your honors idly for the dead! 

Dear are the days which made our annals 
bright. 

Ere Garrick fled, or Brinsley ceased to write. 
Heirs to their labors, like all high-born heirs, 
Vain of our ancestry as they of theirs; 

While thus remembrance borrows Banquo’s 
glass. 

To claim the sceptred shadows as they pass. 
And we the mirror hold, where imaged shine 
Immortal names emblazoned on our line; 
Pause—ere their feebler ofi'spring you con¬ 
demn. 

Reflect how hard t^ task to rival them. 

Friends of the Stage—to whom both Players 
and Plays 4, 

Must sue alike for pardon, or for praise. 
Whose judging voice and eye alone direct 
The boundless power to cherish or reject. 

If e’er frivolity has led to fame, 

And make us blush that you forbore to blame 
If e’er the sinking stage could condescend 
To soothe the sickly taste it dare not mend. 
All past reproach may present scenes refute. 
And censure, wisely loud, be justly mute! 

Oh! sin* your fiat stamps the Drama’s laws. 
Forbear to mock us with misplac’d aj^lause: 
So pride shall doubly nerve the actor’s pow¬ 
ers, 

And reason’s voice be echo’d back by ours! 
This greeting o'er,—the ancient role obey’d. 
The Drama’s homage by her herald psid, 
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Receive our welcome too—whose every tone 
Springs from our hearts, and fain would win 
your own. 

The curtain rises—may our stage unfold 
Scenes not unworthy Drury’s days of did! 
Britons our judges, Nature for our guide, 

' ttill may roe please, long—long may you pre¬ 
side. 

ft 

$ 139. From ChUde Harold’a Pilgrimage. 

Lord Bthon. 

He that has sailed upon the dork blue sea, 

Has view’d at times, I ween, a full fair sight; 
When the fresh .bieeae is fair as breeze may 
be, 

The white sail set, the gallant frigate tight; 
Masts, spires, and strand retiring to the right. 
The glorious main expanding o’er the bow. 
The convoy spread like wild swans in their 
flight, 

The dullest sailer wearing bravely now. 

So gaily curl the waves before each dashing 
prow. 

And oh, the little warlike world within! 

The well reev’d guns, the netted canopy. 

The hoarse commaW, the busy humming din. 
When, at a word, the tops are mann’d on high: 
Hark to ,the Boatswain’s call, the cheering cry ! 
While through the seaman’s hand the tackle 
glides; 

Or school-boy Midshipman that standing by. 
Strains his shrill pipe as good or ill betides. 
And well the docile crew that skilful urchin 
guides. 

White is the glassy deck, without a stain. 
Where on the watch the staid Lieutenant 
walks: 

Look on that part which sacred doth remain 
For the lone chieftain, who majestic stalks. 
Silent and fear’d by all—not oft he talks 
With aught beneath him, if he would pre¬ 
serve 

That strict restraint, which broken ever balks 
Conquest and Fame: but Britons rarely swerve 
From Law, however stem, which tends their 
strength to nerve. 

Blow! swiftly blow, thou keel-cnmpeUing 
gale'. 

Till the broad sun withdraws his lessening ray; 
Then must the pennant-bearer slacken sail. 
That lagging barks may make their lazy way. 
Ah, grievance sore ! and listless dull delay. 
To waste oa sluggish hulks the sweetest 
breeze! 

What leagues are lost before the dawn of day. 
Thus loitering pensive on the willing seas. 
The flapping sail haul’d down to halt for logs 
like these I 

The moon is upj by Heaven a lovely eve! 
Long streams of light o’er dancing waves ex¬ 
pand; [lieve: 

Now lads on shore may sigh and maids be- 


Such be our fate when we return to land! 
Meantime some rude Arion’s restless hand 
Wakes the brisk harmony that sailors love; 

A circle there of merry listeners stand. 

Or to some well-known measure featly move, 
Thoughtless, as if on shore they atill were 
free to rove. 

Through Calpe’s straits survey the steepy shore, 
Europe and Afric on each other gaze! " 

Lands of the dark-ey’d Maid and dusky Moor, 
Alike beheld beneath pale Hecate’s blaze : 
How softly on the Spanish shore she plays. 
Disclosing rock, and slope, and forest brown. 
Distinct though darkening with her waning 
phase; r 

But Mauritania’s giant shadows frown. 

From mountain cliff to coast descending 
sombre down. b ^ 

’Tis night, when meditation bids us fbel 
We once have lov’d, though love is at an end : 
The heart, lone mourner of its baflled zeal. 
Though friendless now, will dream it hau a 
friend. [bend. 

Who with the weight of years would wish to 
When Youth itself survives young Love and 
Joy 1 

Alas! when mingling souls forget to blend, 
Death hath but little left him to destroy! 

Ah! happy years ! once more who would 
not ^ a boy 7 

Thus bending o’er the vessel’s laving side, 

To gaze on Dian’s wave-reflected sphere; 

The soul forgets her schemes of Hope and 
Pride, [year: 

And flies unconscious o’er each backward 
None are so desolate but something dear. 
Dearer than self, possesses or possess’d 
A thought, and claims the homage of a tear; 
A flashing pang! of which the weary breast 
Would atill, albeit, in vain, the heavy heart 
divest. 

To sit on rocks, to muse o’er flood and fell, 

To slowly trace the forest’s shady scene. 
Where tMngs that own not man’s dominion 
dwell. 

And mortal foot hath ne’er, or rarely been 
To climb the trackless mountain all unseen,' 
With the wild flock that never needs a ibid; 
Alone o’er steeps and foaming falls to lean : 
This is not solitude; ’tis but to hold 
Converse with Nature’s charms, and see her 
stores unroll’d. 

But midst the crowd, the huin, the sfawk of 
men, 

To hear, to see, to feel, and to posSBss, 

And room along, the world’s tir’d denizen. 
With none who bless us, none whom we can 
.bless; 

Minions of splendor shrinking from distress! 
None that, with kindred consciousness endued. 
If we were not, would seem to smile the leas 
Of all that flatter’d, followed, sought, and sued i 
This is to be alone; this, this is solitude 1 
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$ 140. TTieXake ^ Geneva,—ClareM. 

Lord Bxkok, 

« 

Clear, placid Leman! thy contrasted lake, 
With the wild world I dwelt in, is a thing 
Which warns me, with its stillness, to for¬ 
sake 

Earth’s troubled waters for a purer spring. 
This quiet sail is as a noiseless wing 
To waft me from distraction; once I loved 
Torn ocean’s roar, but thy soft murmuHiig 
Sounds sweet as if a sister’s voice reprov^. 
That 1 with stern delights should e’er have 
been so moved. 

» 

> It is the hush of night, and all between 
Thy margin and the mountains, dusk, yet 
'clear. 

Mellow’d and mingling, yet distinctly seen, 
Save darken’d J^ra, whose capt heights ap¬ 
pear 

Precipitously steep; and drawing near, 
There breathes a living fragrance from the 
shore, [ear 

Of flowers yet fresh with childhood; on the 
Drops the light drip of the suspended oar. 
Or chirps the grasshopper one good-night ca¬ 
rol more; 

He is an evening reveller, who makes 
His life an infancy, and sings his fill 5 
At intervals, some bird from out the brakes 
Starts into voice a moment, then is still. 

■ There seems a floating whisper on the hill, 
But that is fancy, for the starlight dews 
All silently their tears of love instil. 
Weeping themselves away, till they infuse 
Deep into Nature's breast the spirit of her hues. 

Ye stars! which are the poetry of heaven ! 
If in your bright leaves we would read the 
fate 

Of men and empires,—’tis to be forgiven. 
That in our aspirations to be great. 

Our destinies o’erleap their mortal state, 
And claim a kindred with you; for ye are 
A beauty and a mystery, and create 
In us such love and reverence from afar, 
.That fortune, fame, power, life, have named 
% themselves a star. 

All heaven and earth are still—^though not 
in sleep, most 3 

But breathless, as we grow when feeling 
And silent, as we stand in thoughts too 
deep;— ^ [host 

All heaven ^d earth are still; from the high 
stars, to the lull’d lake and mountain- 
coast, 

AU iiAsoncenter’d in a life intense 3 
\^eie not a beam, nor air, nor lei^is lost, 
But hath a part of being, and a sense 
Of that which is of all Creator and defence. 

Then stirs the feeling infinite, so felt 
In solitude, where we ore least alone 3 
A truth which through our being then doth 
And purifies from self: it is a tone, [melt 


The soul and source of music, which makes 
known 

Eternal harmony, and sheds a charm, 

Like to the fabled Cytherea’s zone. 

Binding all tilings with beauty 3 —'twould dis¬ 
arm [to harm. 

The spectre Death, had he substantial power 

Not vainly did the early Persian make 
His altar the high places and the peak 
Of earth-o’ergazing mpuntains, and thus take 
A fit and unwall’d temple, there to seek 
The Spirit, in whose honor shrines are weak, 
Uproar’d of human hands. Come and com¬ 
pare 

Columns and idol-dwellings, Goth or Greek, 
With Nature’s realms of worship, earth and 
air, ! 

Nor fix on fond abodes to circumscribe thy 

The sky is changed !—and such a change! 

Oh night, [strong. 

And storm, and darkness! ye are wondrous 
Yet kively in your strength, as is the light 
Of a dark eye in woman ! Far along, 

From peak to p%ak, the rattling crags among. 
Leaps th 8 live thunder I not from one lone 
cloud, • 

But every mountain now hath found a tongue. 
And Jura answers, through her misty shroud. 
Back to the joyous Alps, who call to her aloud! 

And this is in the night:—Most glorious 
night! 

Thou wert not sent for slumber! let me be 
A sharer in thy fierce and far delight,— 

A portion of the tempest and of thee! 

How the lit lake shines, a phosphoric sea, 
And the big rain comes dancing to the earth! 
And now again 'tis black,—and now the glee 
Of the loud hills shakes with its mountain- 
mirth, [birth. 

As if they did rejoice o’er a young earthquake’s 

The morn is up again, the dewy morn. 

With breath all incense, and with check all 
bloom, 

Laughing the clouds away with playful scorn. 
And living as if earth contain’d no tomb,— 
And glowing into day: we may resume 
The inarch of our existence : and thus I, 
Still on thy shores, fair Leman ! may find 
room 

And food for meditation, nor pass by 
Much, that may give us pause, if ponder’d 
fittingly. 

Clarens! sweet Clarens, birth-place of deep 
Love! [thought 3 

Thine air is the young breath of passionate 
Thy^iees take root in Love 3 the snows 
above 

The very Glaciers have his colors caught. 
Ami Bun-set into rose-hues sees them wrought 
By rays which sleep there lovingly: the 
rocks, [sought 

The permanent crags, tell here of Love, who 
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In them a refuge from the worldly ahocka, 
Which atir and ating the aoul with hope that 
wooa, then mocka. 

Clorena! by heavenly feet thy paths are 
trod,— 

Undying Love’s, who here ascends a throne 
To which the steps are mountains 3 where 
the god 

Is a pervading life and light,—so shown 
Not on those summits solely, nor alone 
In the still cave and forest 3 o’er the flower 
His eye is sparkling, and his breath hath 
blown, [power 

His soft and summer breath, whose tender 
Passes the strength of storms in their most 
desolate hour. 

All things are here of him ; from the black 
pines, [roar 

Which are his shade on high, and the loud 
* Of torrents, where he listeneth, to the vines 
Which slope his green path downward to 
the shore, * [adore, 

Where the bow’d waters meet him. and 
Kissing his feet with murmn’S 3 and the 
wood, 

'The covert of old frees, with trunks all hoar. 
But light leaves, young as joy, stands where 
it stood, 

fOfiering to him, and his, a populous solitude : 

A populous solitude of bees and birds. 

And fairy>form’d and many-colored things. 
Who worship him with notes more sweet 
than words. 

And innocently open their glad wings. 
Fearless and full of life: the gush of springs, 
And fall of lofty fountains, and the bend 
Of stirring branches, and the bud which 
brings 

The swiftest thought of beauty, here extend, 
-Mingling, and made by Love, unto one mighty 
end. 

He who hath loved nqt, here would learn 
that lore. 

And make his heart a spirit 3 he who knows 
That tender mystery, will love the Ihore, 
For this is Love’s recess, where vain men’s 
woes [from those. 

And the world’s waste, have driven him far 
For ’tia his nature to advance or die; 

He stands not BtUl, but or decays or grows 
Into a boundless blessing, which may vie 
-With the immortal lights in its eternity 1 

% 141. Addrtu to Vu Ocean. Bthoa. 

Bur I forget.—My {nlgrim’s shrine js won. 
And he and I must {^,—so let it be,— 

His task and mine dike are nearly done 3 
Yet once more let us look upon the sea 3 
The midland ocean breaks on him and me. 
And ftom the Alban Mount we now behold 
Our friend of youth, that ocean, which when 
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Beheld it last by Calpe's rock unfold 
Those waves, we follow’d on till the dark fluz- 
ine roll’d 

Upon the blue Symplegades; long years— 
Long, though not very many, since have 
done [tears 

Their work on both 3 some suffering and some 
Have left us nearly where we had begun : 
Yet hot in vain our mortal race hath run*^ 
We have had our reward—and it is here 3 
That we can yet feel gladden’d by the sun. 
And reap from earth, sea, joy almost as dear 
As if there were no man to trouble what is 
clear. 

% 

Oh! that the Desert were my duelling place, 
With one fair Spirit for my minister. 

That I might all foiget t^e human r^e. 

And, hating no one, love but only h#! 

Ye Elements !—in whose ennobling stir 
I feel myself exalted—can ye not 
Accord me such a being 7 Do I err 
In deeming such inhabit many a spot 7 
Though with them to converse can rarely be 
our lot. 

There in a pleasure in the pathless woods. 
There is a rapture on the lonely shore, 
•There is society where none intrudes. 

By the deep Sea, and music in its roar: 

I love not Man the less, but Nature more. 
From these our interviews, in which I steal 
From all I may be, or have been before. 

To mingle with the Universe, and feel 
What 1 can ne’er express, yet can not all con* 
ceal. 

Roll on, thou deep and dork blue Ocean- 
roll! 

Ten thousand fleets sweep over thee in vain 3 
Man marks the earth with ruin—his control 
Stops with the shore 3 —upon the watery 
pla’A [main 

The wrecks are all thy deed, nor doth re- 
A shadow of man’s ravage, save his own, 
When, for a moment, like a drop of rain. 

He sinks into thy depths with bubbling groan,^ 
Without a grave, unknell’d, uncofBn’d, an4>'~ 
unknown. 

His steps are not upon thy paths,—thy fields 
Are not a spoil for him,—thou dost arise 
And shake him from thee 3 the vile strength 
Im wields 

For earui’s destruction thou^ost all despise. 
Spurning him from thy bosom to the slues. 
And send’st him, shivering in thy playful 
spray, ► , 

And howling, to his gods, where haply lies 
His petty hope in some near port or bay. 

And dashest him again to earth s —there let 
him lay. 

• 

The annaments which thundentrike the 
walls 

Of rook-built cities, bidding aationB quake 



«00S U.J 

And monarch^ tremble in their capitals, 
'(he oak leviathans, whose huge ribs make 
Their clay creator the vain title take 
Of lord of thee, and arbiter of war j 
These are thy toys, and, as the snowy flake, 
They melt into thy yeast of waves, which 
mar [gar. 

Alike the Armada’s pride, or spoils of Trafal- 

^hy shores are empires, changed in all save 
thee— [they 7 

Assyria, Greece, Rome, Carthage, what are 
Thy waters wasted them while they were 
free, 

And many a tyrant since 3 their shores obey 
The stranger, slave, or savage j their decay 
Has dried up realms-to deserts:—not so thou. 
Unchangeable save to thy wild waves’play— 
Time writes n^ wrinkle on thine aaure 
brow— [now. 

Such as creation’s dawn beheld, thou rollest 

Thou glorious mirror, where the Almighty’s 
form 

Glasses itself in tempests; in all time. 

Calm or convulsed—in breeze, or gale, or 
storm. 

Icing the pole, or in the torrid clime 
Dark-heaving ;—boundless, endless, 8 {id 
sublime— 

The image of Eternity—the throne 
Of the Invisible ; even from out thy slime 
The monsters of the deep are made; each 
zone [alone. 

Obeys thee; thou goest forth, dread, fathomless. 

And I have loved thee. Ocean ! and my joy 
Of youthful sports was on thy breast to be 
Borne, like thy bubbles, onward : from a boy 
I wanton’d with thy breakers—they to me 
Were a delight: and if the freshening sea 
Made them a terror—’twas a pleasing fear. 
For I was as it were a child of thee. 

And trusted to thy billows far and near. 
And laid my hand upon thy mane—as I do here. 

My task is done—my song hath ceased—my 
Has died into an echo; it is fit [theme 
' The spell should break of this protracted 
dream. [lit 

The torch shall be extinguish’d which hath 
My midnight lamp—and what is vp'it, is 
writ,— 

Would it were worthier! but I |m not now 
'(hat which J have been—and my visions flit 
Inss palpably before me—and the glow 
Which in my spirit dwelt, is fluttering, faint, 
• * and low 


an 

I A single recollection, not in vain 
I He wore his sandal-shoon, and scallop-shell; 

Farewell! with him alone may rest the pain. 
If such there were—^with you, the moral of hia 
strain,! 

$ 142. To Thyrxa. Lord Bvroit. 

One stru^le more, and I am free 
From pangs that rend my heart in twain; 
One last long sigh to love and thee, 

Then back to busy life again. 

It suits me well to mingle now 
With things that never pleas’d before: 
Though ev’ry joy is fled below. 

What future grief can touch me more 1 

Then bring me wine, the banquet bring: 

Man was not form’d to live alone : 

1 ’ll be that light unmeaning thing 
That smiles with all, and weeps with none. 
It was not thus in days more dear. 

It n#;er would have been, but thou 
Hast fled, and left me lonely here: 

Thou 'rt gothiifg,—all are nothing now. 

In vain my lyre would lightly breathe! 

The smile that sorrow fain would wear 
But mocks the woe that lurks beneath. 

Like roses o'er a sepulchre. 

Though gay companions o’er the bowl 
Dispel awhile the sense of ill; 

Though pleasure fires the madd’ning soul; 
The heart—^the heart is lonely still! 

On many a lone and lovely night 
It sooth’d to gaze upon the sky; 

For then I deem'd the heav'niy light 
Shone sweetly on thy pensive eye: 

And oft I thought at Cynthia’s noon, 

When sailing o’er the ./Egean wave, 

“ Now Thyrza gazes on that moon—” 

Alas, it gleam'd upon her grave. 

When stretch'd on fever’s sleepless bed. 

And sickness shrunk my throbbing veins, 

“ 'Tis comfort still,” I faintly said, 

" That Thyrza cannot know my pains 
Like freedom to the time-worn slave, 

A boon ’tis idle then to give; 

Relenting nature vainly gave 
My life, when Thyrza ceas’d to live! 

My Thyrza’s pledge in better days. 

When love and life alike were new! 

How different now thou meet'st my gaze! 

How ting’d by time with sorrow’s hue! 

The heart that gave itself with thee 
Is B^ent—ah, were mine as still! 

Though cold as e’en the dead can be. 

It feels, it sickens with the chill. 

Thou bitter pledge! thou mournful token! 

Though painful, welcome to my breast! 
Still, BtUl. preserve that love unbroken, 

Or break the heart to which thou ’rt fuest! 


Farewell! a word that must be, and hath 
been— [farewell! 

A sound which makes us linger:—^yet— 
Ye! who havc*traced the Pilgrim to the 
■cene 

Which is his last, if in your memories dwell 
A thought which once was his, if on ye swell 
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Time tempers love, bat not removes, 

More hallow’d when its hope is fled : 

Oh! what are thousand living loves 
To that which cannot quit the dead ? 

$ 143. lUeoUectionaqfCfreeee. LohdBtboh. 

Clime of the unforgotten brave! 

Whose land from plain to mountain-cave 
Was Freedom’s home or Glory’s grave-— 
Shrine of the mighty I can it be, 

That this is all remains of thee ? 

Approach, thou craven crouching slave— 
Say, is not this Thermopyls ? 

Those waters blue that round you lave, 

Oh servile oi&pring of the free!— 

I'rommnce what sea, what shore is this 7 
The gulf, the rock of Salamis ! 

These scenes—their story not unknown— 
Arise, and make again your own ; 

JSnatch from the o^es of your sires 
I'lie embers of their former fires, 

A iul he who in the strife expires r 
\\ ill add to theirs a name of fear, 

Tlmt Tyranny shall quake tV hear^ 

And leave his sons a hope, a fame*, 

1 'iiey too will rather die than shame; 

For Freedom’s battle once begun. 

Bequeathed by bleeding Sire to Son, 

Though baffled oil, is ever won. 

Bear witness, Greece, thy living page. 

Attest it many a deathless age! 

While kings, in dusty darkness hid. 

Have left a nameless pyramid. 

Thy heroes—^though the general doom 
Hath swept the column from their tomb, 

A mightier monument command. 

The mountains of their native land! 

There points thy Muse to stranger’s eye, 

The graves of those that cannot die 1 , 

'Twere long to tell, and sad to trace, 

Each step from splendor to disgrace. 

Enough—no foreign foe could quell 
Thy soul, till from itself it fell. 

And self-abasement pav’d the way 
To villain-bonds and despot-sway. 

What can be tell who treads thy shore 7 
No legend of thine olden time, * 

No theme on which the muse might soar. 

High as thine own in days of yore. 

When man was worthy of thy clime. 

The hearts within thy valleys toed. 

The fiery souls that might have led 
Thy sons to deeds sublime, 

Now crawl from cradle to the grave. 

Slaves—^nay the bondsmen of a slave. 

And callous, save to crime; 

Stain'd with each evil that poUutm 
Mankind, where least above the brutes f 
Without even savage virtue blest, 

Without one free or valiant breast. 

Still to the neighboring ports they waft 
Proverbial wiles, and ancient craft, 

In this the fubtle Greek is found. 

For this, and this alone, renown’d. ^ 


In vain might Liberty invoke ' 

The spirit to its bondage broke. 

Or raise the neck that courts the yoke. 

$144. Lament for Zuldka. Lord Bkron 


More slowly rolls the clouds away; 

Few trophies of the fight are there: 

The shouts that shook the midnight-bay 
Are silent; but some signs of fray 
That strand of strife may bear. 

And fragments of each shiver’d brand; 

Steps stamp’d; and dash’d into the sand 
The print of many a struggling hand 
May there be mark’d; nor far remote 
A broken torch, an oarless boat; 

And, tangled on the weeds that'neap 
The beach where shelving to the deep. 
There lies a white captoe! w 
'Tis rent in twain—one /’ark-red stun 
The wave yet riples o’er in vain : 

But where is he who wore 7 
Ye! who would o’er his relics weep. 

Go, seek them where the surges sweep 
’Fheir burthen round Sigsum’s steep. 

And cast on Lemnos’ shore: 

The sea-birds shriek above the prey. 

O’er which their hungry beaks delay. 

As shaken on his restless pillow, 

^His head heaves with the heaving billow ; 
That hand, whose motion is not life. 

Yet feebly seems to menace strife, 

Flung by the tossing tide on high. 

Then levell’d with the wave— 

What recks it, though that corse shall lie 
Within a living grave 7 
The bird that tears that prostrate form 
Hath only robb’d the meaner worm ; 

The only heart, the only eye. 

Had bled or wept to see him die. 

Had seen those scatter’d limbs composed. 

And mourn’d above his turban-stone. 

That heart hath burst—that eye was closed ; 
Yea—efosed before his own! 


By Hello's stream there is a voice of wail! 
And woman’s eye is wet—man’s cheek is pale t 
Zuleika! last of Giaflar’s race. 

Thy destined lord has come too late; 

He sees not—^ne’er shall see—thy face! 

Can he not hear 

The loud Wul-wuUeh warn his distant ear 7 
Thy handmaids weeping at the gate. 

The Koran-chanters of the hymn of fate. 
The sile&t slaves, with folded arms that wait 
Sighs in the hall, and shrieks u[toi the gak. 
Tell him thy tale! 

Thou didst not view thy Selim fall! , 

That fearful moment when he left the 6ave 
Thy heart grew chill: 

He was thy hope—^thy joy—^thy love—thine 
aU— 

And that last thought op him thou cot 
Sufficed to kill; [not 

Burst forth in one wild ciy—and all was 
Peace to thy broken heart and vitgin gr 
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Ah! hapi^! buf of life to lose the worst! I And yet so sweet the tears they shed. 

That grief—tho' deep—^tho’ fatal—^was thy 'Tis sorrow so nnmix’d with diead. 


first! 

Thrice happy ! ne'er to feel nor fear the force 
Of absence, shame, pride, hate, revenice, re¬ 
morse ! [lies! 

And, oh! that pang where more than madness 
The worm that will not sleep—and never dies j 
Thought of the gloomy day and ghastly night. 
That dreads the darkness, and yet loathes the 
light, [heart 1 

That winds around, and tears the quivering 
Ah! wherefore not consume it—and depart! 
Woe to thee, rash and unrelenting chief! 
Vainly thou heap'st the dust upon thy bead. 
Vainly tHb sackcloth o’er thy limbs dost 
spread; 

By that same hand, Abdallah—Selim bled. 
Now let it tear thylbeard in idle grief: 

Thy pride of heart, thy bride for Osman's bed. 
She, whom thy sultan had but seen to wed, 
Thy daughter’s dead ! 

Hope of thine age, thy twilight's lonely beam, 
The star hath set that shone on Helle's 
stream. [hast shed! 

What quench’d its ray i —^the blood that thou 
Hark! to the hurried question of despair, 

“ Where is my child ?’' an echo answers— 
" Where V’ • 

Within the place of thousand tombs 
That shine beneath, while dark above 
The sad but living cypress glooms 
And withers not, though branch and leaf 
Are stamp’d with an eternal grief, 

Like early unrequited love. 

One spot exists, which ever blooms, 

Ev’n in that deadly grove— 

A single rose is shedding there 
Its lonely lustre, meek and pale ; 

It looks as planted by despair— 

So white—so faint—the slightest gale 
Mig ht whirl the leaves on hign; 

And yet, though storms and blight assail, 
And hands more rude than wintry sky 
May wring it from the stem—in vain— 
To-morrow sees it bloom again! 

The stalk some spirit gently rears. 

And waters with celestial tears; 

For well may maids of Helle deem 
That this can be no earthly flower, 

Which mocks the tempest’s withering hour. 
And buds unshelter’d by a bower; 

Nor droops ^ough qiring refuse ler shower, 
^Hor WOOS we summer beam; 

To it the livelong night there singe 
^ ftrd unseen^ut not remote: 

Invisible his airy wings, 

But soft as harp that Houri strings 
His long entrancing note! 

It were the Bulbul; but hia throat. 

Though mottrtifal, pours not such a strain: 
For they who listen cannot leave 
The spot, but linger there and grieve 
As if they loved ia vain! 


They scarce can bear the mom to break 
That melancholy spell, 

And longer yet would weep and wake. 

He sings so wild and well! 

But when the day blush bursts from high. 
Expires that magic melody. 

And some have been who could believe, 

(So fondly youthful dreams deceive. 

Yet harsh be they that blame) 

That note so piercing and profound 
Will shape and syllable its sound 
Into Zuleika’s name. 

'Tis from her cypress’ summit heard. 

That melts in air the liquid word: 

'Tis from her lowly virgin earth 
That white rose takes its tender birth. 
There late was laid a marble stone 
Eve saw it placed—^the morrow gone! 

It was no mortal arm that Uu-e 
That deep fix'd pillar to the shore ; 

For tlierc, as Helle’s legends tell, 

Next morn ’twas found where Selim fell; 
Lash’d byj;he tSmbling lidi-. whose wave 
Denied his bones a holier guve : 

And there by night, reftlined, 'tis said. 

Is seen a ghastly turbon’d hea>^; 

And hence extended by the billow, 

'Tis named the Pirate-phantom’s pillow!" 
Where first it lay that mourning flower 
Hath flourish'd, flourisheth this hour, 

Alone and dewy, coldly pure and pale. 

As weeping Beauty’s cheek at Sonow’s tale! 

$ 145. PromeUuus. Lcaii Bvron. 

Titan ! to whose immortal eyes 
The sufferings of mortality. 

Seen in their reality. 

Were not as things that gods despise; 

What was thy pity’s recompense ? 

A silent suffering, and intense ; 

The rock, the v^ture, and the chain. 

All that the proud can feel of pain. 

The agony they do not show. 

The suffocating sense of woe, 

Which speaks but in its loneliness. 

And then is jealous lest the sky 
Should have a listener, nor will sigh 
' Until its voice is echoless. 

Titan ! to thee the strife was given 
Between the suffering and &e will, 

Which torture where they cannot kill; 

And the inexorable heaven, 

And the deaf tyranny of fate. 

The ruling principle of hate, 

Whickfor its pleasure doth create 
The tmngs it may annihilate. 

Refused thee even the boon to die: 

The wretched gift eternity 

Was thine—and thou host borne it well. 

All that the thunderer wrung from thee 
Was but the menace which flung back 
On him the torments of thy rack; 
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The fate thou didst so well foresee, 

Rut would not to appease him tell: 

And in thr silence was bis sentence, 

And in his soul a vain repentance, 

And evil dread so ill dissembled 
'i'hat III his hand the lightnings trembled. 

'I'hv godlike crime was to be kind, 

To render with thy precepts less 
'I'he sum of human wretchedness, 

And strengthen man with his own mind; 
lint bafiled as thou %vert from high. 

Still in thy patient energy. 

In the endurance and repulse. 

Of thine impenetrable spirit, 

Which earth and heaven could not convulse, 
A mighty lesson we inherit: 

Thou art a symbol and a sign 
To mortals of their fate and force; 

Like thee, man is in part divine, 

*A troubled stream from a pure source j 
And man in portions can foresee 
Ills own funereal destiny} ^ 

liis wretchedness, and his resistence, 
nd his sad unallied existence: 

'1 1 which his spirit may oppose • 

Itself—an equal to a[l woes. 

And a drin will, and a deep sense. 

Which even in torture can descry 
Its own concenter’d recompense, 
'I'riuinphant where it dares defy. 

And making death a victory. 

$ ItG. Greek Bor^. Lord Brnoir. 

Tnr isles of Greece,the isles of Greece! 

\\ i.erc hurning Sippho loved and sung, 

>’v i.oio grew the arts of war and peace,— 

'' O H Delos rose, and Phaebus sprung! 

. or. il summer gilds them yet, 

.iut ill, except their sun, is set. 

The Scian and the Teian muse, 

The hero’s harp, the lover's lute, 

Have found the fame your shores refuse; 

Their place of birth alone is mute 
To sounds which echo further west 
Than your sires “ Islands of the Blest.’!* 

The mountains look on Marathon— 

And Marathon looks on the sea: 

And musing there an hour alone, 

1 dream’d that Greece might still be free; 
For, standing on the Persian’s grave, 

I could not deem myself a slave. 

A king sat on the rocky brow. 

Which looks o'er sea>born Salamis; 

And ships, by thousands, lay below. 

And men in nations;—all were his!« 

He counted them at break of day— 

And when the aun aet where were they 1 

And where are theyl and, where ait thou, 
Bfy coustn T On thy voiceleaB ahore 
The herotc lay ia tanaleaa now— 

The heroin boatna beata no more! 


And must thy lyre, so longdivine, 
Degenerate into hands like mine 7 

’Tis something, in the dearth of fame, 
Though link'd among a fetter'd race, 

To feel at least a patriot’s shame. 

Even as I sing, suffuse my face; 

For what is left the poet here! 

For Greeks a blush—for Greece a tear. 

Must we but weep o’er days more blest 7 
Must toe but blush ?—Our fathers bled. 
Earth' render back from out thy breast 
A remnant of our Spartan dead ! 

Of the three hundred grant'but three, 

'I’o make a new Thcrmopylie! 

What, silent still 7 and silent all S' 

Ah! no f —the voices of the dead 
Sound like a distant torrent’s fall, 

And answer, Let one l/^ving head, * 
But one, arise,—we come, we come!’’ 

’Tis but the living who are dumb. 

In vain—in vain : strike other chords; 

Fill high the cup with Samian wine ! 
Leave battles to the Turkish hordes, 

And shed the blood of Scio’s vine! 

Hark ! rising to the ignoble call— 

How answers each bold bacchanal I 

Vbu have the Pyrrhic dance as yet. 

Where is the Pyrrhic phalanx gone 7 
Of two such lessons, why forget 
The nobler and the manlier one 7 
You have the letters Cadmus gave— 

'I'hink ye he meant them for a slave ! 

Fill high the bowl with Samian wine ! 

W'^G will not think of themes like these! 

It made Anacreon’s song divine: 

He served—but served Polycrates— 

A tyrant; but our masters then 
Were still at least our countrymen. 

The tyrant of the Chersonese 
Was freedom’s best and bravest friend; 
That tyrant was Miltiades ! 

Oh! that the present hour would lend 
Another despot of the kind! 

Such chains as his were sure to bind. 

Fill high the bowl with Samian wine ! 

On Sub’s rock, and Parga’s shore. 

Exists the remnant of a line 
Such as the Doric mothers bore; 

And there, perhaps, some seed is sown. 
The Nera^idan blood might own. 

4 , , 

Trust not for freedom to the Franks— ^ 
They have a king who buys and sells ; 

In native swords, and native ranks, * ,, 

The only hope of courage dwells; 

But Turkish force, and Latin fraud. 

Would break your shield, however broad. 

Fill high the bowl with Saipian wine! 

Our viigins dance beneath the shade— 

I see theb glorious black eyes shine ; 

But gazing on each glowing maid. 
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My own the burning tear>drop laves, 

To think such breasts must suckle slaves. 

• 

Place me on Sunium's marbled steep, 

Where nothing, save the waves and I, 

"May hear our mutual murmurs sweep; 

There swan>like let me sing and die : 

A land of slaves shall ne’er be mine— 

Dash down yon cup of Samian wine! 

$ 147. Evening. Lord Byron. 

T’ OUR tale.—^The feast was over, the slaves 
gone. 

The dwarfs and dancing girls had all retired j 
The Arab lore and poet’s song were done. 

And every sound of revelry expired; 

The lady and her lover led alone, 

The rosy flood of twilight's sky admired j— 
Ave Maria ! o’er the earth and sea, 

That hcavenliest ^our of Heaven is worthiest 
thee ! 

Ave Maria! blessed be the hour ! 

The time, the clime, the spot, where Iso oft 
Have felt that moment in its fullest power 
Sink o’er the earth so lieaiitiful and soft, 
While swung the deep bell iii the distant tow¬ 
er. 

^Or the faint dying day-hymn stole aloft, 

And not a breath crept through the rosy aii^ 
And yet the forest leaves seem'd stirr'd with 
prayer. 

Ave Maria! 'tis the hour of prayer! 

Ave Maria ! 'tis the hour of love! 

Ave Maria ! may our spirits dare 
Look up to thine and to thy Son’s above! 
Ave Maria ! oh that lace so fair! 

Those downcast eyes beneath the Almighty 
dove— 

What though ’tis but a pictured image strike— 
That painting is no idol, 'tis too like. 

Sweet hour of twilight!—in the solitude 
Of the pine forest, and the silent shore 
Which ixiunds Ravenna’s immemorial wood. 
Rooted where once the Adrian wave flow’d 
o'er, 

To where the last Cesarean fortress stood, 
Evergreen forest I which Boccaccio’s lore 
And Dryden's lay made haunted ground to me. 
How have I loved the twilight hour and thee! 
The shrill cicalas, people of the pine, 

Making their summer lives one ceaseless 
song, [mine. 

Were the sole echoes, save my'steed’s and 
vesper bell’s that rose the boughs along: 
^ spectre huntsman of Onesti's line, 

^is Hell-dogs, and their chase, and the fair 
throng. 

Which learn’d from this example not to fly 
From a true lover, shadow’d my mind’s eye. 

Oh Hesperus! tijpu bringest all good things— 
Home to the weary, to the hungry cheer. 
To the young bird the parent’s brooding wings. 
The welcome stall to the o’er-labor’d steer; 


Whate’er of peace about our hearthstone clings, 
Whate'er our household gods protect of 
dear. 

Are gather'd round us by thy look of rest > 
Thou bring’st the child, too, to the mother’s 
breast. 

Soft hour! which wakes the wish and melts 
the heart 

Of those who sail the seas, on the first day 
When they from their sweet friends are torn 
apart; 

Or fills with love the pilgrim on his way. 

As the far bcli of vesper makes him start. 
Seeming to weep the dying day's decay; 

Is this a fancy which our re<aBon scorns 7 
Ah! surely nothing dies but something 
mourns ! 

{ 148. Concluaion qf the Taak. Cowper. 

He is the happy man, whose life e'en now 
Shows somewhat of that happier life to come; 
Who, Roomed to an obscure but tranquil state, 
Is pleased with it, and, were he free to choose, 
Would make hisd’atc his choice; whom peace, 
the (suit 

Of virtue, and whom virtue, fruit of faith, 
Prepare for happiness; bespeak him ont 
Content indeed to sojourn while he must 
Below the skies, but having there his home. 
The world o'erlooks him in her busy search 
Of objects, more illustrious in her view ; 

And, occupied as earnestly as she, 

Though more sublimely, he o'erlooks the 
world. [not; 

She scorns his pleasures, for she knows thrin 
He seeks not iicr’s, fur he has proved them 
vain; 

He cannot skim the ground like summer birds 
Pursuing gilded flies j and such he deems 
Her honors, her eiiiolumcnts. her joys. 
Therefore in contemplation is his bliss. 

Whose pow’r is such, that whom she lifts from 
earth 

She makes familiar with a heaven unseen, 

And shows him glories yet to be revealed. 

Not slothful he, though seeming unemployed, 
And censured oft os useless. Stillest streams 
Oft water fairest meadows, and the bird 
That flutters least is longest on the wing. 

Ask him, indeed, what trophies he has raised. 
Or what achievements of immortal fame 
He purposes, and he shall answer—None. 

Ills warfare is within. There, unfatigued. 

His fervent spirit labors. I'here he fights. 
And there obtains fresh triumphs o’er himself, 
And never-withering wreaths, compared with 
which 

The Murels that a Cssar reaps are weeds. 
Perhaps the self-a{qiroving, haughty world, 
That, as she sweeps him with her whistling 
silks. 

Scarce deigns to notice him, or, if she see, 
Deems him a cipher in the works of God, 
Receives advantage from Me noualeas beim. 
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Of which she little dreame. Perhape ahe owea 
Her sunshine and her rain, her blooming 
spring 

And plenteous banrest, to the prayer he makes, 
When, Isaac-like, the solitary saint 
Walks forth to meditate at even-tide. 

And think on her, who thinks not for herself. 
Forgive him then, thou bustler in concerns 
Of little worth, an idler in the best, 

If, author of no mischief and some good. 

He seek his proper happiness by means, 

That may advance, but cannot hinder, thine. 
Nor, though he tread the secret path of life. 
Engage no notice, and enjoy much ease, 
Account him an incumbrance on the state, 
Receiving benefits, and rend’ring none. 

His sphere though humble, if that humble 
sphere 

Shine with his fair example, and though small 
His influence, if that influence all be spent 
In soothing sorrow, and in quenching strife. 

In aiding helpless indigence, in works, 

From which at least a gratefiil few dei^ve 
Some taste of comfort in a world of woe,— 
Then let the supercilious gmat confess 
He serves his country, recompenses well 
The state, beneath t^e shadow of whose vine 
He sits secure, and in the scale of life 
Holds no ignoble, though a slighted, place. 
The man, whose virtues arc more felt than 
seen, 

Must drop indeed the hope of public praise; 
But he may boast, what few that win it can, 
That, if his country stand not by his skill. 

At least his follies have not wrought her fall. 
Polite refinement ofiers him in vain [world 
Her golden tube, through which a sensual 
Draws gross impurity, and likes it well, 

The neat conveyance hiding all the oflence. 
Not that he peevishly rejects a mode, 

Because that world adopts it. If it bear 
The stamp and clear impression of good sense. 
And be not costly more than of true worth. 
He puts it on, and for decorum sake 
Can wear it e’en as gracefully as she. 

She judges of refinement by the eye, 

He, by the test of conscience, and a be^rt 
Not soon deceived; aware, that what i^>ase 
No polish can make sterling; and that vice. 
Though well perfumed and degantly dressed. 
Like an nnburied carcass trick^ with flowers, 
Is but a garnished nuisance, fitter far 
For cleanly riddance, than for fair attire. 

So life glides smoothly and by stealth away. 
More g^den than that age of fabled gold 
Renowned in ancient song; not vexed with 
care 

Or stained with guilt, beneficent, approved 
Of God and man, and peaceful in its ehd. 

So glide my life away! and so at last. 

My share of duties decently fulfilled. 

May some disease, not tardy to perform 
Its destined office, yet vrith gentle stroke, 
Disnuss me weary to a safe retreat. 

Beneath the turf that 1 have often trod. 


It shall not grieve me then, that once, when 
call’d 

To dress a Sofa with the flowers of verse, 

I play’d awhile, obedient to the fair, [more. 
With that light task; but soon, to please her 
Whom flowers alone I knew would little 
please, [fruit; 

Let fall the unfinished wreath, and roved for 
Roved far, and gathered much: some harsh, ’tis 
true. 

Picked ftom the thorns and briars of reproof, 
Out wholesome, well-digested; grateful some 
To palates, that can taste immortal truth; 
Insipid else, and sure to be despised. 

Rut all is in his hand, whose praise I seek. 

In vain the poet sings, and the world hears, 

If he regard not, though divine the theme. 
’Tis not in artful measures, in the chime 
And idle tinkling of a minstrel’s lyre, w 
To charm his ear, whose c/e is on the heart; 
Whose frown can disappoint the proudest 
strain, 

Whose approbation—prosper even mine. 

$ 149. On the Receipt of hit MoUier'e Picture. 

Cow PER. 

Oh that those lips had language ! Life has 
passed 

\Yith me but roughly since I heard thee lost. 
Those lips are thine—thy own sweet smiles I 
see, 

The same that oft in childhood solaced me; 
Voice only fails, else how distinct they say, 

“ Grieve not, my child; chase all thy fears 
away !” 

The meek intelligence of those dear eyes 
(Blest be the art that can immortalize, ' 
The art that baffles Time’s tyrannic claim 
To quench it) here shines on me still the 
same. 

Faithful remembrancer of one so dear, 

O welcome guest, though unexpected here ! 
Who biddest.me honor with an artless song, 
Afiectionate, a mother lost so long. 

I will obey, not willingly alone. 

But gladly, as the precept were her own: 

And while that face renews my filial grief. 
Fancy shall weave a charm for my relief, 
Shall steep me in Elysian reverie, 

A momentary dream, that thou art she. 

, My mother 1 when I learned that thou wast 
dead. 

Say, wast thou conscious of the tears I shed f 
Hover’d thf spirit o’er thy sorrowing son. 
Wretch even then, life’s journe^ just beguu 1 
Perhaps thougavest me, though unseen, alW j 
Perhaps a tear, if souls can weep in Ijliss— 
Ah that maternal smile ! it answers—^Yes! 

I heard the bell tolled on thy burial day, 

1 saw the hearse, that bore thee slow away. 
And, turning from my nursery window, drow 
A long, long sigh, and wep^a last adieu! 

But was it such 7—It was.—Where thou art 
gone. 

Adieus and fkrevrdls are a sound unknowa. 
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- May 1 but meet thee on that peaceful shore, 
The parting sound shall pass my lips no more! 
Thy* maidens, grieved themselves at my con¬ 
cern, 

Qfl^ave me promise of a quick return. 

What ardently 1 wished, 1 long believed, 

And, disappointed still, was still deceived. 

By disappointment every day beguiled. 

Dupe of to-morrow even from a child. 

Thus many a sad to-morrow came and went. 
Till, all m/ stock of infant-sorrow spent, 

I learned at last submission to my lot, 

But, though 1 less deplored thee, ne’er forgot. 
JA^here once we dwelt our name is heard no 
. more, 

Children nob thine have trod my nursery floor 5 
And where the gardener, Robin, day by day, 
Drew me to school along the public way. 
Delighted with my Mubic coach, and wrapt 
In scarlet mantle vrarm, and velvet-capt, 

’T is now bcKiome a history little known, 

That once we called the pastoral house our 
own. 

Short-lived possession I but the record fair, 
That memory keeps of all thy kindness there. 
Still outlives many a storm, that has effaced 
A thousand other themes less deeply traced. 
Thy nightly visits to my chamber made, 

That thou might’st know me safe and warmly 
laid; 

Thy morning bounties ere I left my home, 
The biscuit or confectionary plum; 

The fragrant waters on my cheeks bestowed 
By thy own hand, till fresh they shone and 
glowed'. 

All this, and, more endearing still than all, 
Thy constant flow of love, that knew no fall. 
Ne’er roughened by those cataracts and 
breaks. 

That humor interposed too often makes; 

All this, still legible in memory’s page, 

And still to be so to my latest age. 

Adds joy to duty, makes me glad to pay 
Such honors to thee as my numbers may; 
Perhaps a frail memorial, but sincere. 

Not scorned in heaven, though little noticed 
^ here. 

Could Time, his flight reversed, restore the 
hours, [flowers. 

When, playing with thy vesture’s tissued 
The violet, the pink, and jessamine, 

.1 pricked them into paper with a pin, 

(And thou wast happier than myself the 
while, • 

Woaldst aoftl}t speak, and stroke my head, 
and smile,) 

Could t])pse few pleasant hours again appear, 
MiglR one wish bring them, would I wish 
them here 1 

I would not trust my heart—^the dear delight 
Seems so to be desired, perhaps I might.— 
But no—-what herq we call our life is such. 

So little to be loved, and thou so much. 

That I should ill requite thee to constrain 
Thy unbound spirit into bonds again. 


Thou, as a gallant bark from Albion’s coast 
(The storms all weathered, and the ocean 
crossed) 

Shoots into port at some well-havened isle. 
Where spices breathe, and brighter seasons 
smile. 

There sits quiescent on the floods, that show 
Her beauteous form reflected clear below, 
While airs impregnated with incense play 
Around her fanning light her streamers gay; 
So thou, with sails how swift! hast reached 
the shore, [roar 

“Where tempests never beat nor billows 
And thy loved consort on the dangerous tide 
Of life long since has anchored at thy side. 

But me, scarce hoping to attain that rest. 
Always from port withheld, always distressed— 
Me howling winds drive devious, tempest- 
tossed, [lost. 

Sails ripped, seams opening wide, and compass 
And day by day some current’s thwarting force 
Sets me more distant from a prosperous course. 
But ohtj^e thought, that thou art safe, and he ! 
That thought is joy, arrive what may to me. 
My boast is not, t^t I deduce my birth 
From loins etithron’d, and rulers of the earth} 
But higher far my proud uretensions rise— 
The son of parents passed into the skies. 

And now, farewell—Time unrevoked has run 
His wonted coarse, yet what I wished is done. 
By contemplation’s help, not sought in vain, 

1 seem t’ have lived my childho^ o’er again; 
To have renewed the joys that once were mine, 
Without the sin of violating thine; 

And, while the wings of fancy still are free. 
And I can view this mimic show of thee, 
Time has but half succeeded in his theft— 
Thyself removed, thy power to soothe me left. 

$ ISO. Prospects qf Society. Cahpbeu. 

Hope ! when I mourn, with sympathizing 
mind. 

The wrongs of fate, the woes of human kind, 
Thy blissful omens bid my spirit see 
The boundless fields of rapture yet to be; 

1 watch the wheels of nature’s mazy plan. 
And learn the future by the past of man< 

Come, bright improvement! on the oar of 
time, [clime; 

And rule the spacious world from clime to 
Thy handmaid arts shall every wild explore. 
Trace every wave, and culture every shore. 
On Erie’s l^nks, where tigers steal along. 

And the dread Indian chants a dismal song. 
Where human fiends on midnight errands 
walk. 

And bathe in brains the mard’roas tomahawk y 
There iiall the flocks on thymy pasture stray, 
And shepherds dance at summer’s op’ning day ; 
Each wand’ring genius of the lonely glen 
Shall start to view the glittering haunts of men. 
And silence watch, on woodland heights 
around. 

The village curfew as it tolls profound. 
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In Lylnan groves, vrhere damned rites are 
done, 

That bathe the rocks in blood, and veil the sun, 
Truth shall arrest the murd'rous arm profane, 
M’ild Obi flies—the veil is rent in twain. 

Where barb’rous hordes on Scythian moun¬ 
tains roam. 

Truth, mercy, freedom, yet shall And a home; 
Where’ef degraded nature bleeds and pines. 
From Guinea’s coast to Sibir’s dreary mines. 
Truth shall pervade th' unfathom’d darkness 
there. 

And light the dreadful features of despair.— 
Hark ! the stern captive spurns his heavy load, 
And asks the image back that heaven bestew- 
Fierce in his eye the fire of valor burns, [cd! 
And, as the slave departs, the man returns. 

Oh! sacred Truth! thy triumph ceas’d a 
while, 

.And Hope, thy sister, ceas'd with thee to smile. 
When leagu'd oppression pour’d to northern 
wars 

Her whisker’d Pandoors and her fierce Hussars, 
Wav'd her dread stands^ to the breeze of 
morn, • [pet horn; 

Peal’d her loud driyn, and twang’d lier trum- 
Tuniultuous horror brooded o'er her van. 
Presaging wrath to Poland—and to man ! 

Warsaw's last champion from her height 
survey’d. 

Wide o’er the fields, a waste of ruin laid,— 
Oh \ Heav’n I he cried, my bleeding country 
save!— 

Is there no hand on high to shield the brave ? 
Yet, though destruction sweep these lovely 
plains. 

Rise, fellow men ! our country yet rem-iifis! 
Ity that dread name we wave the sword on 
high! 

And swear for her to live!—with her to die ! 

He said, and on the rampart-heights array'd 
His trusty warriors, few, but undismay’d; 
Firni-pac’d and slow, a horrid front they form. 
Still as the breeze, but dreadful as the storm ! 

1 jOW, murni'ring sounds along their banners fly; 
Revenge, or death,—^the watchword ail# reply; 
Then peal’d the notes, omnipotent to charm. 
And the loud tocsin toll’d their last alarm ! 

In vain, alas! in vain, ye gallant few! 

From rank to rank your volley’d thunder 
flew :— 

Oh ! bloodiest picture in the book of time, 
Sarmatia fell, unwept, without a crime i 
Found not a generous friend, a pitying fbe. 
Strength in her arms, nor mercy in her woe ! 
Dropp'd from her nerveless grasp the shatter’d 
spear, & [reer;— 

Clos’d her bright eye, and curb’d her high ca- 
Hope, for a season, bade the world farewell. 
And Freedom ehriek’d->-aB Kosciusko fell I 

The sun went down, nor ceas’d the carnage 
there, 

Tumnltnous ranrder shook the midnight ais— 
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On Prague’s proud arch the Ares of ruin glow, 
His blood-dy’d waters murm’riiig far below ! 
The storm prevails, the rampart yields a way, 
Bursts the wild cry of horror and dismay! 

Hark ! as the smouldering piles with thunder 
fall, 

A thousand shrieks for hopeless mercy call! 
Earth shook—^red meteors flash'd along the sky, 
And conscious Nature shudder'd at the cry 1 
Oh ! righteous Heaven! ere Freedom founds 
p-ave. 

Why slept the sword, omnipotent to save ? 
Where was thine arm, O Vengeance 1 where 
thy rod. 

That smote the foes of Zion and of God; 

That crush’d proud Ammon, when his iron car 
Was yok’d in wrath, and thunder'd from afar 7 
Where was the storm that slumber’d,^!! the 
host y poast; 

Ofblood-stain’d Pharaohrleft their trembling , 
Then bade the deep in wild commotion flow. 
And heav'd an ocean on their march below t 

Departed spirits of the mighty dead ! 

Ye that at Marathon and Leuctrabled! [man. 
Friends of the world ! restore your swords to 
Fight in his sacred cause, and lead the van ! 

Yet for Sarmatia’s tears of blood atone. 

And make her arm puissant as your own ! 

'Oh ! once again to Freedom’s cause return 
The patriot Tell—the Bruce of Bannockburn. 

Yes! thy proud lords, unpitied land, shall 
see 

That man hath yet a soul, and dares be free! 

A little while, along thy saddening plains. 

The starless night of desolation reigns; 

Truth shall restore the light by nature giv’n, 

A tid, like Prometheus, bring the fire of Heav’n !' 
Prone to the dust Oppression shall be hurl'd — 
Her name, her nature, wither'd from the world! 

Ye that the rising morn invidious mark, 

And hate the light—because your deeds are 
dark^ 

Ye that expanding truth invidious view, 

And think, or wish, the song of Hope untrue; 
Perhaps your little hands presume to span 
The march of genius, and the pow’rs of man; 
Perhaps ye watch, at Pride’s unhallow’d shrine,^ 
Her victims, newly slain, and thus divine:— 

“ Here shall thy triumph. Genius, cease, and 
here, [reer.” 

Truth, Science, Virtue, close your short ci- 

Tyrai^s ! in vain ye trace the wizard ring; 

In vain ye limit mind’s unwearied spring; 

What! can ye lull the winged winds ari^. 
Arrest the rolling world, or chain the de^? 

No '.—the wild wave contemns youl* s^epter’d 
hand;— 

It roll’d not back when Canute gave command! 

Man I can thy doom no brighter bquI allow t'- 
Still must thou live a blo;( on nature's brow ? 
Shall war’s polluted banner ne’er be furl'd 7 
Shall crimes and tyrant! CBOse but with the 
world 7 
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What! are thy tQumpha, sacred Truth, belied ? 
Why then hath Plato liv’d—or Sydney died ?— 

• 

Ye fond adorers of departed fame, 

Who warm at Scipio's worth, or Tiilly's name! 
Ye ihat, in fancied vision, can admire 
The sword of Brutus, and the Theban lyre ! 
Wrapt in historic ardor, who adore 
Each classic haunt, and well-remcmber’d shore, 
Where Valor tuned, amid her chosen throng. 
The Thracian trumpet and the Spartan song ; 
Or, wand'ring thence, behold the later charms 
Of England's glory, and Helvetia's arms! 

See Roman fire in Hampden’s bosom swell, 
Aifd fate and freedom in the shaft of Tell * 

’ Say, ye fond zealots to the worth of yore, 

Hath Valor Ifeft the world—^to live no more ? 
No more shall Brutus bid a tyrant die. 

And sternly smile with vengeance in his eye f 
Hampden no more^ when suS'cring Freedom 
calls. 

Encounter fate, and triumph as he fails ? 

Nor Tell disclose, through peril and alarm, 
The might that slumbers in a peasant’s arm 7 

Yes! in that generous cause, for ever strong, 
The patriot's virtue, and the poet’s song. 

Still, as the tide of ages rolls away, 

Shall charm the world, unconscious of decay! 

$151. Gertrude of Wyoming. Campbell. 

The rose of England bloom’d on Gertrude’s 
cheek— [Ler sire 

What though these shades had seen her birth, 
A Briton’s independence taught to seek 
Far western worlds; and there his household 
The light of social love did long inspire, [fire 
And many a halcyon day he lived to sec 
Unbroken, but by one misfortune dire. 

When fate had reft his mutual heart—but she 
Was gone—and Gertrude climb'd a widow'd 
father’s knee.— , 

A lov’d bequest,—and I may half impart. 

To them that feel the strong paternal tie. 

How like a new existence to his heart 
•That living flow’r uprose beneath his eye, 
'^Dear as she was, from cherub infancy. 

From hours when she would round his garden 
play; 

To time when, as the rip’ning years went by, 
..Her lovdy mind could culture well repay, 

And more engaging grew, from pleasing day 
to day. . 

I • W 

paint those thousand infant charms; 
(Unconscious fascination, undesign’d!) 

'The (ffison repeated in his arms. 

For God to bless her sire and all mankind; 
The book, the bosom on his knee reclin’d, 

X)r how sweet fairy •lore he heard her con, 

' ’ (The playmate ere tjie teacher of her mind ;) 
Ail uncompanion’d else her years had gone, 
Till now in Gertrude’s eyes their ninth blue 
summer shone. 

VoE. T. Nos. 81 St 82. 


$ 153. Pint Visit of Oneyda. Cambell. 

.4nd summer was the tide, and sweet the hour, 
When sire and daughter saw, with fleet de¬ 
scent, 

An Indian from bis bark approach their bow'r, 
Of biiskin’d limb, and swarthy lineament; 

The red wild feathers on his brow were blent, 
And bracelets bound the arm that help’d to 
light 

A boy, who seem’d, as he beside him went. 

Of Christian vesture, and complexion bright, 
Led by his dusky guide, like morning brought 
by night. 

Yet pensive seem’d the boy for one so young— 
The dimple from his polish’d cheek had fled ; 
When, leaning on his forest-bow, unstrung, 
Th’ Oneyda warrior to the planter said, 

And laid Ins hand upon the stripling's head . 
“Peace be to thee! my words this belt ap¬ 
prove ; 

The paths of peace my steps have hither led : 
This litWe nursling, take him to thy love, 

And shield the bir^ unfledg’d, since gone the 
pareii^dove. 

“ Christian ! I am the foennan of thy foe; 

Our wampum league thy brethren did embrace | 
Upon the Michigan, three moons ago. 

We launch’d our'pirogues for the bison chase, 
And with the Hurons planted for a space. 
With .."lie and faithful hands, the olive stalk ; 
But snakes am in the bosoms of their race. 
.\nd though they held with us a friendly talk, 
The hollow peace-tree fell beneath their to¬ 
mahawk I 

“ It was encamping on the lake’s far port, 

A cry of Arcouski broke our sl^ep, 

Where storm'd an ambush’d foe thy nation's 
And rapid, rapid whoops came o'er the deep; 
But long thy country’s war-sign on the steep 
Appear d through ghastly intervals of light j 
And deathfully their thunders seem’d to sweep. 
Till utter darkness swallow’d up the sight, 

As if a show'r of blood had quench’d the fiery 
fight! 

“ It slept—it rose again—on high their tow'r 
Sprung upwards like a torch to light the skies, 
Then down again it rain’d an ember show’r, 
And louder lamentations heard we rise : 

As when the evil Manitou that dries 
Til’ Ohio woods, consumes them in bis ire. 

In vain the desolated panther flies, 

And howls amidst his wilderness of fire : 

Alas! too late, wc reach’d and smote thoM 
Hurons dire! 

“ But as^he fox beneath the nobler hound. 

So died their warriors by our battle-brand; 
And from the tree we with her child unbound 
A lonely mother of the Christian land— 

Her lord—the captain of the British band— 
Amidst the slaughter of his soldiers lay. 

Scarce knew the widow our deliv'ring hand ; 
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Upon her child ahe aobb’d, and swoon’d sway, 
Or shriek'd unto the God to whom the Chria- 
tiana pray. 

" Ohr virgina fed her with their kindly bowls 
Of fever-balm, and sweet sagamit^ j 
But she was journeying to the land of souls, 
And lifted up her dying head to pray 
That we should bid an ancient friend convey 
Her orphan to his home of England’s shore; 
And take, she said, this token far away. 

To one that will remember us of yore. 

When he beholds the ring that Waidegrave’s 
Julia wore. 

And I, the eagle of my tribe, have rush'd 
With this lorn dove.”—A sage’s self command 
Had quell'd the tears from Albert’s heart that 
gush'd; 

But yet his cheek—his agitated hand— 

That shower'd upon the stranger of the land 
No common boon, in grief but ill-beguil’d 
A soul that was not wont to be unmann’d; 

" And stay,” he cried, “ dear pilgrim of the 
wild! (child!— 

Preserver of my old, mx.boon companion’s 

" Child of a race whose name my bosom warms. 
On earth’s remotest bounds how welcome 
here I [arms. 

Whose mother oft, a child, has filled these 
Young as thyself, and innocently dear. 

Whose grandsire was my early life’s compeer. 
Ah ! happiest home of England’s happy clime! 
How beautiful ev’n now thy scenes appear. 

As in the noon and sunshine of my prime I 
How gone like yesterday these thrice ten years 
of time 1 

And, Julia! when thou wert like Gertrude 
now, 

Can I forget thee, fav’rite child of yore 7 
Or thought I, in thy father’s house when thou 
Wert l^htesUhearted on his festive floor. 

And first of all his hospitable door. 

To meet and kiss me at my journey’s end; 

But where was I when Waldegrave was no 
more 7 

And thou didst pale thy gentle head extend. 

In woes, that ev’n the tribe of deaerta%as thy 
friend!” 

He said—and strain’d unto his heart the boy: 
Far differently the mute Oneyda took 
His calumet of peace, and cup of joy; 

As monumental bronze unchang’d his look: 

A soul that pity touch’d, but never shook: 
Train’d, from his tree-rock’d cradle to his bier. 
The fierce extremes of good and ill to brook 
Impassive—fearing but the shame of fear— 

A stoic of the woods—a man without a tear. 

1 ' 

$ 163. Second Vtsit tf Oneyda. Campbell. 
Nigbt came,—and in their lighted bow’r, full 
late. 

The joy of converse had endur’d—when, hark! 
Abnqit and loud, a summons shook their gate! 
And, heedless of the dog’s obstrep’rons bark, 


[Booxalr', 

A form has rush’d amidst them fVom the dark. 
And spread his arms—and fell upon the floor; 
Of ag^ strength his limbs retain'd the mark } 
But desolate he look’d, and famish’d poor. 

As ever shipwreck'd wretch lone left an d esert 
shore. 

Upris’n, each wond’ring brow is knit and 
arch’d: 

IA spirit from the dead they deem hipi first; 

To speak he tries j but quivering, pale, and 
parch’d, [curs’d^ 

From lips, as by some pow’rless dream ac- 
Emotions unintelligible burst; 

And long his filmed eye is red and dim; 

At length the pity-proffer’d cup his thirst 
Had half assuag’d, and nerv’d hth shuddering 
limb, [knew not him— 

When Albert’s hand he grasp’d ;—^but^lbert 

I • 

“ And hast thou then forgot,” (he cried forlorn. 
And ey’d the group with half indignant air) 

“ Oh! hast thou, Christian chief, forgot the 
morn 

When 1 with thee the cup of peace did share 1 
Then stately was this head, and dark this hair. 
That now is white as Appalachia’s snow ; 

But, if the weight of fifteen years’ despair. 

And age hath bow’d me, and the tort’riiig foe, 
Bring me my boy—and he will his deliverer 
know!” 

It was not long, with eyes and heart of flame. 
Ere Henry to his lov’d Oneyda flew; 

“Bless thee, my guide !"—but backward, as 
he came. 

The chief his old bewilder’d head withdrew, 
And grasp’d his arm, and look’d and look’d 
him through. [control— 

’Twns strange—nor could the group a smile 
The long, the doubtful scrutiny to view :— 

At last delight o’er all his features stole; 

“ It is—^my own,” he cried, and clasp’d him to 
his soul. 

“ Yes! thou rccall’at my pride of years, for 
then 

The bowrAring of my spirit was not slack. 
When, spite of woods, and floods, and am>^ 
bush’d men, 

I bore thee like the quiver on my back. 

Fleet as the whirlwind hurries on the rack; 
Nor foeman then, nor cougar’s crouch I fear'd.. 
For I was strong as mountain cataract: 

.And dost: thou not remember how we cheer’d 
Upon the last hill-top, when trhite mei^L huts 
appear’d 7 

“ ’Then welcome be my death-song, sod my 
death! 

Since I have seen thee, and again embrac’d.”— 
And longer had he speat his toil-worn breath f 
But with aflectionate and eager haste, 

Was every arm outstretchM around their guest, 
To welcome and to bless his aged hMd. 

Soon was the hosjutable banquet plac’d; 
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And Gertrude's Jovelj hands a balsam shed 
On wounds, with fever'd joy that more profuse- 
* ly hied. 

“ But this is not a time,"—^he started up 
And smote his breast with woe4enouneing 
hand— 

" This is no time to fill the joyous cup, 

The Mammoth comes,—the foe,—^the Mon> 

• ster Brandt,— 

With all his howling desolating band;— 
These eyes have seen their bl^e, and burning 
pine. 

Awake at once, and silence half your land. 
Kdd is the cup they drink; but not with wine: 
* Awake, and watch to-night, or see no morning 
shinef 

“ Scorning to wield the hatchet for his bribe, 
'Gainst Brandt himself I went to battle forth : 

> Accursed Brandt! he left of all my tribe 
Nor man, nor child, nor thing of living birth : 
No! not the dog, that watch’d my household 
hearth, 

Escap’d that night of blood, upon our plains' 
All perish’d I—I alone am left on earth ! 

To whom nor relative nor blood remains, 

No!—not a kindred drop that runs in human 

* veins! 

• 

“ But go!—and rouse your warriors; for, if 
right 

These old bewilder'd eyes could guess, by signs 
Of strip'd and starred banners, on yon height 
Of eastern cedars, o’er the creek of pines— 
Some fort embattled by your country shines : 
Deep roars th' innavigable gulph below 
Its squared rock, and palisaded lines. 

Go ! seek the light its warlike beacons show ; 
Whilst I in ambush wait, for vengeance, and 
the foe !’’ 

Scarce had he utter'd—when heaven’s verge 
extreme • 

Reverberates the bomb’s descending star,— 
And sounds that mingled laugh,—and shout,— 
and scream,— 

To freexe the blood, in one discordant jar, 
;*Rung to the pealing thunderbolts of war. 
'Whoop after whoop with rack the ear assail’d; 
. As if unearthly fiends had burst their bar; 
While rapidly the marksman’s shot prevail 'd:— 
And aye, as if fbr death, some lonely trumpet 
wail’d. 

s 

$ 154. OuMlissi’s Song. Campbell. 

I could weepth’ Oneyda chief 
His dipciflit wildly thus begun",— 

** But that I may not stain with grief 
The death-song of my father’s son 
Or bow this head in woe; 

, For, by my wrongs, and by my wrath! 
To-morrow AreouskVs breath 
(That fires yon heav’n with storms of death), 
•Shall light us to the foe: 


And we shall share, my Christian biqr! 

The foeman’s blood, the avenger’s ji^l 

" But thee, my flow’r, whose breath was g^v’n 
By milder genii o’er the deep, 

The spirits of the white man's heav’n 
Forbid not thee to weep 
Nor will the Christian host. 

Nor will thy father's spirit grieve 
To see thee, on the battle’s eve. 

Lamenting, take a mournful leave 
Of her who lov’d thee most: 

She was the rainbow to thy sight! 

Thy sun—^thy heav’n—of lost delight! 

" To-morrow let us do or die ! 

But when the bolt of death is hurl’d, 

Ah ! whither then with thee to dy. 

Shall Outalissi roam the world 1 
Seek we thy once-lov’d home 7— 

The hand is gone that cropt its flowers: 
Unheard their clock repeats its hours! 

Cold is the hearth within their bow’rs ! 

And sh^ld we thither roam. 

Its echoes and its empty tre^ 

Would sound iike#oices from the dead! 

“ Or shall we cross yon mountains blue. 
Whose streams my kindrfid nation qua^d; 
And by my side, in battle true, 

A thousand warriors drew the shaft 7 
Ah! there, in desolation cold, 

The desert serpent dwells alone. 

Where grass o’ergrows each mouldering bone. 
And stones themselves to ruin grown. 

Like me, are death-like old. 

Then seek we not their camp—for there 
The silence dwells of my despair! 

" But hark, the trump!—to-morrow thou 
In glory’s fires shaft dry thy tears; 

Ev’n from the land of shadows now 
My father’s awful ghost appears. 

Amidst the clouds that round us roll; 

He bids my soul for battle thirst— 
lie bids me dry the last—the first— 

The only tears that ever burst 
From Outalissi’s soul; 

Because 1 may not stain with grief 
The death-song of an Indian chief." 

$ 155. Field-Keeping. Bloomfield. 

Shot up from broad rank blades that droop 
below. 

The nodding wheat-ear forms a graceful bow. 
With milky kernels starting full, weigh’d 
down, [brown j 

Ere yet the sun hath ting’d its h^ with 
Whilst thousands in a flock, for ever gay. 

Loud chirping sparrows welcome in the day. 
And froA the mazes of the leafy thorn 
Drop one by one upon the bending com. 

Giles with a pole assails their close retreats. 
And round the grass-grown dewy border beats; 
On either side comphrtely overspread. 

Here branches bend, there com o'ertope hi* 
head. 


2aS 
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Green covert, hail! for through the vai^'ing 

year 

No hours BO sweet, no scene to him so dear. 
Here wisdom’s placid eye delighted sees 
His frequent intervals of lonely ease. 

And with one ray his infant soul inspires. 

Just kindling there her never-dying fires, 
Whence solitude deriv.es peculiar charms, 

And heaven-directed thought his bosom warms. 
Just where the parting bough's light shadows 
play, 

Scarce in the shade, nor in the scorching ray. 
Stretch’d on the turf he lies, a peopled bed, 
Where swarming insects creep around his 
head. 

The small dust-color’d beetle climbs with pain 
O'er the smooth plantain-leaf, a spacious 
plain! [vey’d. 

Thence higher still, countless steps con- 
He gains the summit of a shivering blade, 

'And flirts his filmy wings, and looks around. 
Exulting in his distance from the ground. 

The tender speckled moth here dancing seen. 
The vaulting grasshopper of glossy green. 

And all prolific Summer’s sporting train. 

Their little lives by various powers sustain. 

But what can unassisted vision do ? 

What, but recoil where most it would pursue— 
His patient gaze but finish with a sigh— 

When music waking speaks the sky-lark nigh ! 
Just starting from the corn, he cheerly sings, 
And trusts with conscious pride his downy 
wings; 

Still louder breathes, and in the face of day 
Mounts up, and calls on Giles to mark his way. 
Close to his eyes his bat he instant bends. 

And forms a friendly telescope, that lends 
Just aid enough to dull the glaring light. 

And place the wand’ring bird before his sight. 
That oft beneath a light cloud sweeps along. 
Lost for a while, yet pours the varied song : 
The eye still follows, and the cloud moves by. 
Again he stretches up the clear blue sky; 

His form, his motion, undistinguish’d quite. 
Save when he wheels direct from shade to 
light: 

E’en then the songster, a mere speck t»deem. 
Gliding like fancy’s bubbles in a dream. 

The gazer sees; but, yielding to repose, 
Unwittingly his jaded eyelids close. 

Delicious sleep I From sleep who could for¬ 
bear, [care 1 

With no more guilt than Giles, and no more 
Peace o’er his slumbers waves her guardian 
wing. 

Nor conscience once disturbs him with a sting; 
He waken reftesh’d from every trivial pain. 
And takes his pole, and brushes roun^ again. 

$ 166. Jfipearanea qfa Winter Sky. 

Bloomfield. 

In part these nightly terrors to dispel, 
Giles, ere he sleeps, his little flock must 'tell. 
From the fire-side with many a shrug he hies. 
Glad if the fuU-orb’d moon salute his eyes, 


And through th’ unbroken stiHness cf the night 
Shed on his path her beams of cheering hght. 
With saunt’ring step he climbs the distant 
stile. 

Whilst all around him wears a placid smile; 
There views the white rob’d clouds in clusters 
driven. 

And all the glorious pageantry of heaven. 

Low, on the utmost bound’ry of the sight,. 

The rising vapours catch the silver light; 
Thence fancy measures, as they p.irtiiig fly. 
Which first will throw its shadow on the eye. 
Passing the source of light; and thence away. 
Succeeded quick by brighter still than they. 
Far yet above these wafted clouds aie seen 
(In a remoter sky, still more 6erft..ie,)_ 

Others, detach’d in ranges through the air, 
Spotless as snow, and countless as <|bcy're 
fair ; 

Scatter'd immensely wide from east to west, 
The beauteous semblance of a flock at rest. 
These, to the raptur'd mind, aloud proclaim 
Their mighty Shepherd’s everlasting name. 

$ 157. Peter Grimes. Crabbe. 

Old Peter Grimes made fishing his employ. 
His wife he cabin’d with him and his boy, 

And seem’d that life laborious to enjoy: 

To town come quiet Peter with his fish, 

And had of all a civil word and wish. 

He left his trade upon the Sabbath-day, 

And took young Peter in his hand to pray : 

But soon the stubborn boy from care broke 
loose, 

At first refus’d, then added his abuse : 

His father’s love he scorn’d, his power defied. 
But, being drunk, wept sorely when he died. 
Yes! then he wept, and to his mind there 
came 

Much of his conduct, and he felt the shame,— 
How he had oft the good old man revil'd. 

And never paid the duty of a child; 

How, when the father in his Bible read. 

He in contempt and anger left the shed ; 

“ It is the Word of Life,” the parent cried ; 

—“ This is the life itself,’’ the boy replied; 
And, while old Peter in amazement stood. 
Gave the hot spirit to his boiling blood :— 
How he, with oath and furious speech, began 
To prove his freedom, and assert the man; 
And, when the parent check’d his impious rage; 
How he had curs'd the tyranny of age,— 

Nay, oncO had dealt the sacri|egions blow 
On his bare head, and laid hia''parcnt loB^ 
The father groan’d —“ If thou art old,”Bai(Kt'; 
“ And hast a son—thou wilt remember jpe : 
Thy mother left me in a happy time, 

Thou kill'dst not her—Heav’n spares the double 
crime.” 

On an inn-settle, in his maudlin grief. 

This he revolv'd, and drank for his relief. 

Now liv'd the youth in freedom, but debarr’d 
From constant pleasure, and he thought it 
hard; 
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Hard that he could not every wish obey, 
BuUmust awhile relinquish ale and play; 

Hard ! that he could not to his cards attenif, 
But must acquire the money lie would spend. 

With greedy eye he look’d on all he saw. 

He knew not justice, and he laugh'd at law; 
Ou all he mark’d, he stretch’d his ready 
hand; , 

Ho fish'd by water, and he filched by land; 

Oft in the night has Peter dropp'd his oar, 

Fled from his boat, and sought for prey on 
shore; 

Oft up the hedge-row glided on his back, 
Bearing the orchard’s produce in a sack, 

* Or farm-yard load, tugg’d fiercely from the 
Bfack^ 

And as these wrongs to greater numbers rose, 
The more he look’d on all men as his foes. 

He built a mud-vall’d hovel, where he kept 
His various wealth, and tliere he ofttimes 
slept; 

But no success could please his cruel soul, 

He wish’d for one to trouble and control; 

He wanted some obedient boy to stand, 

And bear the blow of his outrageous hand; 
And hoped to find, in some propitious hour, 

A feeling creature subject to his power. 

Peter had heard there were in London then,— 
Still have they being?—workhouse-clearing 
men, ^ 

Who, undisturb'd by feelings' just or kind. 
Would parish boys to needy tradesmen bind: 
They in their want a trifliug sum would take, 
And toiling slaves of piteous orphans make. 
Such Peter sought, and, when a lad was 
found, [bound. 

The sum was dealt him, and the slave was 
Some few in towm observ’d in Peter's trap 
A buy with jacket blue and woollen cap; 

But none inquir'd how Peter us’d the 
Or what the bruise that made the stripling 
stoop; ^ 

None could the ridges on his back behold, 
None sought him shlv’ring in the winter’s 
cold; [give 

None put the question,—“ Peter, dost thou 
.«The boy his food ?—What, man ! the lad must 
“• live; 

Consider, Peter, let the child have bread: 

He ’ll serve thee better if he's strok’d and fed.” 
None reason’d thus—and some, on bearing 
cries, 

Said calmly, “ Grimes is at his exercise.” 
Pi|}n’d, beat^, cold, pinch’d, threaten’d, 
abus’d— 

^^SS^iForts punish'd, and his food refus’d,— 
Awakf tdimented,—soon arous'd from sleeps 
Struck if he wept, and yet compell’d to weep,— 
The trembling boy dropp’d down, and strove to 
. pray, 

Receiv’d a blow, and trembling turn’d away, 
Or sobb’d and hid Ms piteous face i —while he, 
The savage master, griiin’d in horrid glee: 
yHe 'd now the power he ever lov’d to show, 

A fteliag being rabject to his blow. 


Thus liv’d the lad, in hunger, peril, pain. 

His tears despis’d, his supplications vain; 
Compell’d by fear to lie, by need to steal, 

His bed uneasy, and unblest his meal. 

For three sad years the boy his tortures bore, 
And then his pains and trials were no more. 

” How died he, Peter ?” when the people 
said, 

He growl’d— “ I found him lifeless in his bed.” 
Then tried for softer tone, and sigh’d," Poor 
Sam is dead !” [ask’dy— 

Yet murmurs were there, and some questions 
How he was fed, how punish’d, and how task’d ? 
Much they suBpected, but they little prov’d, 
And Peter pass’d untroubled and unmov'd. 

Another boy with equal ease was found. 

The money granted, and the victim bound; 
And what his fate !—One night it chanc'd 'ae 
fell 

From the boat's mast, and perish’d in her well, 
Where fish were living kept, and where the 
b^y 

(So reason’d men) could not himi^lf destroy:— 
“ Yes! BO it w^,” said Peter, *■ in his play, 
(For he wasadle both by night and day,) 

He climb’d the main-mast, and then'lell be¬ 
low — [blow ■ 

Then show’d his corpse, and pointed to the 
“ What said the jury V —they were long in 
doubt, 

But sturdy Peter faced the matter out: 

So they dismiss'd him, saying at the time, 

“ Keep fast your hatchway when you’ve boys 
who climb.” 

This hit the conscience, and he color’d more 
Than for the closest questions put before. 

Thus all his fears the verdict set aside, 

And at the slave-shop Peter still applied. 

Then came a boy, of manners soft and 
mild,— [child; 

Our seamen’s wives with grief beheld the 
All thought (the poor themselves) that he wa.*! 
one 

Of gentle blood, some noble sinner’s son, 

Who had, belike, deceiv'd some humble maid, 
Whom he had first seduc’d, and then be¬ 
tray’d :— 

However this, he seem’d a gracious lad, 

In grief submissive, and with patience sad. 

Passive he labor’d, till his slender frame 
Bent with his loads, and he at length wat 
lame: [long 

Strange that a frame so weak could bear so 
The grossest insult, and the fodest wrong: 
But there were causes—in the town they gave 
Fire, food, and comfort, to the gentle slave; 
And though stern Peter, with a cruel band. 
And kndited rope, enforc’d the rude command, 
Yet he consider’d what be’d lately felt. 

And his vile blows with selfish pity dealt. 

One day such draughts the cruel fishex 
made, 

He could not vend them in his Borough-tzads, 
But sail'd for London-mart: the boy wsus ill, 
But ever humbled to his master's will } 
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And on the river, where they smoothly sail’d, 
He strovwwith terror, and awhile prevail'd; 
But new to danger on the angry sea. 

He clung aiTrighten'd to his master’s knee: 
The boat grew leaky, and the wind was strong, 
Rough was the passage, and the time was long; 
His liquor fail’d, and Peter's wrath arose,— 
No more is known—^the rest we must suppose. 
Or learn of Peter:—Peter says, he “ spied 
The stripling’s danger, and for harbor tried; 
Meantime the Ash and then th’ apprentice 
died." 

The pitying women rais’d a clamor round, 
And weeping said, “ Thou hast thy ’prentice 
drown'd.’’ [hall. 

Now the stem man was summon’d to the 
To tell his tale before the burghers all : 

He gave th’ account; profess’d the lad he lov’d, 
And kept his brazen features all unmov'd. 

The mayor himself with tone severe re¬ 
plied,— 

" Henceforth with thee shall never boy abide; 
Hire thee a freeman, whom thou durst not beat, 
But who, in thy despite, wfll sleep and eat: 
Free thou ert now!—again shou'id’st thou ap¬ 
pear, »* [vere.” 

Thou’lt find thy sentence, like thy soul, se- 
Alas! for Peter not a helping band. 

So was be hated, could he now command; 
Alone ha row’d Us boat, alone he east 
His nets bMide, or made hie anchor fast; 

To hold a rope or bear a curse was none,— 

He toil’d and rail’d; he groan’d and swore 
alone. 

Thus by himself compell'd to IWe each day, 
To wait for certain hours the tide’s delay; 

At the same times the same dull views to «ee. 
The bounding marsh-bank, and the blighted 
tree; 

The water only, when the tides were high, 
When low, the mud half cover’d and half dry; 
The son-burnt tar that blistors on the planks. 
And bank side stakes in their uneven ranks; 
Heaps of entangled weeds that slowly float, 

As the tide rolls by the impeded boat, [da^. 
When tides were neap, and, in the sultry 
Through the tall bounding mud-banks made 
their way. 

Which on each side rose swelling, and below 
The dark warm flood ran silently and alow;' 
There anchoring, Peter chose from man to 
hide. 

There hang his bead, and view the lazy tide 
In its hot slimy channel slowly glide; 

Where the smUl eels, that left the deeper way 
For the warm shore, within the shallows playj 
Where gaping muscles, left upon the mud, 
filope their slow passage to the falleii flood 
Here dull and hoj^less he’d lie down and trace. 
How sidelong crabs hod crawl’d their crooked 
Or sadly listen to the tuneless cry [race; 
Of fishing gull, or clanging golden-eye; 

What tim the aea-bir& to the marsh would 
eome. 

And the lead hittarn, from the bulmsh home,, 


Gave from the salt ditch side the bellowing 
boom; N [duce. 

He nurs'd the feelings these doll scenes pro- 
And lov’d to step beside the opening sluice, 
Where the small stream, confin’d in narrow 
bound. 

Ran with a dull, unvaried, sadd'ning sound; 
Where all, presented to the eye or ear, 
Oppress’d the soul with misery, grief, and ienr. 
Reside these objects, there were places 
three, [see; 

Which Peter seem’d with certain dread to 
When he drew near them, he would turn fi;om 
each, 

And loudly whistle till he pass’d dhe reach. 

A change of scene to him brought no relief; 
In town, 'twas plain, men took him fur Athief: 
'J'he sailors' wives would stop him in themreet. 
And say, “ Now, Peter, thou ’at no boy to 
beat 

Infanta at play, when they perceiv'd him, ran, 
Warning each other—^“That’s the wicked 
man." 

He growl'd an oath, and in an angry tone 
Curs’d the whole place, and wish'd to be alone. 

Alone he was, the aame dull scenes in view. 
And still more gloomy in his sight they grew: 
Though man he hated, yet employ’d alone 
At bootless labor, he would swear and groan. 
Cursing the sho&iB that glided by the spot. 

And gulls that caught them when his arts 
could not. [frame. 

Cold nervous tremblings shook his sturdy 
And strange disease—he could’nt say the name; 
Wild were his dreams, and oft he rose in 
fright, 

Wak’d by his view of honors in the night,— 
Horrors that would the sternest minds amaze, 
Horrors that demons might be proud to ni'^e * 
And, tliough he felt forsaken, griev’d at heart. 
To think he. liv’d from all mankind apart; 

Yet, if a men approach’d, in terron he would 
start. 

A winter pass’d since Veter saw the town, 
And summer lodgers were agsin come down; 
These, idly curious, with their gWes spied 
The ships in bay ns anchor'd for the tide,— 
The river’s craft,—the bustle of the quay,--.. 
And aea-port views, which landmen love tp 
see. 

One, up the river, had a man and boat 
Seen day by day, now anchor'd, now afloat; 
Fisher ho seem’d, yet ua’d no net nor hook ; 
Of sea-fowl swimming by no'^iieed he took, 

But op the gliding waves still fix'd 
look: „ 

At certain stationa he would view the ktream, 
Aa if he ptord bewilder’d in a dream. 

Or that some power had chain’d him for a time, 
To feel a curse, or meditate on crime. 

This known, some ciyjous, some in pity 
went, [repent 7" 

And others question’d—^' Wretch, dost thou 
He heard, he trembled, and in ibar resign’d 
His boat: oaw terror W’d bb mdpia y 
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Forioiw he grew, ud np the eountiy raa, But dream it waa not; no!—I fix’d my eyea 
And there they aeiz’d him—a diatemper’d On the mid stream, and saw the apirita rise} 
man[ saw my father on the water stand, 

<Him we receiv’d, and to a pariah bed, And hold a thin pale boy in either hand; 

Follow’d and curs’d, the groaning man was led. And there they glided ghastly on the top 
Here when they saw him, whom they us'd Of the salt flood, and never touch’d a drop: 
to shun, 1 would have struck them, but they knew th’ 

A lost, lone man, so harass’d and undone: intent. 


Our gentle females, ever prompt to feel. 
Perceiv’d compassion on their anger steal; 

His crimes they could not from their memories 
blot. 

But they were griev’d, and trembled at his lot. 
A priest too came, to whom his words are 
. told; 

And all the«signs they shudder’d to behold. 

“ Lodk! look !’’ they cried; “ his limbs with 
horror shake, [make! 

And as he grinds his teeth, what noise they 
How glare his angry eyes, and yet he's not 
awake: 

See! what cold drops upon his forehead stand, 
And how he clenches that broad bony hand.” 

The priest, attending, found he spoke at times 
As one alluding to his fears and crimes: 

It was the fall,” he mutter’d ; ” I can show 
The manner how—I never struck a blow;”— 
And then aloud—" Unhand me, free my chain ; 
On oath, he fell—it struck him to the brain 
Why ask my father ?—^that old man will swear 
Against my life j besides, he wasn’t there *.— 
What, all agreed ?—Am I to die to-day ?— 
My lord, in mercy, give me time to pray.” 
Then, as they watch’d him, calmer he be¬ 
came. 

And grew so weak he couldn't move his frame, 
But murmuring spake,—while they could see 
and hear 

The start of terror, and the groan of fear; 

See the large dew-beads on his forehead rise. 
And the cold death-drop glaze his sunken 
eyes i 

Nor yet he died, but, with unwonted force. 
Seem'd with some fancied being to discourse; 
He knew not us, or, with accustom’d art, | 
He hid the knowledge, yet expos’d his heart; 
'Twas part confession, and the rest defence, 

\ A madman’s tale with gleams of waking sense. 
“ I’ 11 tell you all,” he said, “ the very day 
When the old man first plac’d them in my 
way: 

My father’s spirit—he who always tried 
To give me trouble, when he liv’d and died— 
When he was ^ne, he could not bs content 
To Me my day! In painful labor spent, 
^g&iCwould sf^int hu meetings, and he made 
Me watgh at these, and so neglect my trade. 

" *Tw 8 s one hot noon, all silent, still, serene, 
No living being had I lately seen; 

1 paddled up and down, andriipp’d my net, 

' But (such his pleasure) 1 could nothing get,— 
* A father’s pleasure, when his toil was done. 
To plague and torture thus an only son! 

A^d so I sat, and look’d upon the stream. 
How it tan «m, and &lt as in a dream: 


And smil’d upon the oar, and down they went. 

" Now, from that day, whenever 1 began 
To dip my net, there stood the hard old man— 
He and those boys: I humbled me, and pray’d 
They would be gone 3 —^they heeded not, but 
stay’d . 

Nor could I turn, nor would the boat go by 3 
Rut gazing on the spirits, there was I : 

They bade me leap to death, but 1 was loth 
to die ; 

And every day, as sure as day arose, [close; 
Would these three spirits meet me ere the 
To hear and mark them daily was my doom, 
And ' come,’ they said, with weak, sad voices, 
hcome.’ 

To row away with all my strength I trj *1. 

But there weie they, hard by mein il.r MJe. 
The three ifkibodied forms—and * come,' i.till 
‘ come,’ they crie*}. 

" Fathers should pity—but this old man vhook 
His hoary locks, and froze me by a look : 
Thrice, when 1 struck them, through the water 
came 

A hollow groan, that weaken’d all my frame ' 

‘ Father!’ said 1, ‘ have mercy —He replied, 

I know not what—^the angry spirit lied,— 

‘ Didst thou not draw thy knife V said he 
’Twas true. 

But I had pity, and my arm withdrew: 

He cried for mercy, which I kindly gave, 

But he has no compassion in his grave. 

" There were three places, where they ever 
rose,— 

The whole long river has not such as those,— 
Places accurs’d, where, if a man remain. 

He ’ll see the things which strike him to the 
brain; 

And there they made me on my paddle lean, 
And look at them for hours 3 —accursed scene! 
When they would glide to that smooth eddy- 
space. 

Then bid me leap, and join them in the place 3 
And at my groans each little villain sprite 
Enjoy'd my pains, and vanish’d in delight. 

" In one fierce summer day, when my poor 
brain 

Was burning hot, and cruel was my pain. 
Then came this father foe, and there he stood 
With his two boys again upon the flood 3 
There was more mischief in their eyes, more 
|Jeo 

In their pale faces, when they glar’d at me : 
Still did they force me on the oar to rest. 

And when they saw me fainting and oppress’d, 
He, with his hand, the old man, scoop’d the 
flood, [Uood; 

And there came flame about him mix’d with 
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He bade me stoop, and look upon the plaee, 
Then flung the hot-ted liquor in my face; 
Burning it Idaz’d. and tlien I roar’d for pain, 

1 thought the demons would have turn’d my 
brain. 

Still there they stood, and forc’d me to 
behold 

A place of horrors—^they cannot be told— 
Where the flood open'd, there I heard the 
shriek 

Of tortur’d guilt—no earthly tongue can speak: 
‘ Ail days alike ! for ever!’ did they say, 

' And unr^mitted torments, every day’— 

Yes, so they said —But here he ceas’d, and 
gaz’d 

On all around, affrighten’d and amaz’d; 

And still he tried to speak, and look'd in dread 
Of frighten’d females gathering round his bed; 
Then dropt e.vhau8ted, and appear'd at rest, 
Till the strong foe the vital powers possess'd; 
Then with an inward, broken voice he cried. 
Again they come,” and mutter'd as he died. 

A 

$ 158. On seeing the Sun rise on Mont Blanc. 

t Coleridge. 

Awake, my soul! not only passive praise 
Thou owest! not alone these swelling tears. 
Mute thanks and secret ecstasy ! Awake, 
■Voice of sweet song! Awake, my heart, awake' 
Green vales and icy clifis, all join my hymn. 
Thou, first and chief, sole sovereign of the 
vale! 

O struggling with the darkness all the night. 
And visited all night by troops of stars. 

Or when they climb the sky, or when they 
sink : 

Companion of the Morning>star at dawn, 
Thyself Earth’s rosy star, and of the dawn 
Co-herald! wake, O wake, and utter praise! 
Who sank thy sunless pillows deep in Earth ? 
Who fill’d thy countenance with rosy light 7 
Who made thee parent of perpetual streams 7 
And you, ye five wild torrents fiercely glad ! 
Who call’d you forth from hight and utter 
death. 

From dark and icy caverns call'd you forth, 
Down those precipitous, black, jaggedweks. 
For ever shatter’d, and the same for ever 7 
Who gave you your invulnerable life. 

Your strength, your speed, your fury, and 
your joy. 

Unceasing thunder, and eternal foam 7 
AnClvho commanded (and the silence came). 
Here let the billows stiffen, and have rest 7 
Ye ice-falls! ye that from the mountain’s 
Adown enormous ravines slope amain— [brow 
Torrents, methinks, that beard a mighty voice. 
And stopp’d at once amid their ^addest 
plunge! 

Motionless torrents! silent cataracts! 

Who made you glorious as the gates of Heaven 
Beneath the keen full moon 7 Who bade the 
■on [flowers 

Clothe yon with rainbows 7 Who, with living 
lOf loveliest h«e, spread garlands at your feet 7 
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God! let the torrents, like a shoot of nations. 
Answer! and let the ice-plains echo, God ■ 

God ! sing ye meadow-streams with gladsome 
voice! [aounda'l 

Ye pine-groves, with your soft and soul-like 
And they too have a voice, yon piles of snow. 
And in their perilous fall shall thunder, God ! 

Ye livery flowers that skirt th’ eternal frost! 

Ye wild goats sporting round the eagle’s nest! 

Ye eagles, playmates of the mountain-storm! 

Ye lightnings, the dread arrows of the clouds! 

Ve signs and wonders of the elements! 

Utter forth God, and fill the hills with praise! 
Once more, hoar mount! with thy sky-pokit- 
ing peaks. 

Oft from whose feet, the avalanche, unheard. 
Shoots downward, glittering thro' the pure se¬ 
rene, ^ 

Into the depth of clouds that veil thy breast— 
Thou too again, stupendous mountain ! thou, > 
That, as 1 raise my head, a while bow’d low 
In adoration, upward from thy base [tears, 
Slow-travelling with dim eyes suffus’d with 
Solemnly seemest, like a vapory cloud. 

To rise before me.—Rise, O ever rise. 

Rise, like a cloud of incense, from the earth' 
Thou kingly spirit throned among the hills, 

Thou dread ambassador from Earth to Hba- 
* ven. 

Great Hierarch ! tell thou the silent sky, 

And tell the stars, and tell yon rising sun, 

Earth, with her thousand voices, praises God! 

() 159. The Story qf Margaret. — Conclusion. 

Wordsworth. 

1 RETURNED, 

And took my rounds along this road again, 

Ere on its sunny bank the primrose flower 
Peeped forth, to give an earnest of the spring. 

1 found her sad and drooping; she had learned 
No tidings of her husband; if he lived 
She knew not that he lived; if he were dead 
She knew n 6 t he was dead. She seemed the 
same 

In person and appearance; but her house 
Bespske a sleepy hand of negligence. 

The floor was neither dry nor neat, the hearth . 
Was comfortless, and her email lot of books, ' 
Which, in the cottage window, heretofore. 

Had been piled op against the corner panes . 
in seemly order, now, with straggling leaves 
Lay scattered here and there, open or shut, . 
As they had chanced to fall. Her infant babe 
Had from tts mother caught tlm trick of grief, 
And sighed among its playthingk. Once,ra|un 
I turned towards the garden gate, and Bavr^SiKi^ 
More plainly still, that poverty and gaef 
Were now come nearer to her: weeds disced 
The hardened soil, and knots of withered 
grass; 

No ridges there appeared of clear black mould, 

No winter greenness; of Iwr herbs and flow- * 
era. 

It seemed the better part were gnawed away 
Or trampled into earth; a chain of straw, '' 
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Which had been twined about the elender 
Btem 

Of i young apple-tree, lay at its root; 

Che bark was nibbled round b^ iruant sheep. 
—Margaret stood near, her infant in her arms, 
And, noting that my eye was on the tree. 

She said, " I fear it will be dead and gone 
Ere Robert come again.” Towards the bouse 
Together we returned j and she inquired 
If I had any hope:—^but for her babe. 

And ibr her little orphan boy, she said. 

She had no wish to live,—that she must die 
Of sorrow. Yet I saw the idle loom 
Styi in its place \ his Sunday garments hung 
Upon the self-same nail; his very staff 
Stood unditfurbed behind the door. And 
when, 

In bleak December, I retraced this way. 

She told me that her little babe was dead. 

And she was left alone. She now, released 
From her maternal cares, had taken up 
The employment common through these wilds, 
and gained. 

By spinning hemp, a pittance for herself; 

And for this end had hired a neighbor’s boy 
To give her needful help. That very time 
Most willingly she put her work aside, 

And walked with roe along the miry road. 
Heedless how far; and, in such piteous sort • 
That any heart h^ ached to hear her, begged 
That, wheresoe'er I went, 1 still would ask 
For him whom she had lost. We parted 
then— 

Our final parting; for from that time forth 
Did many seasons pass ere I returned 
Into this tract again. 

Nine tedious years— 
From their first separation, nine long years— 
She lingered in unquiet widowhood ; 

A wife and widow. Needs must it have been 
A sore heart-wasting! I have heard, my 
friend. 

That in yon arbor oftentimes she^sate 
Alone, through half the vacant Sabbath-day, 
And, if a dog passed by, she still would quit 
The shade, and look abroad. On this old 
bench 

* For hours she sate; and evermore her eye 

* Was busy in the distance, shaping things 
That made her heart beat quick. You see 

that path, [line; 

Now faint,—the grass has crept o’er its grey 
There, to and fro, she paced through many a 
day s 

Of the warm simmer, from a belt of hemp 

waist, spinning the long drawn 
t^ad [ed 

Witli backward steps. Yet ever as there pass- 
A man whose garments showed the soldier’s 
red, 

* Or crippled mendicant in sailor’s garb, 

' The little child, w [|0 sate to turn the wheel. 
Cessed firom his task; and she, with faheriag 
voice, 

' !tUdB many a fend inquiiy i and whns they. 


Whose presence gave no comfort, were irone 
by» [gate, 

Her heart was still more sad. And by yon 
That bars the traveller’s road, she often stood, 
And, when a stranger horseman came, the latch 
Would lift, and in his face look wistfully : 

Most happy, if, ftom aught discovered there 
Of tender feeling, she might dare repeat 
The same sad question. Meanwhile her poor 
hut 

Sank to decay ; for he was gone whose hand. 
At the first nipping of October frost. 

Closed up each chink, and with fresh bauds 
of straw [she lived 

Chequered the green-grown thatch. And so 
Through the long winter, reckless and alone; 
Until her house by frost, and thaw, and rain. 
Was sapped: and, while she slept, the nightly 
damps 

Did chill her breast; and, in the stormy day. 
Her tattered clothes were ruffled by the wind, 
Even at the side of her own fire. Yet still 
She loved this wretched spot, nor would for 
worlds [road. 

Have parted hencA; and still that length of 
And this rudis bench, one torturing hope en¬ 
deared, • 

Fast rooted at her heart: and here, my friend. 
In sickness she remained; and here she died— 
Last human tenant of these ruined walls. 

$ IGO. The Deities qf ancient Greece. 

Wordsworth. 

Onck more to distant ages of the world 
Let us revert, and place before our thoughts 
The face which rural solitude might wear 
To the unenlightened swains of pagan Greece. 
—In that fair clime, the lonely herdsman, 
stretched 

On the soft grass through half a summer’s day. 
With music lulled his indolent repose: 

And, in some fit of weariness, if he, [hear 
When his own breath was silent, chanced to 
A distant strain, far sweeter than the sounds 
Which his poor skill could make, his fancy 
fetched. 

Even from the blazing chariot of the sun, 

A beardless youth, who touched a golden lute. 
And filled the illumined groves with ravish¬ 
ment. 

The nightly hunter, lifting up his eyes 
Towards the crescent moon, with grateful 
heart, 

Called on the lovely wanderer, who bestowed 
That timely light, to share bis joyous sport: 
And hence, a beaming goddess with her 
^mphs, 

Across^the lawn and through the darksome 
grove, 

(Not unaccompanied with tuneful netee . 

By echo multiplied from nek or cave,) 

Swept in the storm of ehase, u moon lad 
stars 

Ghmce rapidly along the ^oded h«av«Mb 
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Wheo winds are blowing strong. The tn>' 
veller slaked [thanked < 

His thirst Troin rill or gushing fount, and 
The Naind.—Sunbeams, upon distant hills 
Gliding apaee, with shadows in tbeir train, 
Might, with small help'from fancy, be trans¬ 
formed 

Into fleet Oreads sporting visibly. [wings, 
The Zd^hyrs, fanning, as they passed, their 
Lacked not, for love, fair objects, whom they 
wooed [tesque, 

With gentle whisper. Withered boughs gro- 
Strippi^ of tbeir leaves and twigs by hoary 
age. 

From depth of shaggy covert peeping forth 
In the low vale, or on steep mountain side j , 
And, sometimes, intermixed with stirring horns 
Of the live deer, or goat’s depending beard; 
These were the lurking Satyrs, a wild brood 
Of gamesome deities; or Pan himself. 

The simple shepherd's awe-inspiring god! 

$ 161. Sunset in the Movmtainn. 

Wordsworth. 

The shepherds ho&teward moved 
Through the dull mist, I following—when ‘a 
step, ft 

A single step, that freed me from the skirts 
Of the blind vapor, opened to my view 
Glory beyond all gloiy ever seen 
By waking sense or by the dreaming soul! 

—Though I am conscious that no power of 
words 

Can body forth, no hues of speech can paint. 
That gorgeous spectacle—^too bright and fair 
Even for remembrance j yet the attempt may 
give 

Collateral interest to this homely tale. 

The appearance, instantaneously disclosed. 
Was of a mighty city—boldly say 
A wilderness of building, sinking far 
And self-withdrawn into a wondrous depth. 
Far sinking into splendor—without end! 
Fabric it seemed of diamond and of gold. 

With alabaster domes, and silver spires, I 
And blazing terrace upon terrace high ' 

Uplifted ; here, serene pavilions bright^ 

In avenues disposed; there, towers begirt 
With battlements, that on their restless fronts 
Bore stars—illumination of all gems! 

By earthly nature bad the efiect been wrought 
Upon the dark materials of the storm 
Now pacified; on them, and on the coves 
And mountain-steeps and summits, whereunto 
The vapors had receded, taking there 
Their station under a cerulean sky. 

O, 'twos an unimaginable sight! 

Clouds, mists, streams, watery rocks, ^ em¬ 
erald turf, 

Clouds of all tincture, rocks and sapphire sky. 
Confused, commingled, mutually inflamed, 
Molten together, and composing thus, 

Eaeh lost in each, that marvellous army 
Of temple, palace, citadel, and huge 
Faataatio pemp of atiuoture withwt name, 


In fleecy folds voluminous enw rap pe d . 

Right in the midst, where interspace appeared 
Of open court, an object like a throne. 

Beneath a shining canopy of state, 

sStood fixed; and fixed resemblances were seen 

'I'o implements of ordinary use, ■ 

But vast in size, in substance glorified; 

Such as by Hebrew prophets were beheld 
In vision—forms uncouth of mightiest power, 
For admiration and mysterious awe. 

Below me was the earth; this little vale 
Lay low beneath my Ibet: 'twos visible— 

I saw not, but I felt that it was there. 

That which 1 saw was the revealed abode ' 

Of spirits in beatitude : my heart [cried, 
Swelled in my breast.—" I have Hben dead," f 
" And now 1 live! Oh! wherefore do 1 live ?’* 
And with that pang 1 prayed to be nolkie! 

$ 162. Tht Evening Exeunivn. 

Wordsworth. 

Abruptlt here, but with a graceful air. 

The sage broke off. No sooner had he cealmd 
I'han, looking forth, the gentle lady said, 

" Behold, the shades of afternoon have Ikllen 
Upon this flowery slope; and see—beyond-^ 
The lake, though bright, is of a placid blue $ 

As if preparing for the peace of evening. 

How temptingly the landscape sbinea !— 
The air 

Breathes invitation; easy is the walk [ed 
To the lake’s margin, where a boat lies moor- 
Beneath her sheltering tree.—Upon this hint. 
We rose together: all were pleased—but moat 
The beauteous girl, whose cheek was flushed 
with joy. 

Light as a sun-beam glides along the hills 
She vanished—eager to impart the scheme 
To her loved brother and his shy compeer. 
—Now was there bustle in the vicar’s bouse 
And earnest preparation.—Forth we went, 

And down tHe valley on the streamlet's bank 
Pursued our way, a broken company, 

Mute or conversing, single or in pairs. 

Thus having reach^ abridge, that overarched 
The hasty rivulet, where it lay becalmed 
In a deep pool, by happy chance we saw 
A two-fold image: on a grassy bank 
A snow-white ram, and in the crystal flood 
Another and the same! Most beautiful. 

On the green turf, with his imperial front 
Shaggy and bold, and wreathed, boms superb. 
The breatMng creature stood; ^ beautiftiL 
Beneath him showed his shadowy countespart. 
F.ach had his glowing mountains, each his sk;f^ 
And each seemed centre of his o%n.,fair 
world: 

Antipodes unconscious of each other. 

Yet, in partition, with their several spheres. 
Blended In perfect stillness, to our sight! 

• 

" Ah 1 what a pty were it to dtapene, 

Or to disturb so Air a spectacle} 

And yet a breath can do it!" 
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These few worde 

Thatlndjr whispered, while we stood and gazed 
Gather^ together, all, in still delight. 

Not without awe. Thence p issing on, she said 
In like low voice to my particular ear, 

I love to hear that eloquent old man 
Pour forth his meditations, and descant 
On human life from infancy to age. 

How pure his spirit! in what vivid hues 
His mind gives back the various forms of 
things. 

Caught in their fairest, happiest attitude ! 
While he is speaking I have power to sea 
Efen as he sees; but when his voice hath 
ceased, 

Then, with^ sigh, I sometimes feel, as now, 
That combinations so serene and bright, 

Like those reflected in yon quiet pool, 

Cannot be lasting in a world like ours, 

To great and small disturbances exposed.” 
More bod she said—but sportive shouts were 
heard; 

Sent from the jocund hearts of those two boys. 
Who, bearing e.ach a basket on his arm, 

Down the green field came tripping after us. 
—When we had cautiously embarked, the 
pair 

Now for a prouder service were addressed; 

But an inexorable law forbade, * 

And each resigned the oar which he had seized. 
Whereat, with willing hand, I undertook 
The needful labor; grateful task!—^to me 
Pregnant with recollections of the time 
When, on thy bosom, spacious Windermere! 
A youth, I practised this delightful art; 

Tossed on the waves alone, or 'mid a crew 
Of joyous comrades.—Now the reedy marge 
Cleari^, with a strenuous arm I dipp^ the oar, 
Free from obstruction ; and the boat advanced 
Through crystal water, smoothly as a hawk. 
That, disentangled from the shady boughs 
Of some thick wood, her place of covert, 
cleaves, 

With correspondent wings, the abyss of air. 

Observe,” the vicar said, “ yon rocky isle 
With birch-trees fringed; my hand shall guide 
the helm, [while 

'* While thitherward we bend our course; or 
We seek that other, on the western shore,— 
Where the bare columns of those lofty firs. 
Supporting gracefully a massy dome 
Of sombre foliage, seem to imitate 
A Grecian temple rising from the deep.” 

. ” Turn where we may,” said I, " we can* 

* not err 

In tkii^Bliciotts region.”—Cultured slopes. 
Wild tracts of forest-ground, and scattered 
groves, [wo^B, 

And mountains bare—or clothed with ancient 
Surrounded us; and, as we held our way 
Along the level oPtIto glassy fiood, [place, 
They ceased not to surround us; ehan^ of 
liroin kindfod fhaturee diversely oombined, 

. ^/vdnotaf ehange of beanty aver new. 


—Ah! that such beauty, varying in the light 
Of living nature, cannot be portrayed 
By words, nor by the pencil’s silent skill; 

But is the property of him alone 
Who hath beheld it, noted it with care, 

.\nd in his mind recorded it with love! 

Suffice it, therefore, if the rural Muse 
Vouchsafe sweet infiuence, while her Poet 
speaks 

Of trivial occupations well devised, [chance; 
And unsought pleasures springing up by 
.48 if some friendly genius had ordained 
That, as the day thus far had been enriched 
By acquisition of sincere delight. 

The same should be continued to its close. 

One spirit-animating old and young, 

A gipsy fire we kindl^ on the shore 
Of the fair isle with birch-trees fringed— 
and there 

Merrily seated in a ring, partook [herb. 
I’he Average drawn from China’s fragrant 
—Launched from our hands, the smooth stone 
skimmed the lake; [sounds 

With shouts we toused the echoesstiller 
The lovely firl supplied—a simple song. 
Whose low tones reached not to the distant 
rocks 

To be repeated there, but gently sank [flood. 
Into our hearts, and charmed the peaceful 
Rapaciously we gathered flowery rpoils 
From land and water; lilies of each hue— 
Golden and white, that float upon the waves 
And court the wind; and leaves of that shy 
plant, 

(Her flowers were shed) the lily of the vale. 
That loves the ground, and from the sun with¬ 
holds [sweets. 

Her pensive beauty, from the breeze lier 

Such product and such pastime did the 
place 

And season yield; but, as we re-embarked, 
Leaving, in quest of other scenes, the shore 
Of that wild spot, the Solitary said 
In a low voice, yet careless who might hear, 

'* The fire that burned so brightly to our wish, 
Where is it now 7 Deserted on the beach, 

It seems extinct; nor shall the fanning breeze 
Revive its ashes. What care we for this. 
Whose ends are gained 7 Behold an emblem 
here 

Of one day’s pleasure, and all mortal joys! 
And in this unpremeditated slight 
Of that which is no longer ne^ed, see 
The common coarse of human gratitude!” 

This plaintive note disturbed not the repose 
Of thq^ill evening. Right across the lake 
Our pinnace moves: then, coasting creek 
and bay, 

Glades we behqld—and into thickets peep— 
Where couch the spotted deer; or raised our 
eyes 

To shai^ steeps, on which the careless mt 
Browsed by the side of dsddiig watetUls. 
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Thus did the bark, meandering with the shore, 
Pursue her voyage, till a point was gained 
tVhere a projecting line of rock, that Framed 
A natural pier, invited us to land. 

—Alert to Follow as the pastor led, '[tained. 
We clomb a green liiH’s side; and thence ob- 
Slowly, a less and less obstructed sight * 

OF the flat meadows, and indented coast 
OF the whole lake—in compass seenFar 
oflf, [tower, 

And vet conspienniis, stood the old churcb- 
iri majesty presiding o’er the vale I 

And all her dwellings: seemingly preserved 
From the intrusion oF a restless world 
By rocks impassable and mountains huge. 

Soil heath this derated spot supplied, 

With resting-plac r of mossy stone;—and there 
We sate rectineo—admiring quietly 
The Frame and general aspect oF the scene; 
.And each rv i seldom eager to make known 
Hia own d’ xioveries; or to Favorite points 
Directinr. notice, merely from a wish 
To impi.rt a joy, imperfect while unshared, j 
That rapturous moment nc^r shall I forget. ' 
When these particular interests v'ere elTaced 
Fromevery mind !—Already had the sun, 
Sinking with less thVLn ordinary slate, 

Attained hia western bound; but rays of 
light^“ 

Now suddenly diverging from the orb, 

Retired behind the mountain tops, or veiled 
By the dense air—shot upwards to the crown 
Of the blue firmament—aloft—and wide : 

And multitudes of little floating clouds, 
Pierced through their thin, ethereal mould, ere 
we, [come 

Who saw, of change were conscious, had be- 
Vivid as fire—clouds separately poised, 
Innumerable multitude of Forms 
Scattered through half the circle of the sky; 
And giving bark, and shedding each on each, 
With prodigal communion, the bright hnes 
Which From the unappirent fount of glory 
They had imbibed, and ceased not to receive. 
That which the heavens displayed, the liquid 
deep ^ 

Repeated } but with unity sublime! 


From Bolton's old monastic tower 
The bells ring loud with gladsome power; 
The sun is bright; the fields are gay 
With people'in their best array 
OF stole and doublet, hood and scarf, 

Along the banks of Crystal Wharf, 

Through the vale retii^ and lowly, ^ 
Trooping to that summona holy. 

And, up among the moorlands, see 
What Wrinklings of blithe company'. 

Of laaaes and of shepherd grooms. 

That down the steep hills force their way, 
like eatrip throngh the budded brooms; 
Pjtth, Qr«o tHm, vriut care they I 


And thus in joyous mood they hie 
To Bolton’s mouldering prioiy. • 

What would they there ?—Full fifty yean 
That suinptqous pile with all its peers, " 
Too harshly hath been doomed to taste 
The bitterness of wrong and waste: 

Its courts are ravaged: but the tower 
Is standing with a voice of power,— 

That ancient voice, which wont to call • 
To mass or some high festival; 

And in the shattered fabric’s heart 
Reinaineth one protected part; 

A rural chapel, neatly dressed, 

In covert like a little nest; ‘ 

And thither young and old repair, 

This sabbath-day, for praise and [irayer. 

Fast the church-yard fills ^anon ^ 
I.ook again, and they all are gone; 

'I'he cluster round the porch, and the folk 
Who sate in the shade of the Prior’s Oak! 
And scarcely have they disappeared 
Ere the prelusive hymn is heard :— 

With one consent the people rejoice. 

Filling the church with a lofty voice 1 
They sing a service which they feel; 

For 'tis the sun-rise now of zeal, 

And faith and hope are in their prime, 

In great Eliza’s golden time. 

A moment ends the fervent din, 

.And all is hushed, without and within; 

For, thougli tile priest, more tranquilly, 
Rentes the holy liturgy, 

T)ie only voice which you can hear 
Is the river murmuring near. 

—When soft!—the dusky trees between, 
And down the path through the open green, 
Where is no living thing to be seen ; 

And through yon gateway, where is found. 
Beneath the arch with ivy bound. 

Free entrance to the church-yard ground 
And right across the verdant sod 
Towards the very house of God; 

—Comes gliding in with lovely gleam. 
Comes gliding in serene and slow, 

Soft and silent as a dream, 

A solitary doe! 

White she is as lily of June, 

And beauteous os the silver moon. 

When out of si^ht the clouds are driven, 
And she is left alone in heaven j 
Or like a ship some gentle day 
In sunshine sailing lar away, 

A glittering ship, that hath the plain 
Of ocean for her own domain. , 

Lie silent in your graves, ye dead ! 

Lie quiet in your church-yard bed! *• 

Ye living, tend your holy cares, 

Ye multitude, pursue your prayers, 

And blame not me if my heart and sight 
Are occupied with one delight < 

’Tis a work for sabbath hours 
If I with this bright creature go } 

Whether she be of forest bowers, 

From the bowers of earth bdow j 


$ 163. 7%s White Doe cf RybUme. 
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Or a spirit, for oae day given, 

A gift of grace from purest heaven. 

* 

What harmonious, pensive changes 
Wait upon her as she ranges 
Round and through this pile of state, 
Overthrown and desolate! 

Now a step or two her way 
Is through ipace of open day, 

Where the enamoured sunny light 
Brightens her that was so bright; 

Now doth a delicate shadow fall, 

Fall upon her like a breath. 

From some lofty arch or wall. 

As she passes underneath : 

* Now some gloomy nook partakes 
Of the g}orj*that she makes,— 
High-ribbed vault of stone, or cell 
With perfect cunning framed as well 
Of stone, and ivy, and the spread 
Of the elder’s bushy head; 

Some jealous and forbidding cell. 

That doth the living stars repel, 

And where no flower hath leave to dwell. 

The presence of this wandering doe 
Fills many a damp, obscure recess 
With lustre of a saintly show; 

And, re-appearing, she no less 
To the oppn day gives blessedness. 

But say, among these holy places. 

Which thus assiduously she paces. 

Comes she with awotary’s task. 

Rite to perform, or boon to ask 7 
Fair pilgrim ! harbors she a sense 
Of sorrow or of reverence 7 
Can she be grieved for quire nr shrine. 
Crushed as if by wrath divine 7 
For what survives of house where God 
Was worshipped, or where man abode j 
For old inog III licence undone; 

Or for the gentler work begun 
By nature, softening and concealing. 

And busy with a hand of healing, r- 
The altar whence the cross was rent. 

Now rich with mossy ornament,— 

The dormitory’s length laid bare. 

Where the wild rose blossoms fair; 

* And sapling ash, whose place of birth 
Is that lordly cfiamber’s hearth 7 

—She sees a warrior carved in stone, 
Among the thick weeds, stretched alone; 
A warrior, with his shield of pride 
Cleaving humbly to his side, 

And hands in resignation prest, ^ 

Palm to palm, 'in h<s tranquil breast; 

' IJfethrnks she passeth by the sight, 

As a cogimon creature might: 

If shA be doomed to inward care, 

Or service, it must lie elsewhere. 

—But hers are eyes serenely bright, 

■ And OB she moves—with pace how light! 
Nor spares to stoof^^*^ head, and taste 
The dewy turf with flowers bestrown ; 
AihI in this way she fares, till at last 

* Beside the ridge of a grassy gnve 


In quietness she lays her down; 

Gently as a weary wave 

Sinks, when the summer breeze hath died, 

Against an anchored veBsel's side; 

Even so, without distress, doth she 
Lie down in peace, and lovingly. 

The day is placid in its going. 

To a lingering motion bound, 

Like the river in its flowing— 

Can there be a softer sound 7 
So the balmy minutes pass. 

While this radiant creature lies 
Couched upon the dewy grass. 

Pensively with downcast eyes. 

—When now again the people rear 
A voice of praise, with awful cheer! 

It is the last, the parting song; 

And from the temple forth they throng— 

And quickly 6pre.td themselves abroad— 
While each pursues his several road. 

But some, a variegated band 
Of middle-aged, and old, and young. 

And little children by the hand 
Upon their Iciid^g mothers hung, 

Turn, with obeisance gladly paid. 

Towards the spot, where, full in view. 

The lovely doe, of whifest hue, 

Her sabbath couch has made. 

It was a solitary mound, 

Which two spears’ length of level ground 
Did from all other graves divide. 

As if in some respect of pride, 

Or melancholy’s sickly mood, 

Still shy of human neighborhood, 

Or guilt, that humbly would eipresz 
A penitential loneliness. 

“ Look, there she is, my child ! draw near! 
She fears not: wherefbre should we ibar 7 
She means no harm—but still the boy, 

To whom the words were softly said. 

Hung back, and smiled and blushed fbr joy, 

A shame-faced blush of glowing red! 

Again the mother whispered low, 

Now yon have seen the famous doe; 

From Rylstone she hath found her way 
Over the hills this sabbath-day; 

Her work, whate’er it be, is done. 

And she will depart when we are gone ; 

Thus doth she keep, from year to year, 

Her sabbath morning, foul or fair.” 

This whisper soft repeats what he 
Had known from early infancy. 

Bright is the creature—as in dreams 
The boy h id seen her—^yea, more bright— 
But is she truly what she seems 7— 

He askf with insecure delight, 

Asks of himself—and doubts—and still 
The doubt returns against his will; 

Though he, and all the staiiders-bj. 

Could tell a tragic history 
Of facts divttlg^, wherein lApev 
Substantial motive, reason ennr. 
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Why that the milk-white doe ia found 
Cooehant beaide that lonely mound} 

And why ahe duly lovea to pice 
The circuit of thia hallowed place. 

$ 164. Paradiae. Sodtbkt. 

Wherb'rr bia eye could reach, 

Fair atrueturen, rainbow-hued, aroae; 

And rich pariliona through the opening wooda 
Gleam’d their waving curtaina aunny 
gold; 

And winding through the verdant vale, 
Flow’d atreama of liquid light; 

And fluted cypreaaea rear’d up 
Their living obeliska; 

And broad-leav’d plane-treea in long colonnadea 
O’er-arch’d delightful walka, 

Where round their trunka the thouaand-ten- 
dril'd vine [wreatha, 

Wound up, and hung the bougha with greener 
And cluatera not their own. 

Wearied with endlesa beauty, did hia eyea 
Return for rest ? Beaide him teema *he earth 
With tulipa, like the ruddy evening atreak’d; 
And here the lily hanga her head of anow; 
And here, amid her aabte cup, 

Shinea the red eye-qoot, like one brigbteat atar, 
The aoiitary twinkler of the night} 

And here the roae expanda 
Her paradise of leavea. 

Then on hia ear what aounda 
Of harmony aroae! 

Far music and the distance-mellow’d song 
From bowers of merriment; 

The waterfall remote; 

The murmuring of the leafy groves i 
The single nightingale 
Perch’d in the rosier by, so richly ton’d. 

That never from that most melodious bird. 
Singing a love-song to hia brooding mate. 
Did Thracian shepherd by the grave 
or Orpheus hear a sweeter melody. 
Though there the spirit of the sepulchre 
All hia own power infuse, to swell 
The incense that he loves. 

And, oh 1 what odors the voluptuous ]^le 
Scatters from jasmine bowers. 

From yon rose wilderness, 

From cluster’d henna, and from orange graves, 
That with such perfumes Gil the breeze, 

As Peris to their sister bear, 

When from the summit of some lofty tree 
She hangs encaged, the captive of the Dives. 
They from their pinions sliake i 

The sweetness of celestial flowers, { 
And as her enemies impure I 

From that impervious poison far away I 
Fly groaning with the torment, ahe tbk while ' 
Inhales her fragrant food. 

Such odors flow’d upon the world, , 

When, at Mohammed's nuptials, .o.d i 
Went forth in heaven, to roU I 

^The everlasting gates of pamdiae 
Back on tlleir living hinges, that its gales 


[boos 

Might visit all below} the .general bliss 
'i'brill d every bosom, and the family 
Of man, for once, partook one common joy. 

$ 165. 7%s Apparition rf YtdOlian. 

SUUTBXT. 

O HAFPY sire, and happy daughter! 

Ye on the banks of that celestial water 
Your resting place and sanctuary have found. 
What! hath not then their mortal taint defil’d 
The sacred, solitary ground 7 
Vain thought! the Holy Valley smil'd 
Receiving such a sire and child; 
Ganges, who seem’d asleep to lie. 
Beheld them with benignant eye, 

And rippled round melMionsly, 

And roll’d her little waves fo meet 
And welcome their beloved feew 
The gales of Sweiga thither fleo^ 

And heavenly odors tliere were shed 
About, below, and overhead; 

And earth, rejoicing in their tread, 

Hath built them up a blooming bower^ 
Where every amaranthine flower 
Its deathless blossom interweaves 
With bright and undocaying leaves. 

Three happy beings are there here. 

The sire, the maid, the Glendoveer; 

A fourth approaches,—who is this 
That enters in the Bower of Bliss 7 
No form se fair might painter find 
Among the'daughters of mankind ; 

For death her teauties hath refin’d. 

And unto her a form bath given 
Framed of the elements of heaven; 

Pure dwelling-place for perfect mind. 

She stood and gaz'd on sire and child': 

Her tongue not yet hath power to speak. 

The tears were streaming down her clieek y 
And when those tears her sight beguil’d. 
And still her faltering accents Ihil'd, 

The spirit, mute and motionless. 

Spread oat her arms for the caress. 

Made still and silent with excess 
Of love and painful happiness. 

The maid that lovely form survey’d; 
Wistful she gaz’d, and knew her not; 

But nature to her heart convey’d 
A sudden thrill,a startling thought, 

A feeling many a year forgot. 

Now like a dream anew recurring^ 

As if again in every vein 
Her mother's milk was stirring. 

With straining neck and eaxnest vyo . 

She stretch’d her hands imploringly, * 

As if she fain would have her nigh. 

Yet fear’d to meet the wish’d embiice;' 

At once with love and awe n|q>rest. 

Not so Ladurlad; he could trace. 

Though brighten'd with angelic grace. 

His own Yedillian’s earthly face; 

He ran and beld her to liis breast! 

Oh joy above all joye of heaxea. 

By diMth alone to others givna 1 
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Thii moment J»th to him rertor'd 
The earljT'lost, the long-depbr'd. 

e 

Thej lin who tell us love can die. 

-IVith life all other passions fly, 

All others are but vanity. 

In heaven ambition cannot dwell, 

Nor avarice in the vaults of hell; 

Earthly those passions of the earth. 

They perish where they have their birth; 

But love is indestructible. 

Its holy flame for ever burneth. 

From heaven it came, to heaven returneth} 
Too oil on eirth a troubled guest, 

At times deceiv'd, at times opprest, 

It here is tried and purified. 

Then hatl.> in heaven its perfect rest} 

It soweth here with toil and care, 

But the harvest time of love is there. 

Oh ! when a mother meets on high 
The babe she lost in infancy, 

Hath she not then, fur piins and fears, 

The day of wo, the watchful night. 

For all her sorrow, all her tears, 

An over-payment of delight! 

^ $ 166. The Submarine City. Southey. 

. Such was the talk they held upon their 
way, 

Of him to whose old city they were bound; 

And now upon their journey many a day 
Had risen and clos’d, and many a week gone 
round, [past, 

And many a realm and region hod they 
When now the ancient towers appear’d at 
last. 

Their golden summita, in the noon-day light. 
Shone o’er the d.trk-green deep that roll’d be¬ 
tween ; [seen 

For domes, and pinnacles, and spires, were 
Peering above the sea.—a mournful sight! 
Well might the sad beholder ween from 
thence 

What works of wonder the devounng wave 
Hmi swallowed there, when monumenta ao 
brave 

Bore record of their old magnificence. 

And on the candy shore, iwside the verge 
Of ocean, here and there, a rock-hewn fane 
Resisted in ita strength the surf and surge 
That on their deep foundations beat in vain. 

In solitude the ancient temples stood. 
Once resonant with instrument and song, 
And solemn dance of festive multitude} 
Now as the^eary ages pass aloil^. 

Hearing no voice, save of the ocean flood, 
* Which roars for ever on the restless shores; 

• visiting their solitary eaves. 

The lonely sound of winds, that moan around 
Accordant to the melancholy waves. 

• Wondering, he stood awhile to gaze 
Upon the works of elder days. 

The brasen ]wrtals open stood, 

Evefi as Che fisorful multitude 
Had kft them, when they fled 


Before the rising flood. 

High over-head, sublime, [spread. 

The mighty gateway's storied roof was 
Dwarfing the puny piles of younger timer 
With the de^s of days of yore 
That ampie roof was sculptur’d o’er. 

And many a godlike form there met his eye, 
And many an emblem dark of mystery. 
Through these wide portals oil had Baly rode 
Triumphant Aoni his proud abode. 

When, in his greatness, he bestrode 
The Aullay, hugest of four-footed kind, 

The Aullay horse, that, in his force. 

With elephantine trunk, could bind 
And lift the elephant, and on the wind 
Whirl him away, with sway and swing. 

Even like a pebble from the practis’d sling. 

Those streets, which never, since the days of 
By human footstep had bran visited; [yore, 
Those streets, which never more 
A human foot shall tread, 

^odurlad trod. In sun-light, and sea-green, 
The thousand palaces were seen 
Of that proud city, whose superb abodes 
Seem’d rear'd by giants for the immortd 
gdds. 

How silent and how Ijeantiful they stanc. 
Like things of nature! the eternal rocks 
Themselves not firmer. Neither hath ths 
sand [doort) 

Drifted within their gates, and chok’d ther 
Nor slime defil'd their pavements and their 
Did then the ocean wage [floors. 

His war for love und envy, not in rage, 

O thou fair city, that he spares thee thus 1 
Art thou Varounin’s capital and court, 
Where all the sea-gods for delight resort, 

A place toogodlike to be held by us, 

The poor degenerate children of the earth T 
So thought Ladurlad, as he look'd around. 
Weening to hear the sound 

Of mermaid's shell, and song 
Of choral throng from some imperial hall. 
Wherein the immortal powers, at festival. 
Their high carousals keep. 

But all ia silence dread. 

Silence profound and dead. 

The everlasting stillness of the deep. 

Through many a solitary street, 

And silent market-place, and lonely square. 
Arm’d with the mighty curse, behold him fare. 
And now his feet attain that royal fane 
Where Boly held of old his awful reign. 
What once had been the garden spread arrund. 
Fair garden, once which wore perpetual 
green, [were found. 

Where all sweet flowers through all the year 
And«ll fair fruits were through all seasons 
seen; 

A place of paradise, where each deviqf' 
Of emulous art with nature strove to ^ i 
And nature, on her port, 

Call'd forth new powers wlwrewi<i to yan- 
Tho Sweiga-god himself, 
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Snmy'd those peerless gardens in their prime; 
Nor erer did the Lord of light. 

Who circles earth and heaven upon his way, 
Behold from eldest time a goodlier sight 
Than were the groves which Baly, in his might, 
Made for his chosen place of solace and de¬ 
light. 

It was a garden still beyond all price, 

Even yht it was a place of paradise:— 

For where the mighty ocean could not spare, 
There had he, with his own creation. 
Sought to repair his work of devastation. 
And here were coral bowers, 

And grots of madrepores. 

And banks of spunge, as soft and fair to eye 
As e'er was mossy bed 
Whereon the wood-nymphs lay 
Their languid limbs in summer's sultry hours. 
Here, too, were living flowers 

Which, like a bud compacted, 

' Their purple cups contracted. 

And now in open blossoms spread, [head. 
Stretch’d like green anthers many # seeking 
And arborets of jointed stone were there, 

And plants of fibres, fine as silkworm's 
thread j 

Yea, beautiful as mermaid’s golden hair 
Upon the waves dispread: 

Others that, like the broad banana growing, 
liais'd their long wrinkled leaves of purple hue, 
Like streamers wide out-flowing. 

And whatsoe’er the depths of ocean hide 
From human eyes, Ladurlad there espied. 
Trees of the deep, and shrubs,and fruits, and 
As fair as ours, [flowers, 

Wherewith the sea-nymphs love their locks 
to braid. 

When to their father's hall, at festival 
Repairing, they, in emulous array. 

Their charms display. 

To grace the banquet, and the solemn day. 

$ 167. Roderick in BaUle. Southey. 

Mt horse! 

My noble horse! he cried, with flattering hand 
Patting his high-arch'd neck ; the renegade,— 
1 thank him fnr't,^—hath kept thee daintily! 
Orelio, thon art in thy beauty still, 

Thy pride and strength ! Orelio,my good horse,! 
Once more thou bearest to the field thy lord. 
He who^ oft hath fed and cherish’d thee. 

He for whoso sake, wherever thou wort seen. 
Thou wert by all men honored. Once again 
Thou hast tjiy proper master ! Do thy part 
As thou wert wont i and bear him gloriously. 
My beautiful Orelio,—^to the last— 

^T^e happiest of his fields!—Then he drew 
^ The scimitar, and; waving it aloft, * [forth 

^ode tow'ar^ the troops j its unactmstomed 
V shape 

turn. Renegade in all things! cried 
The and cast it from him; to the chiefs 
Then <whL If I have done ye service here, 
Tway you, to a Spanish sword! 

The tnutN#!^, that e’er in BilbUis 


Was dipped, would not to-day be misbestowed 
On tins right hard!—Go, some one, Gunderiek 
cried, [thou art, 

And bring Count Julian’s sword. Wl^e^r 
The worth which thou hast shown avenging 
him 

Entitles thee to wear it. But thou goest 
For battle unequippedhaste there, and strip 
Yon villain of his armor i 

Late he spake. 

So fast the Moors came on., It matters not, 
Replied the Goth; there’s many a mountaineer. 
Who, in no belter armor cased this day 
Than his wonted leathern gipion, will be foimd 
In the hottest battle, yet bring ofi* untouched 
The unguarded life he ventures.—^Taking then 
Count Julian's sword, be fitted roundliis wribt 
The chain, and, eveing the elaborate sl%l 
W'ith stern regard of Joy. The African 
Under unhappy stprs was born, he cried. 

Who tastes thy edge!—Make ready for the 
charge! [the field. 

'I'liey come—they come .—On, brethren, to 
The word is Vengeance! 

Vengeance was the word' 
From man to man, and rank to rank it past, - 
By every heart enforced, by every voice 
Sent forth in loud defiance of the foe. 

The enemy in shriller sounds returned 
Their Akbarand the Prophet’s trusted name. 
The horsemen lowered their spears, the in¬ 
fantry 

Deliberately, with slow and steady step. 
Advanced ; the bow-strings twang’d, and ar¬ 
rows hissed. 

And javelins hurtled by. Anon the hosts 
Met in the shock of battle, horse and man 
Conflicting; shield struck shield, and sword 
and mare 

And curtle-axe on helm and buckler rung; 
Armor was riven, and wounds were inter¬ 
changed. 

And many at spirit from its mortal hold 
Hurried to bliss or bale. Well did the chiefs 
Of Julian’s army in that hour support 
Their okiesteem ; and well Count Pedro there 
Enhanced his former praise; and by his side, , 
Rejoicing like a bridegroom in the strife, 
Alphonso through the host of infidels 
Bore on his blo^y lance dismay and death. 

But there was worst confusion and uproar. 
There widest slaughter and disnolay, where, 
proud 

Of his reqpvered lord, Orelio plunged 
Through thickest ranks, tripling bpfieath 
his feet a 

The living and the dead. Where’er ^e turns 
The Moors divide and fly. What man it this 
Appalled they say, Who to the front of war. 
Bareheaded, offers thus his naked life 7 
Replete with power he is, and terrible. 

Like some destroying ad^! Sure his lips 
Have drank of Kaf 'a fountain^' a^ he 

comes 

Strong in his inuDortality! Hy! Ify! 
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They eaid j tbie It no human foe!—^Nor len 
Of wonder filled the Spaniards, when they saw 
HoW flight and terror went before his way, 
And slaughter in his path. Behold, cries one, 
Witfi'wlmt couimand and knightly ease he sits 
The intrepid steed, and deals from side to side 
His dreadful blows! Not Roderick in his 
power 

Bestrode with such command and majesty 
That noble war-horse. His loose robe this day 
b death’s black banner, shaking from its folds 
Dismay and ruin. Of no mortal mould 
Is he, who, in that garb of peace, affronts 
\t^ole hosts, and sees them scatter where he 
turns! 

Auspicious Heaven beholds us, and some saint 
Revisits'earth! I 


$ 168. lee-BUnk and Avrora Boretdit. 

Mortgohkrt. 

'Tis sunset: to the firmament serene 
The Atlantic wave reflects a gorgeous scene: 
Broad in the cloudless west, a belt of gold 
Girds the blue hemisphere; above unroll’d 
• The keen, clear air grows palpable to sight, 
Imbodied in a flush of crimson light, 

Through which the evening star, with milder 
gleam, • 

Descends to meet her image in the stream. 

Far in the east, what spectacle unknown 
Allures the eye to gaze on it alone 7 
—Amidst black rocks, that lift on either hand 
Their countless peaks, and mark receding land; 
Amidst a tortuous labyrinth of seas. 

That shine around the arctic Cyclades; 
Amidst a coast of dreariest continent, 

In many a shapeless promontory rent; 

—O’er rocks, seas, islands, promontories, 
spread,— 

The Ice-Blink rears its undulated head. 

On which the sun, beyond th’horizon shrined. 
Hath left his richest garniture behind; 

Piled on a hundred arches, ridge by ridge. 

O'er fix’d and fluid strides the Alpine bridge. 
Whose blocks of sapphire seem to mortal eye 
^ Hewn from cerulean quarries of the sky; 

* With glacier-battlements, that crowd the 

spheres, 

* The slow creation of six thousand years, 
Amidst immensity it towers sublime,— 
Winter’s eternal palace, built by Time : 

All human structures by his touch are borne 
Down to the duat;—mountains theseselves are 

• jwom * 

VKth his light footsteps; here for ever grows. 
Amid tho i^on of unmelting snows, 

^ A monument; where every flake that falls 
Gives adamantine firmness to the walls. 

’I'he sun beholds no mirror in his race, 

That shows a brighter image of his face; 

* The stars, in their aoetnrnal vigils, rest. 

Like signal fires, on its illuming crest; 
llw glWng moon around the ramparts wheels, 
' ibid all Its magic lights and shades reveals; 

• VoL. T. Nos, 81 Sc 82. 


Beneath, the tide with idle fury raves 
To undermine it through a thousand oaves; 
Rent from its roof, though thundering fi«g« 
ments oft 

Plunge to the gulf, immoveable aloft. 

From age to age, in air, o’er sea, on land. 

Its turrets heighten and its piers expand. 
Midnight h^ told his hour; the moon, yet 
young. 

Hangs in the argent west her bow unstrung; 
Larger and fairer, as her lustre fades, 

Sparkle the stars amidst the deepening shades; 
Jewels more rich than night’s regalia gem 
The distant Ice-Blink’s spangled diadem ; 

Like a new morn from orient darkness, there 
Phosphoric splendors kindle in mid air. 

As thongh from heaven’s self-opening portals 
Legions of spirits in an orb of flame, [came 
—Flame, that from every point an arrow s mds, 
Far as the concave firmament extends: 

Spun with the tissue of a million lines. 
Glistening like gossamer, the welkin shines: 
The constellations in their pride look pale 
Through the quick trembling brilliance of that 
veil: ^ * 

Then, suddenly converged, the meteors rush 
O’er the wide south; oncMeep vermilion blush 
O’erspreads Orion glaring on the flood. 

And rabid Sirius foams through fire and blood: 
Again the circuit of the pole they range, 
Motion and figure every moment change, 
Through all the colors of the rainbow run, 

Or blaze like wrecks of a dissolving snn; 
Wide ether burns with glory, conflict, flight, 
And the glad ocean dances in the light. 

$ 169. Azim viiita the Haram qf Mokarma. 

Moors. 

Now, through the Haram chambers, moving 
lights 

And busy shapes proclaim the toilet’s rites;— 
From room to room the ready handmaids hie. 
Some skill'd to wreath the turban tastefully. 
Or hang the veil, in negligence of shade. 

O’er the warn) blushes of the youthful maid. 
Who, if between the folds but dne eye shone. 
Like Seba’s queen, could vanquish with that 
one 

While some bring leaves of Henna, to imbue 
The finger’s ends with a bright roseate hue. 
So bright, that in the mirror’s depth they seem 
Like tips of coral branches in the stream; 

And others mix the Kohol’s jetty dye, 

To give that long, dark languish to the eye. 
Which makes the maids, whom kings are proud 
to cull 

fVom fkir Circassia’s vales, so beautifnl! 

All is in motion; rings and plumes and pearls 
Are shining every where i —some younger girls 
Are gone by moonlight to the garden b^. 

To gather fresh, cool chalets for their hands. 
Gay creatures! sweet, thou^ mouraftd, ’tie 
to see 

How each prefers a garland from that frm 
2b 
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Which bring! to mind her childhood’! innocent 
day, 

And the dear fielda and friendihipa far away. 
The maid of India, blert again to hold 
In her full lap the Champac'a leavea of gold, 
Thinks of the time when, by the Ganges’ flood. 
Her little play-mates scattered many a bud 
Upon her long black hair, with glossy gleam 
Just dripping from the consecrated stream; 
While the young Arab, haunted by the smell 
Of her own mountain flowers, as by a spell>— 
The sweet Elcaya, and that courteous tree 
Which bows to all who seek its canopy— 
Sees, call’d up round her by these magic 
■cents. 

The well, the camels, and her fkther’s tents; 
Sighs for the home she left with little pain. 
And wishes even its sorrows back again! 

Meanwhile, through vast illuminated halls. 
Silent and bright, where nothing but the falls 
• Of fragrant waters, gushing with cool sound 
From many a jasper fount, is heard a^iound. 
Young Asim roams bewilder’d^—nor can guess 
What means this maze of iMght and loneliness. 
Here the way leads, o’er tesselatad floors 
Or mats of Cairo, through long corridors. 
Where, rang’d in cassolets and silver urns, 
Sweet wood of aloe or of sandal bums; 

And sfncy rods, such as illume at night 
The bowers of Tibet, send forth odorous light, 
Like Peris’ wands, when pointing out the road 
For some pure spirit to its blest abode!— 

And here, at once, the glittering saloon 
Bursts on his sight, boundless and bright as 
noon; 

Where, hi the midst, reflecting back the rays 
In broken rainbows, a fresh fountain plays 
High as th’ enamell’d cupola, which towers 
All rich with Arabesques of gold and flowers ; 
And the mosaic floor beneath shines through 
The sprinkling of that fountain’s silvery dew. 
Like the wet, glistening shells, of eveiy dye. 
That on the margin of the Red Sea lie. 

Here, too, he traces the kind visitings 
Of woman’s love in those fair, living things 
Of land and wave, whose fate—in bcndage 
thrown 

For their weak loveUnese—is like her own! 
On one side, gleaming with a sudden grace 
Through water, brilliant as the crystd vase 
In which it undulates, small fishes shine, 

Like golden ingots from a fairy mine;— 
While, on the other, lattic’d lightly in 
With Poriferous woods of Comorin, 

Each brilliant bird that wings the air is seen y— 
Gay, sparkling loories, such as gleam between 
The crimson blossoms of the coral trAt 
In the warm isles of India’s sunny sea: 
Mecca’s blue sacred pigeon, and the thrush 
Of Hindostan, whose holy warblings gush. 

At evening, from the tall Pagoda’s t(^;— 
Those goUbn Urds that, in tho spice time, 
' feop 


About the gardens, drunk with that sweet food 
Whose scent hath lur’d them o’er the summer 
flood; 

And those that under Araby’s soft sun ^ 

Build their high nests of budding cinnemon;— 

In short, all rare and beauteous things, that fly 
Through the pure element, here calmly lie 
Sleeping in light, like tP green birds that 
In Eden’s radiant fields of as^odel! [dwdl 

Scarce had this feeling pass’d, when, spark¬ 
ling through 
The gently open'd curtains of light blue 
That veil’d the breezy casement, countless 
eyes, [shies. 

Peeping like stars through the .blue evening 
Look’d laughing in, as if to mock thd pair 
That sat so still and melancholy ther^^ 

And now the curtains fly apart, and i^ 

From the cool air, mid showers of jessamine. 
Which those without fling after them in play. 
Two lightsome maidens spring, lightsome as 
they 

Who live in th’ air on odours, and around 
The bright saloon, scarce conscious of the 
ground. 

Chase one another, in a varying dance 
Of mirth and languor, coyness and advance; • 
Too eloquently like love’s warm pursuit:— 
While site, who sang so gently to the lute 
Her dream of home, steals timidly away. 
Shrinking as violets do in summer’s ray,— 

But takes with her from Azim’s heart that sigh 
We sometimes give to forms that pass us by 
In the world’s crowd, too lovely to remain. 
Creatures of light we never see again! 

Around the white necks of the nymphs who 
danc’d 

Hung carcanets of orient gems, that glanc’d 
More brilliant than the sea-glass glittering o’er 
The hills of crystal on the Caspian shore ; 
While, front their long, dark tresses, in a fall 
Of curls descending, bells, as musical 
As those that, on the golden-shofted trees 
Of Eden, shake in the eternal breeze. 

Rang round their steps, at every bound more 
sweet. 

As ’twere th’ ecstatic language of their feet! 

At length the chose was o’er, and they stood 
wreath’4 [breath’d 

Within each other’s arms; while soft there 
Through the cool casement, mingled with the 
si^a 

Of moonlight flowers,music tlkt seem’4.ts rise 
From some still lake, so liquidly it rose; « 
And, as it swell’d again at each fainl^lose, 

The ear could track, through all that mkze of 
chords, [words 

And young, sweet voices, these impassion’d ' 

A spirit there is, whose fragrant sigh 
Is burning now through Wrth and air; 

Where cheeks are blushing, the spirit is nigh; 
Where lips are meeting, the sj^t is there! ^ 
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Hia breath ia the aoul of flowera like theae, ' And here Mohammed, born for love and guile, 

And hia floating eyea—oh! they reaenAle Foigeta the Koran in hia Maty'a noile; 

Blue water>liliea, when the breeze Then beekona aome kind angel from ateve 

la making the atream around them tremble! IVith a new text to conaeerate their love! 


Hail to thee, hail to thee, kindling Power ! 

Spirit of Love, Spirit of BUaa! 

Thy holieat time ia the moonlight hour, [thia. 
And there never waa moonlight ao aweet aa 

By the fair and brave, 

Vl^ho, bluabing, unite, 

Like the aun and wave. 

When they meet at night! 

* By the tear that ahowa 
When paaaion ia nigh, 

Aa the rain-drop flowa 
From the heat of the aky! 

By the firat love-beat 
Of the youthful heart. 

By the bliaa to meet, 

And the pain to part! 

By all that thou haat 
To mortala given. 

Which—oh ! could it laat, 

Thia earth were heaven ! 

^e call thee hither, entrancing Powmr! 

Spirit of Love, Spirit of Bliaa! * 

Thy holiest time ia the moonlight hour, [thia. 
And there never was moonlight ao sweet aa 

Impatient of a scene, whose luxuries stole. 
Spite of himself, too deep into hia soul. 

And where, midst all that the young heart 
loves most. 

Flowers, music, 8mi1e8,to yield was to be lost. 
The youth had started up, and turn’d away 
From the light nymphs and their luxurious lay. 
To muse upon the pictures that hung round,— 
Bright images, that spoke without a sound, 
And views, like vistas into fairy ground. 

But here again new spells came o’er hia 
sense;— 

All that the pencil’s mute omnipotence 
Could call up into life, of soft and fair. 

Of fond and passionate, was glowing there j 
Nor yet too warm, but touch’d with that fine 
art 

Which paints of pleasure but the purer part; 
Which knows even heauty when half-veil’d ia 
best. 

Like her own radiant planet of the west. 
Whose orb when half retir’d looks liveliest 1 
Thevehung th^ history of the Genii-king, 
'Crac’a through each ^y, volaptaous wander- 
iqg [eyes 

Witl)nier ftom Saba’s bowers, in whose bright 
He read that to be blest ia to be wise : 

Here fbnd Zuleika wooa, with open arms, 
'The Hebrew boy, who flies from her young 
charms; « 

Vet, flying, turns to gaze, and, half undone, 
Wishes that hsav’n and she could both be 
* won! 


$ 170. Th* Crordm Rimini. L. Hurt. 

A NOBLX range it was, of many a rood. 
Walled round with trees, and ending in' a 
wood: 

Indeed, the whole waa leaty; and it had 
A winding stream about it, clear and glad. 
That danc’d from shade to ahade, and on its way 
Seemed smiling with delight to fbel the day. 
There was the pouting rose, both red and white. 
The flamy hout’a-ease, flushed with pui]de 
light. 

Blush-hiding atrawbeiYy, sonny-colored box. 
Hyacinth, handsome with his clustering locks, 
Tte lady lily, looking gently down. 

Pure lavender, to lay in bridal gown. 

The daisy, lovely on both sides,—in short. 

All the aweet cups to which the bees resort; 
With plots of grass, and perfumed walks be¬ 
tween 

Of citron, honeysflckle, and jessamine. 

With orangS, whose warm leaves so finely suif. 
And look os if they'd shade a golden fruit! 
And midst the flowera, turfed round beneath a 
shade 

Of circling pines, a babbling fountain played. 
And ’twixt their shafts you saw the water bright, 
Which through the darkstHne tops glimmered 
with showering light. 

So now you walked teaide an odorous bed 
Of gorgeous hues, white, axura, golden, red; 
And now turned off into a leafy walk. 

Close and continuous, fit for lovers’ tsdk; 

And now pursued the stream, and, as you trod 
Onward and onward o’er the velvet sod. 

Felt on your face an air, watery and sweet. 
And a new sense in your soft-lighting feet; 
And then, perhaps, you entered upon shades. 
Pillowed with delis and uplands 'twixt the 
glades, [then. 

Through which the distant palace, now and 
Looked lordly forth with many-windowed ken; 
A land of trees, which, reaching round about. 
In shady blessing stretched their old arms out. 
With spots of sunny opening, and with nooks. 
To lie and read in, sloping into brooks. 

Where at her drink you started the sl^ deer. 
Retreating lightly with a lovely fiav. 

And, all about, the birds kept leafy house. 
And sung and sparkled in and out the boughs; 
And all about, a lovely aky of blue 
Clearly was felt, or down the leaves laughed 
through; 

And he|p and there, in every p^, 'were seats. 
Some in the open walks, some in retreats; 
With bowering leaves o’erhead, to which the 
eye 

Looked up half aweetly and half awflilly^ 
Places of nestling green, fbr peeta made. 
Where, when the ennahine atraek a yeUeer 
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ahader tnaks, te inwEid peeping eight, 
Thronged in duk pillan up the gold green 
li(^t. 

But ’twixt the trood and flowery wallu, half- 


way, 

And formed of both, the loveliest ptfttioa lay 3 
A spot, that struck you like enchanted ground: 
It was a ^aUow dell, set in a mound 
Of sloping shrubs, that mounted by degrees, 
The birch and poplar mixed with heavier trees 3 
From under wmch, kent through a marble 
spout. 

Betwixt the dark wet green, a rill gushed out, 
Whose low sweet taUd^ seemed as if it said 
Something eternal to that happy shade: 

The ground within was lawn, with plots of 
flowers • [bowers 3 

Heaped towards the centre, and with citron 
And, in the midst of all, clustered about 
With bay and myrtle, and just gleaming out. 
Lurked a pavilion,—a delicious sight, 

Small, marble, well-proportioned, pellowy 
white, more,— 

With yellow vine-leaves gprinkled,—but no 
And a young orange either side the door. 

The door was to the prood, forward, and square. 
The rest was domed at top, and circular 3 
And through the dome the only light came in. 
Tinged, os it entered, with the vine leaves 
thin. 


While their fbrgotten ums, lying^bout 
In the green herbage, let the water out. ^ 
Never, be sure, before or since, was seen 
A summer-home so fine in suc^ a nest green. 

a 

AH the green garden, flower-bed, shade, and 
plot, . 

Francesca loved, but most of all this spot. 
Whenever she walked forth, wherever went 
About the grounds, to this at last she bent: 
Here she had brought a lute and a few books; 
Here would she he for hours with grateful 
looks, 

Thanking at heart the sunshine and the leaves. 
The summer rain-dn^ counting from (be 
eaves. 

And all that promising, calm amil& we see 
In natureNi face, when we look patiently 
Then would she think of heaven 3 and yo^ight 
hear, [clear, 

Sometimes, when every thing was hush^ and 
Her gentle voice from out those shades emerg- 
ing. 

Singing the evening anthem to the Virgin. 

The gardeners and the rest, who served the 
place. 

And blest whenever they beheld her face. 
Knelt when they heard it, bowing and nnc(>- 
vered. 

And felt as if in air eome sainted beauty ho¬ 
vered. 


It was a beauteous piece of ancient kkill. 
Spared from the rage of war, and perfect 
still 3 

By most supposed the work of fairy hands. 
Famed for luxurious taste, and choice of 
lands,— 

Alcina, or Morgana,—^ho from fights 
And errant fkme inveigled amorous kn4d>ts> 
And lived with them in a long round of blisses, 
Feasts, concerts, baths, and bower-enshaded 
kisses. 

But ’twas a temple, as its sculpture told. 

Built to the nymphs that haunted there of old 3 
For o’er the door was carved a sacrifice 
By girls and shepherds Inoaght, with reverent 
^es, • 

Of sylvan drinks and (bods, simple and sweet. 
And goats with stng^iiig honu end planted 
feet: 

And, on a line withtiiis, ran round dwut 
A like relief, touched exquisitely out. 

That showed, in various scenes, the nymphs 
themselves 3 

Some by the Water side on bowery shelves 
f jMtnin g at will,—some in the water sporting 
With sides half swelling forth, and looks of 
eourtiag^ ^ 

Some in a flowery dell, beviagu se^ 
play on a pipe, the Mils ring again,— 
stnmw tying up their long, moist hair,—some 
rflooping [fofl>~ 

Under the trecs^wiA fimns and e^yrs peep- 
Gr, sMelong<^ed, pMlending not to see 

The latter in the brakes come creepiagly. 


$ 171. Paulo and Franeaea. L. HtuT. 

One day,—twas on a summer afternoon. 
When airs and gurgling brooks are best in tune. 
And grasshoiqters are loud, and day-work done. 
And shades have heavy outlines in the sun,— 
The princess came to her accustomed bower 
To get her, if riie could, a soothing hour. 
Trying, as she was used, to leave lier cares 
Without, and nlumberoinly eigoy the airs. 

And the low-talking leaves, arid that cool light 
The vines let in, and all that hushing sight 
Of closing wood seen through the opening door, 
And distant jdash of waters tumbling o'er. 
And smell of citroh blooms, and fifty luxuries 
more. 

She tried, as usual, for the trial’s sake; 

For even that diminished her heart-ache 3 
And never yet, how ill soe’er at ease. 

Came she for nothing, midst the flowers and 
trees. 

Yet, somehow or another, on that day, 

She seemid to feel too lightlyihome away,— 
Too much relieved^—too much incUk^ to 
draw • 

A careleas jiqr from every thing she fltw^ 

And looking round her with a new-born eye. 
As if some tree of knowledge had been nigh. 
To taste of nature, primitive and free, 

And bask at ease in her hesM’a liberty. 

• 

Painfolly clear Uwse rising thttuf^tsuppeared. 
With sotaMhing dark at bottom Om ske fbar- 
edi 
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And, ■BBteh iBg ^f the fiddi her Uworidfiil 
, look, [book, 

She renohed o’eivheed, and took her down a 
And fdl to leading with an fixed an air 
> As thdiigh she had been rapt aince morning 
there. 

'Twaa Lanncelot of the Lake, a bright ro* 
•mance. 

That, like a trumpet, made young pulses dance, 
Yet hod a softer note that shook still more;— 
She had begun it but the day before. 

And read, with a ftiU heart, half sweet, half sad. 
How old King Ban was spoiled of all he had 
Bht one fair castle: how, one summer’s day. 
With his fair queen and child, he went away 
To ask the*great King Arthur for asnstance; 
How, reaching by himself a hill at distance. 
He turned to give his castle a last look. 

And saw its far white face: and how a smoke. 
As he was looking, buret in volumes forth, 

And good King &n saw all that he was worth. 
And his fair castle, burning to the ground. 

So that his wearied pulse felt over-wound ; 
And he lay down, and said a prayer apart 
For those he loved, and broke his poor old 
heart. [child, 

7 hen read she of the queen with her young 
How she came up, and nearly had gone wild^; 
And how, in journeying on, in her despair. 
She reached a lake, and met a lady there, 
Who pitied her, and took the baby sweet 
Into her arms, when lo, with closing feet 
She sprang up all at once, like bird from brake, 
And vanished with him underneath the lake. 
The mother’s feelings we as well may pass:— 
The fairy of the place that lady was. 

And Lanncelot (so the boy was called) became 
Her inmate, till, in search of knightly fame. 
He went to Arthur’s court, and played his part 
So rarely, and displayed so frank a heart. 
That, what with all his charms of look and 
limb, , 

The Queen Geneura fell in love with him 
And here, with growing interest in her reading, 
The princess, doubly &ed, was now proceed-- 
ing. 

Ready she sat with one hand to turn o’er 
The leaf, to which her thoughts ran on before. 
The other propping her white brow, and throw- 
ing- 

Its ringlets out, under the skylight glowing. 

So sat she fixed; and so observed was she 
Of one, who ^the door stood tenderly,— 
Panlb«—who, from a window seeing her 
Ck> straight across the lawn, and guessing 
vskere, [day 

Had fliought she was in tears, and fimnd that 
His usual efiiwts vain to ke^ away. 

'’May I come in?” said be:—^it made her 
■tart,-— 

' That smiling voice f—she colored, pressed her 
besrt 

A moBMOt, H jfor hseath, and then, with free, 
Aed nsoal tsfiq, aaid, ** O yesr-eertainly.’’ 


There’s apt to be, at nmacious times like theeS, 
An affectation of a bright-eyed ease, 

An air of something quite serene and sure. 

As if to seem so, was to be secure: 

With this the lovers met, with this they spoke. 
With this they sat down to the self-same book; 
And Paulo, degrees, gently embraced, 

With one permitt^ arm, her lovely waist; 
And both t^r cheeks, like peaches on a tree. 
Leaned with a touch together thrillingly ; 

And o’er the book they hnng, and notMngaaid, 
And every lingering page grew longer os tbqr 
read. 

As thus they sat, and felt with leaps of heart 
Their color change, they came upon the part 
Where fond Geneura, with her flame long 
nurs’d, [first:— 

Smiled upon Lanncelot when he kissed her 
That.touch, at last, through every fibre slid. 
And Paulo turned, scarce knowing what he 
did. 

Only felt be could no more dissemble, 

And kissed her, mouth to mouth, all in a trem¬ 
ble. e [kiss: 

Sad were those hearts, and sweet was that long 
Sacred be love from siglyi, whate’er it is. 

The world was all forgot, the struggle o’er. 
Desperate the joy.—^That day they read no 
more. 

$ 172. From Mastor: or the qf 

Solitude. Shellet. 

There was a poet, whose untimely tomb 
No human hands with pious reverence reared; 
But the charmed eddies of autumnal winds 
Built o’er his mouldering bones a pyramid 
Of mouldering leaves in the waste ^derness ; 
A lovely youth,—^no mourning maiden decked 
With weeping flowers, or white cypress wreath. 
The lone conch of his everlasting sleep:— 
Gentle, and brave, and generous,—^no lorn 
bard 

Breathed o'er his dark fate one melodious sigh 3 
He lived, he died, he sang, in solitude. 
Strangers have wept to hear his passionate 
notes. 

And vit]^s, as unknown he pm’d, have pined 
And wasted for fond love of his wild eyes. 

The fire of those orbs has ceased to burn. 

And silence, too enamoured of that voice. 
Locks its mute music in her nigged cell. 

By solemn vision, and bright silver dream. 
His infancy was nurtnred. Every sight 
And sound, from the vast earth and ambient 
air, 

Sent to his heart its choicest impulses. 

The foigitains of divine {diilosophy 
Fled not his thirsting lips, and all of great. 

Or good, or lovely, whiife the sacred past 
In truth or fable consecrates, he felt [left 
And knew. When early youth had pass’d, he 
His cidd fireside and alienated hone 
To seek strange trnths in undiacoTend lands. 
Many a wide waste and tangled wUdnoMaa- 
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Hu lured hii fearfiil ■tepa; aad be hai bought 
With hie aweet Toiee and eyu, from uvage 
men, 

Hia reat and food. Natura’a moat aecret atepa 
He likjB her ehadow bu puraued, where’er 
The r^ rolcano over-canopiea 
ti fielda of anow and pinnaclu of ice 
A^ith burning moke, or where bitumen lakea 
}n black here pointed ialeta erer beat 
With aluggiah aurge, or where the aecret caves. 
Rugged and dark, winding among the springs 
Of fire and poison, inaccessible 
To avarice or pride, their starry domu 
Of diamond and of gold expand above 
Numberless and immeuuraUe halls. 

Frequent with crystal column, and clear 
shrines 

Of pearl, and thrones radiant with chrysolite. 
Nor had that scene of ampler majesty 
Than gems or gold, the varying of heaven 
And the green earth, lost in his heart its claims 
To love and wonder: he would linger long 
In lonesome valu, making the wild hi/home. 
Until the doves and squirrel^ would partake 
From his innocuous hand his bloodless food. 
Lured by the gentle meaning of his looks; 

And the wild anteloph, that starts whene’er 
The dry leaf nistlu in the brake, suspend 
Her timid steps to gaze upon a form 
More graceful than her own. 

Hia wandering step, 
Obedient to high thoughts, has visited 
The awful ruins of the days of old,— 

Athens, and Tyre, and Balbec, and the wute 
Where stood Jerusalem, the fallen towers 
Of Babylon, the eternal pyramids, 

Memphis and Thebes, and whatsoe’er of strange 
Sculptured on alabaster obelisk, I 

Or jasper tomb, or mutilated sphinx, 

Dark ^Ethiopia in her desert hills 
Conceals. Among the ruined temples there. 
Stupendous columns, and wild images 
Of more than man, where marble demons 
watch 

The Zodiac's brazen mystery, and dead nten 
Hang their mute thoughts on the mut^nralls 
around. 

He lingered, poring in memorials [ing day 
Of the world’s youth ; thsough the long bum* 
Gazed in those speechless shapes, nor, when 
the moon 

Filled the mysterious halls with fioating shades. 
Suspended he that task, but ever gazed 
And gazed, till meaning on his vacant mind 
Flashed like strong inspiration, and he saw 
The thrilling secrets of the birth of time. 

$ 173. From Roaalind and Heltn. 
SBXL1.ET. 

'' Lo, where red morning through the woodsj 
Is burning o’er the dewsaid Rosalind. 

And with these words they rose, and towards 
the flood 

Ofthe Use kike, beneath the leaves now wind 


[book It. 

I With equal steps and fingers ibtertwined; 
Thence to a lonely dwelling, where the slg>re 
Is shadowed with steep rocks, and cypresses 
Cleave with their dark green cones the silent 
skies. 

And with their shadows the clear depths below, 
And where a little terrace from its bowers. 

Of blooming myrtle and faint lemon-flowers. 
Scatters its sense-dissolving fragrance o’er 
The liquid marble of the windless lake: 

And where the aged forest’s limbs look hoar, 
Under the leaves which their green garments 
make, [white. 

They come: ’tis Helen’s home, and clean aad 
Like one which tyrants spare on our own land 
In some such solitude; its casemeats bright 
Shone through their vine-leaves in the morn¬ 
ing sun, 

And even within ’twas scarce like Italy. 

And when she saw how all things there were 
planned. 

As in an English home, dim memoiy 
Disturbed poor Rosalind: she stood as one 
Whose mind is where his body cannot be. 

Till Helen led her where her child yet slept, 
And said, ” Observe, that brow was Lionel’s, 
Those lips were his, and so be ever kept 
One arm in sleep, pillowing his head with it.'' 
xbu cannot see his eyes, they are two wells 
Of liquid love ; let us not wake him yet.” 

But Rosalind could bear no more, and wept 
A shower of burning tears, which fell upon 
His face, and so his opening lashes shone 
With tears unlike his own, as he did leap 
In sudden wonder from his innocent sleep. 

So Rosalind and Helen lived together 
Thenceforth, changed in all else, yet friends 
again, [heather 

Such as they were, when o’er the mountain 
They wandered in their youth, through sun 
and rain. 

And after many years,—for human things 
Change cvenTlike the ooean and the wind,— 
Her daughter was restored to Rosaiind, 

And in their circle thence some visitinga 
Of joy ’mid their new calm would intervene: 
A lovely child she was, of looks serene. 

And motions which o’er things indifierent shed 
The grace and gentleness from whence they 
came. 

And Helen’s boy grew with her; and they fed 
From the same flowers of thought, until each 
mind 

Like springs which mingle in oi^ flood became j 
And in their union soon their parents sanr' 
The shadow of the peace denied to them. • 
And Rosalind,—for when the living Btstu 
Is cankered in its heart, the tree must fa%— 
Died ere her time; and with deep grief and 
awe 

The pale survivors followed her remains. 
Beyond the region of dissolving rains. 

Up the cold mountain she was wont to eaU 
Her tomb; and on Chiavenna's precipice | 

They raised a pyramid of lasting ice, 
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Whom poliihed*kide 8 , ere day had yet begun. 
Caught the first glow of the unriaen aun, 

The last, when it had sank; and, through the 
night, 

’»The cHarioteers of Arctos wheeled round 
Its glittering point, as seen from Helen’s home, 
Whose sad inhabitants each year would come, 
With willing ;teps climbing that rugged height, 
And hang long locks of hair, and garlands bound 
With amaranth flowers, wUcti, in the clime’s 
despite. 

Filled the frore air with unaccustomed light; 
Such flowers, as in the wintry memory bloom 
Of one friend left, adorned that frozen tomb. 

Helen, whose spirit was of softer mould, 
Whose suiferings too were less, death slowlier 
Into the’ peace of his dominion cold: [led 

She died among her kindred, being old. 

And know, that, if love die not in the dead 
As in the living, none of mortal kind 
Are blest as now Helen and Rosalind. 

$ 174. Procession in honor of Pan. 
Keats. 

Leading the way, young damsels danced 
along, 

-Hearing the burden of a shepherd song ; 

Each having a white wicker over brimm’d * 
With April’s tender younglings: next, well 
triiiim’d, 

crowd of shepherds with as sunburnt looks 
As may be read of in Arcadian books 3 
Such as sat listening round Apollo’s pipe, | 
When the great deity, for earth too ripe, 

Let his divinity o’erflowing die 
In music, through the vales of Thessaly: 

Some idly trail’d their sheep-hooks on the 
ground. 

And some kept up a shrilly-mellow sound 
With ebon-tipped flutes : close after these. 
Now coming from beneath the forest-trees, 

A venerable priest full soberly, ’ 

Regirt with ministering looks; always his eye 
Steadfast upon the matted turf he kept, 

And after him his sacred vestments swept. 

, From his right hand there swung a vase, milk- 
white, 

or mingled wine, out-sparkling generous light 3 
And in his left he held a basket, full 
Of all sweet herbs that searching eye could 
Wild thyme, and valley-lilies whiter still [cull 
Than Leda’s love, and cresses from the rill. 
His ued head, clowned with beechen wreath, 
See^d like a poll of ivy in the teeth 
Of winter hoar. Then came another crowd 
Of slmpberds, lifting in due time aloud 
* Their share of the iStty. After them appear’d, 
Up-follow’d by a multitude, that rear’d 
,Thoir voices to the douds, a fair-wzought ear, 
Easily rolling so as scarce to mar 
The freedom of throe steeds Of dapple brown: 
Who stood therein did seem of great renown 
, Among the ^nng. His youth was fully blown, 
Showin g like Ganymede to manhood grown; 


And, for those simple times, his garments were 
A chieftain king’s 3 beneath his breast,half bare, 
Was hung a silver bugle, and between 
His nervy knees there lay a boar-spear keen. 

A smile was on his countenance 3 he seem'd. 
To common lookers-on, like one who dream'd 
Of idleness in groves Elysian: 

But there were some who feelingly could scan 
A lurking trouble in his nether-lip. 

And see that oftentimes the reins would slip 
Through his forgotten hands: then would they 
sigh, 

And think of yellow leaves, of owlet's cry, 

Of logs piled solemnly.—Ah, well-a-day. 

Why should our young Endymion pine away ! 

$ 175. From, Hyperion. Keats 

So ended Saturn 3 and the god of the sea, 
Sophist and sage, from no Athenian grove. 

But cogitation in his watery shades, 

Arose, with locks not oozy, and began. 

In miftmurs, which his first-endeavoring 
tongue 

Caught, infqf t-likS, from the far-foamed sands. 
“ O ye, whom wrath consumes I who, pasaion- 
I stung, » 

Writhe at defeat, and nurse your agonies! 

Shut up your senses, stifle up your ears 3 
My voice is not a bellows unto ire. 

Vet listen, ye who will, whilst I bring proof 
How ye, perforce, most be content to stoop 3 
And in the proof much comfort will 1 give, 

If ye will take that comfort in its truth. 

We fall by course of nature’s law, not force 
Of thunder, or of Jove. Great Saturn, thou 
Hast sifted well the atom-universe 3 
But for this reason, that thou art the king. 

And only blind from sheer supremacy, 

One avenue was shaded from thine eyes, 
Through which 1 wandered to eternal truth. 
And first, as thou wast not the first of powers, 
So art thou not the last 3 it cannot be: 

Thou art not the beginning nor the end. 

From chaos and parental darkness came 
Light, the first fruits of that intestine broil. 
That sullen ferment, which for wondrous ends 
Was ripening in itself. The ripe hour came. 
And with it light, and light, engendering 
Upon its own producer, forthwith touch’d 
The whole enormous matter into life. 

Upon that very hour, our parentage, 

The heavens and the earth, were manifest ; 
Then, thou first-born, and we, the giant race. 
Found ourselves ruling new and beauteous 
realms. 

Now comes the pain of truth, to whom ’tis pain 3 
O foUy Jsfor to bear all nak^ truths. 

And to envisage circumstance, all calm. 

That is the top of sovereignty. Mark well 1 
As heaven and earth aito mirer, Ikiier far. 

Than chaos and blank darkness, though once 
chiefs 3 

And as we ^w beyond that heaven and earth 
In form and shape compact and beautiful, 
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In will, in action free, companionship, 

And thousand other signs of purer life; 

So on our heels a fresh perfection treads, 

A power more strong in beauty, bom of us 
And fated to excel us, as we pass 
In glory that old darkness; nor are we 
Thereby more conquer’d, than by us the rule 
Of shapeless chaos. Say, doth the dull soil 
Quarrel with the proud forest it hath fed, 

And feedeth still, more comely than itself 7 
Can it deny the chiefdom of green groves 7 
Or shall the tree be envious a£ the dove 
Because it cooeth, and hath snowy wings 
To wander wherewithal and find its joys 7 
We are such forest-trees, and our fair boughs 
Have bred forth, not pale, solitary doves, 

But eagles, golden-feather'd, who do tower 
Above us in their beanty, and must reign 
In right thereof j for 'tis the eternal law 
That drst in beauty, should be first in might: 
Yea, by that law, another race may drive 
Our conquerors to mourn as we do now. 

Have ye beheld the young god of the seas, 

My dispossessor 7 have ye seen his face 7 
Have ye beheld bis chariot,‘foam’d along 
By noble winged creatures he hath matde 7 
1 saw him on the calined waters scud. 

With such a glow of beauty in bis eyes, 

That it enforc’d me to bid sad farewell 
To all my empire : farewell sad I took, 

And hither came, to see how dolorous fate 
Had wrought upon ye; and how I might best 
Give consolation in this wo extreme. 

Receive the truth, and let it be your balm.” 
Whether through poz'd conviction, or dis¬ 
dain. 

They guarded silence, wlten Oceanus [tell 7 
Left murmuring, what deepest thought can 
But so it was, none answer’d for a space, 

Save one whom none regarded, Clymene; 

And yet she answer’d not, only complain’d. 
With hectic Ups, and eyes up-looking mild, 
Thus wording timidly among the fierce - 
" O father, I am here the simplest voice. 

And all my knowledge is that joy is gone, 

And this thing wo crept in among our hearts. 
There to remain for ever, as 1 fear: ^ 

I would not bode of evil, if 1 thought 
.So weak a creature could turn off the help 
Which by just right should come of mighty 
Yet let me teU my sorrow j let me tell [g^s; 
Of what 1 heard, and how it made me weep. 
And know that we had parted from all hope. 

1 stood upon a shore, a pleasant shore. 

Where a sweet clime was breathed from a 
land 

Of fragrance, quietness, and trees, and flowers. 
Full of calm joy it was, as 1 of grief; e 
Too full of joy and soft delicious warmth; 

So that I felt a movement in my heart 
To chide and to reproach that solitude 
With songs of misery, music of our woes; 

And sat me down, and took a mouthed shell, 
And mi^ur’d iqto it, and made melody— 

O melo^'lio more! for) while 1 song, 


[boos ti. 

And with poor skill let pass iido the breeze 
The dull shell’s echo, from a bowery strand 
Just opposite, an island of the sea, [wind. 
There came enchantment with the shifting 
That did both drown and keep alive my ears. ' 
I throw my shell away upon the sand, 

And a wave fiU’d it, as my sense was fill’d 
With that new, bUssful, golden melody. 

A living death was in each gush of sounds, 
Each family of rapturous, hurried notes, 

That fell, one after one, yet all at once, 

Like pearl beads dropping sadden from their 
string; 

And then another, then another stnun, .< 
Each like a dove leaving its olive perch, 

With music wing’d instead of silexit plumes, 

To hover round my head, and make me sick 
Of joy and grief at once. Grief overe^e, 

And 1 was stopping up my ftantic ears, 

When, past aU hinderance of my trembling 
hands, 

A voice came sweeter, sweeter than all tune, 
And still it cried, * Apollo i young Apollo! 

The morning-bright Apollo! young Apollo !’ 

1 fled, it follow’d me, and cried, * Apollo!’ ” 

$ 176. Guido and babth Cobh wall. 

, He was the last iff all his race, and fled 
'To haughty Genoa where the Dorins reigned: 
A mighty city once, though now she sle^ 
Amidst her amphitheatre of hills, 

Or sits in silence by her dashing deeps, 

And not-a page in living story fills. 

He had that look which poets love to paint. 
And artists fashion, in their happier mood, 

And budding girls, when first their dreamings 
fkint [stood 

Show them such forms as maids may love. He 
Fine as those shapely spirits heaven-descended, 
Hermes or young Apollo, or whom she 
The moon-lit Dian, on the Latmian hill. 

When all the woods and all the winds were 
still, 

Kissed with the kiss of immortality. 

And in his eye, where love and pride contended, 
His dark, deep-seated eye, there was a spell 
Which they who love a^ have been lov’d can 
teU. 

And she—^but what of her, his chosen bride, 
His own, on whom he gaz^ in secret pride, 
And lov’d almost too much for happiness 7 
Enough to say that she was bom to blen. 

She was surpassing fair: her mntle voice 
Came like the fabled muoks t^ beguily * 

The sailor on the waters, and her smiles « 
Shone like the light of hmven, and ' Re¬ 
joice !’ • 

That mom they sat upon the sea-beach green; 
For in that land the sward springs flesh and. 
free 

Close to tbo ocean, and ncstides ore seen 
To break the glassy quiet of the sea: 

And Guido, with 1^ ana round babel, 
Unclaqped the tresses of her obestmit hair, 
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Which in her white and bearing boeom fell 
Like things enamour’d, and then, with jealoua 
* air, 

Bade the soft amorous winds not wanton there} 
And then his dark eyes sparkled, and be wound 
The fillets like a cornet around 
Her brow, and bade her rise and be a queen. 
And, oh! ’twas sweet to see hej; delicate 
band [check. 

Pressed ’gainst his parted lips, as though to 
In mimic anger, all those whispers bland 
He knew so well to use j and on his neck 
Her round arm hung, while, half as in com> 

. mand 

And half entreaty, did her swimming eye 
Speak of ^rbearance, till from her pouting lip 
He snatched the honey-dews that lovers sip. 
And then, in crimsoning beauty, playfully 
She frowned, and wore that self-betraying air 
That women loved and flattered love to wear. 

Oft would he, as on that same spot they lay 
Beneath the last light of a summer's day. 

Tell (and would watch the while her steadfast 
How on the lone Pacific he had been, [eye). 
When the sea lion on his wateiy way 
Went rolling through the billows green. 

And shook that ocean’s dead tranquillity; 

And he would tell her of past times, and whtpe 
He rambled in his boyho^ far away. 

And spoke of other worlds and wonders fair. 
And mighty, and magnificent; for he 
Had seen the bright sun worshipp’d like a god 
Upon that land where first Columbus trod; 
And travelled by the deep Saint Lawrence’s 
And by Niagara’s cataracts of foam, [tide, 
And seen the wild deer roam 
Amongst interminable forests, where 
The serpent and the savage have their lair 
Together. Nature there, in wildest guise. 
Stands undebased, and nearer to the skies; 
And midst her giant trees and waters wide 
The bones of things forgotten, byried deep. 
Give glimpses of an elder world, espied 
By us, but in that fine and dreamy sleep, j 
When fancy, ever the mother of deep truth. 
Breathes bet dim oracles on the soul o£ youth. 

$ 177. Addrm to the Ocean. Couhwax.!,. 

» * 

O THOD vast ocean! ever-sounding sea! 
Thou symbol of a dread immensity! 

Thou thing that windest round the solid world 
Like a huge animal, which, downward hurl’d 
From the Uflck i^uds, lies weftering and 
* alone, 

Laebiiu and writhing till its strength be gone! 
Th]svmce is like the thunder, and thy s^p 
Is as a giant’s slumber, loud and deep. 

Thou qMskest in the east and in the west 
At once, and on heavily laden breast 
Fleets come and go, and shapes that have no 
life ^ 

Or motion yet are moved, and meet in steife. 
Thi earth hath nought of this: no chance nor 

.ehaage 


Raffles its surface, and no siflrits dare 
Give answer to the tempest-waken air; 

But o’er its wastes the weakly tenants range 
At will, and wound its bosom as they go: 

Ever the same, it hath no ebb, no flow ; 

But to their stated rounds the seasons come, 
And pass like visions to their viewless home. 
And come again, and vanish: the young 
spring 

Looks ever bright with leaves and blossoming. 
And winter always winds his sullen bom, 
When the wild autumn, with a look forlorn, 
Dies in his stormy manhood; and the skies 
Weep, and flowers sicken, when the summer 
flies. 

—^Thou only, terrible ocean! hast a power, 

A will, a voice, and, in thy wrathful hour. 
When thou dost lift thine anger to the clouds, 
A fearful and magnificent beauty shrouds 
Thy broad, green fo^eod. If thy waves be 
driven 

Backwards and forwards the shifting wind. 
How quickly dost thou thy great strength un¬ 
bind, [heaven! 

And stretch thin# snns, and war at once with 

Thou trackless and immeasurable main ! 

On thee no record ever Rved again 
To meet the hand that writ it: line nor lead 
Hath ever fathomed thy profoundest deeps, 
Where haply the huge monster swells and 
sleeps. 

King of his watery limit, who, ’tis said. 

Can move the mighty ocean into storm— 

Oh'. wonderful thou art, great element; 

And fearful in tby spleeny humours bent, 

And lovely in repose: thy summer form 
Is beautiful, and, whan thy silver waves 
Make music in earth’s dark and winding caves, 

I love to wander on thy pebbled beach, , 
Marking the sunlight at the evening hour, 

And hearken to the thoughts thy waters 
“ Eternity, eternity, and power.” [teach— 

$ 178. Magdalen and Label. Wilsoit. 
HAQDALEir. 

How bright and fair that afternoon returns 
When last we parted! Even now I feel 
Its dewy freshness in my soul! Sweet breeze! 
That, hymning like a spirit up the lake. 

Came through the tall pines on yon littfe isle 
Across to us upon the vemsl shore 
With a kind, friendly greeting. Frankibrt Uest 
The unseen muucian floating through the air. 
And smiling said, “ Wild harper of tiie hill! 
So xnay’st thou play thy ditty when once mote 
This lake 1 do revisit!” As he spoke, 
Awayfflied the music in the firmament. 

And unto silence left our parting hour. 

No breeze will ever steal uom Nature’s heart 
So sweet to me again. , 


Whate’er my dew, 
It cannot be unhappy. Oed hath gi v e 
The boon of rerig^tion: I conld 




vra 

Though doubtloM human feara would croas my 
■onl, 

Calmly ev’n now}—yet, if it be ordain’d 
That I return unto my native valley, 

And live with Frankfort there, why should I 
To say I might be happy-—happier &r [fear 

Than I deserve to be. Sweet Rydal lake! 
Am I again to visit thee 7 to hear [soul 7 
Thy glad waves murmuring all around my 
IBABXL. 

Methinks I see us in a cheerful group 
Walking along the margin of the bay, 

Where our lone summer-house— 

KAGOAtEN. 

Sweet mossy cell! 

So cool, so shady, silent, and compos’d! 

A constant evening full of gentle dreams 1 
Where joy was felt like s^adness, and our grief 
A melancholy pleasant to be borne. 

Hath the green linnet built her nest this spring 
In her own rose-bush near the quiet door 7 
Bright solitary bird! she oft will miss 
Her human friends: our orchard now must be 
A wilderness of sweets, by nbne belov'd. 

ISABEL. 

One blessed week would soon restore its 
beauty. 

Were we at home. Nature can work no wrong. 
The very weeds how lovely ! the confusion 
Doth speak of breeses, sunshine, and the dew. 

MAGDALEN. 

I hear the murmuring of a thousand bees 
In that bright, odorous, honey-suckle wall 
That once enclosed the happiest family 
That ever liv’d beneath the blessed skies. 
Where is that family now 7 O Isabel! 

I feel my soul descending to the grave. 

And all these loveliest rural images 
Fade, like waves breaking on a dreary shore. 

ISABEL. 

Ev’n now I seen stream of sunshine bathing 
The bright moss-roses round our parlour win¬ 
dow ! 

O! were we sitting in that room once mote^ 
MAGDALEN. 

'Twould seem inhuman to be happy there, 
And both my parents dead. How could Iwalk 
On what I us^ to call my father’s walk. 

He in his grave'. or look upon that tree. 

Each year so full of blossoms or of fruit, 
Plant^ by my mother; and her holy name 
Graven on its stem by mine own infant hands! 

$ 179. Omens tffthe Plague. Wilson. 

(A crowd of people, several in oonversatioa 
together.} 

Sd van. 

■ * ■■■ Benore the plague burst out, 

All who hM eyesight witness’d in the city 
Dtead apperit^f, that sent through the soul 
FhrebodiBgs ottiuoie wild calamity. 


[book ir. 

The very daylight seem’d not tb be pour'd 
Down from the sun—a ghastly glimmering hsze 
Sent upwards from the earth; while every face 
Look'd wan and sallow, gliding through the 
streets, • 

That echo’d in the dartAesa. When the veil. 
Of mist was drawn aside, there hung the sun 
In the unrejoicing atmosphere, blood-red 
And beamless in his wrath. At mom and even. 
And through the dismal day, that aspect fierce 
Glar’d on the city, and many a wond’ring group 
Gaz’d till they scarce believ’d it was the sun. 
Did any here behold, as 1 beheld, [pear'd, 
That phantom, who three several nights ap- 
Sitting upon a cloud-built throne of state 
Right o’er St. Paul's cathedral 7 On that throne, 
.At the dead hour of night, he took his seat. 

And,monarch-like,stretch'd out hismighty uvn, 
That shone like lightning. In that kin^y 
motion [features, 

There seem’d a steadfast threatening; and his 
Gigantic, ’neath their shadowy diadem. 

Frown’d, as the phantom vow’d within his 
Perdition to the city. Then he rose, [heart 
Majestic spectre '. keeping still his face 
Towards the domes beneath, and disappear’d. 
Still threatening with his outstretch’d arm of 
Into a black abyss behind the clouds, [light' - 

‘ VOICE FROM THE CROWD. 

I saw him—on the very night I saw him, 
When first the plague broke out. 

30 MAN. 

And saw ye not 

The sheeted corpses stalking through the sky 
In long, long troops together—^yet all silent. 
And unobservant of each other, gliding 
Down a dark flight of steps, that seem’d to lead 
Into the bosom of Eternity? 

VOICE FROM THE CROWD. 

What saw’st thou else 7 
* Sd man. 

I have seen hearses moving through the sky! 
Not few or solitary, as on earth 
They pass us by upon a lonesome road— 

Bnt thousands, tens of thousands, mov'd along 
In grim procession; a long league of plumes 
Tossing in the storm that roar’d aloft in hea* * 
ven. 

Yet bearing onwards through the hurricane, 

A black, a silent, a wild cavalcade. 

That nothing might restrain; till, in a moment, 
The heaveni were freed, and allvhe sparkling 
stars \ ^ 

Look’d through the Uue and empty firm^ent! 

180. A Dream qf Ocean, Eustace? 

It was the evening of a summer day— 

One of those days, that, like a well-spent life, 
End pure and placidly—^leaviqg behind 
A golden line reflect^ on tlie sen, 

All glorious as the good man’s retrospect} 

And I bad stray’d that live-long summer A 
AmoBg the mighty columns Time has stre 
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(Or eart^ualce^or the hming thunderbolt) 

On Dalria^’e* shore, where still thine eye I 
Maf mark wide ruins of a fane not built 
With hands; entitled (in a poet’s page) 

.^he Qiant’s Causeway. At my feet the waYes, 
Hanging suspended on the curl a while, 

Like a coy girl, till others pushed them on. 

Did bow their pearly coronets to kiss 
The polished pebbles of a little bay 
Beneath the rocks; where, on a couch of shells. 
The drowsy booming of the languid wave 
Stole like a spell upon me, and I slept— 

Ev’n as a weary infant sinks to rest, 

Hpsh'd by his nurse’s lullaby: the soul. 

The soul slept not! but imp'd her rapid wing 
Like an unbonded falcon—^for, methought 
The palb young moon shone beautiful above: 
And while I gazed upon her ocean track 
Of quivering silver (that did seem to reach 
Over the waters to the edge of heaven) 
Whereon the dolphin-mounted mermaids sport 
Through the still night, a voice came o'er 
mine ear— * 

But ’twas a voice so exquisitely tuned, 

'I'hat sure I deem’d some wand’ring angel wove 
My native tongue with heaven’s own harmony. 
Beyond the poet’s skilland thus it said— 

'i Come, I will show thee secrets of the deep!” 
I look’d—and lo! a form far lovelier than i 
The daughters of the earth before me stood : 
Upon the undulating wave her foot [robe 
Shone bright and buoyant: her transparent 
Blent with the moonbeam—showing limbs 
wherein 

No life-blood flow’d; for I might see sometimes 
The water-gleam shine through their sym¬ 
metry ; 

And then 1 knew a spirit spoke with me— 

A spirit moulded to seem palpable. 

And far beneath through ocean depths we dived, i 
Swift as the shell-drake—still respiring ftee, 
As if an atmosphere encircled us« 

I follow'd without effort, for my guide 
Attracted with a load-star’s influence. 

And, with mysterious motion, drew me on 
Through the cold waste of fluid emerald. 

Down, down we glided—and the moonbeam 
glanc’d 

From a green sky above—trembling as though 
It fear’d to lose itself in those vast depths : 
The ocean-snake wound on his volnm’d coil 
In beauty instinct shrank from : th^leviathan. 
Picking betwisn us and th 9ong 

A downward shadow like thunder cloud; 
And, iq}iile be pass’d, the slow-returning light 
Cantb as another dawning. Myriad shoals, 

(Hosts of the marahall’d ocean,) swimming on. 
Turn’d up their silver sides with a swift gleam, 
* Taking the light they scatter’d back again, 

I ,ike sunshine on a serried field of spears; 
Tlie dolphin chas’d the flying fish; and aye 
IVith each pursuing dart, a gosh of hues 

* Anaiant nains of tbs county of Antrim. 


Stream’d firom his sides—^raying the wave, as 
His colors mingled with it; and beneath, [if 
On golden sands, islands of shells were pil’d 
Of every shape and dye, from those whereof 
'The sea-nymph’s car is ^hion’d, even to those 
She braids the glory of her locks withal. 


We won'the roots of ocean! 
A rock of virgin crystal heav’d in front. 

O’er whose steep side, like tendrils of the vine. 
The crimson coral travers’d; and between 
Hung grapes of clustering pe^I. My guide 
look’d back 

Upon the wing, and, smiling, pointed out 
A cell in the transparent cliff, such as 
Some Nereid might inhabit, garlanding 
Her brow with sea-cull’d flowers—And 
soon,” she said, 

" Thy pilgrimage shall end.” We entered then 
Treading a floor of tesselated gems. 

Whereon the ruby, opal, amethyst. 

The burning carbuncle, the sapphire bine. 

Did blaoe like stars in dazzling marquetry: 
And ftili in front an inner porch flung back 
Its valves of mothiJt pearl, inviting us 
To bend ouf steps along that shining path, 

I Cut onward through the celf-illumin’d stone. 


” Attend! (if that, indeed, thine ear may brook 
To hear what mortal hath not heard), while 1 
Do tell the deep and awful mysteries: 

The impulse of the winds—the hidden laws 
Which bind the deep in fealty to the moon— 
Of wonders they shall see (but never tell) 
Who storm the iCy barriers of the pole:— 

Of lightnings—spirits that shoot from cloud to 
cloud [wing!) 

(But wo to him they brush with passing 
And lift the curtains of the horizon up 
To give ye glimpses of another world; 

That be in lineament as seraphs are; 

Heaven’s thunder-voiced ministers—to man 
Invisible, through mere excess of light:— 
Relate of high intelligences, who 
Dwell in this ocean paradise (as ye 
In Eden’s rosy bowers might still have dwelt;) 
Beings coeval with the stars, who nurk’d 
The first bright blush of day, when the dread 
voice [was light! 

Pronounc’d, ** Let there be light”—and there 
And saw the mountain tops leap up to meet 
The joyful sallies of the new-born sun. 

" Behold! this sky-like dome of adamant 
(Each pillar’s shadow ranged beneath its cope 
Would hide earth’s loftiest Alp) supports the 
Ofoceu’s vast——” [weighv 

O, mercy, mercy, heaven! 

A migifty rush of waters—and above 

The diamond dome is shatter’d, piecemeal fall 

(As fell the temple of the Philirtine) 

Its thousand jasper columns: sore distress’d, 

I gazed arounid for succoz^—mono was nigh } , 
My guide had vanish’d! and ai thebrigjiit raia 
Hurl’d headlong down to omah me 1^ n 
wonn— 







(s*estli 
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With • eomndidoii of the lieut—1 woke. The qnickon’d heaviaf 
O, what a change waa hete! for quietnew But all within it is at test; 

Breath'd all aronnd: yrt right beneath my feel] There is no quivering nerve; his brow 
There play’d a circling dimple on the wave, Scarce bent upon the crowd below, 

An one had, even at that moment, dived; He stands in settled, stately gloom, 


And all wi vivid work'd my dreaiu„tliat I 
\1 >» i'siin Ut credit something (not of earth) 
Had dallied with my ike'ey.— 

' » 

$ 181 . CxenA Cfeorge. CnoLr. 

Twas noon:« crimstm banner play’d 
Above thy rampart port, Belgrade; 

From time to time the gong's deep swell 
Rose thundming from ^ citadel} 

And soon the trampling charger’s din 
Told of some mustering pomp within. 

But all without was still and drear; 

The long streets wore the hue of fear. 

All desert, but where some quick eye 
Peer'd from the curtain’d gallery; 

Ctf, crouching slow from r^ to roof, 

Tim Servian glanc’d, then shrank aloof^ 
Eager, yet dreading, to look on 
The business to be that daytdone. 

The din grew louder; trampling' fbet 
Seem’d msbing to tl|e central street 
’Twas fill’d; the city’s idle brood 
Scatter'd before, few, haggard, rude: 

Then came the Spahis pressing on 
With kettle*dnim and gonfalon; 

And ever at the cymbal’s clash, 

Upshook their qiears the sudden flash, 

Till, like a shatter’d, sable sail, 

Wheel’d o’er their raar the black horse-tail, 
All hurrying thick, like men who yield, 

Or men who seek some final field. 

They lead a captive j the pashaw 
From his large eye draws back with awe; 
All tongues are silent in the group, 

Who round that fearful stranger troop : 

He still has homage, though his hands 
Are straining in a felon’s bands. 

No Moslem he; his brow is hare, 

Save one mid tress of raven hair, 

Like a Uadc serpent da^y bound. 

Where oiiea eat Servis’s golden round. ^ 
His neck bends low, and many a stain 
Of blood shows bow it fbels the chain; 

A paaaant’a robe is o’er him flnng, 

A swordlesa sheath beside him hug; 

He sits a charger, hot ashve 
Now holds the bridle of the brave. 


An4 now they line the palace square, 

A splendid sight, as nqou’s fell glare 
Pours on their piond caparison, 

Ann HHigfa with geU and darning shme. 
Horse-nets, sad shnwb of Indian dye, 
O’er hrows of savage msjestj. 

But where b tbe.fatterU rim now f 
A.flu ahove, a hloek below, 

An fiUiiep headimn: tesr'ring near, 

Smw nfeepe miool dose his etam eueer. 
A feoesaafi eyes en fil’d to mark 
71 m ftding oChto qye’s deep ^erfc, 


A wairlor’s statue on bis tcunb. 


A trumpet rangthe turban'd line 
Clash’d up their spears, the headsman's 
sign. 

Then, like the flame-burst feom the forge> 
Blaz’d thy dark visage, CZERNI GEORGE! 
He knew that trumpet’s Turkish wail. 

His guide through many a forest vale, • 
When, Kattering like the hunted deer, 

The Moslem felt his early spear; « 

He heard it when the Servian targe 
Broke down the Delhi’s desperate charge^ 
And o’er the flight his scimetar 
Was like the flashing ofa star: 

That day his courser to the knee 
Was bathed in blood, and Servia free ! 

That day, before he sheathed his blade. 

He stood a sovereign in Belgrade; 

The field, the throne, were on that eye. 
Which wander’d now so wild and high. 


The hour had waned; the sunbeam fell 
Full on the palace |nnnacle j 
The golden crescent on its spire 
Beam’d o’er a cross! his eye shot fire! 

That cross was o’er the crescent set, 

The day he won the coronet. 

He dash’d away a tear of pride, 

Ilia hand was darted to his side,— 

No sword was there a bitter smile 
Told the stern spirit’s final thrill; 

Yet all not agony; afar, 

Mark’d he no cloud of northern war t 
Swell’d on his prophet ear no clang 
Of tribes that to their saddles sprang f 
No Russian cuinon’s heavy hail 
In vengeance smiting the Serail 1 
The whole was but a moment’s trance. 
That reap’d the turban’d rabUe’s glanra ; 

A sigh, a stride, a stamp, the whofe; 

Time measnres not the tides of soul. 

He was absorb’d in dreams, nor saw 
llie hurried glare of the padiaw. 

Nor saw the headsman’s backw!^ step, 

To give his axe the wider sweep. 

Down came the blow!—the self-same aonile 
Wss lingering on the dead lip still, 

When, ’mid the train, the pkemu bore 
Thebl " "-'thePondour. .* 

The night woe wild, the atabol v 
Scarce echoed on rampart wall; 

Scarce heard the shrinking sentinel 
The night-horn in the tempest’s yell. 

But forms, os shot the lightning’s glare, 
Stole silent tiirough that palaooeqnaie, 

And thick and dim a weeping group 
Bem’d o'er Ha eutnl spot to stoop. 

The atoim a moment ponaed; the nooB 
Brood from a hunyiiig dood-nlt shooe; 
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It alrone upon xhatdleM trank, 

Rais’d in their anna j the moonbeam annk, 
Anfl all was dimness j but the beat 
Came sodden as of parting feet, 

And sweet and solemn voices pined 
VII the low lapses of the wind. 

’Twas like the hymn, when soldiers bear 
A soldier to his sepulchre. 


The lightning threw a shaft below; 

The stately square was desert now. 

Yet far, as far as eye could strain. 

Was seen the remnant of a train } 

A jvavering shadow of a crowd, 

That round some noble burden bow’d. 

Twas gong, and all was night once more. 

Wild rain, and whirlwind’s doubled roar ! 

$ 1S2. To a WaUrfowl. Brtaiit. 

Whither, ’midst falling dew, [day, 
While glow the heavens with the last steps of 
Far, through their rosy depths, dost thou pur- 
Thy solitary way 7 [sue 

Vainly the fowler’s eye 
Might mark thy distant flight to do thee wrong. 
As, darkly painted op the crimson sky. 

Thy figure floats along. • 

Seek’st thou the plaahy brink 
Of weedy lake, or marge of river wide. 

Or where the rocking billows rise and aUik 
On the chafed ocean side ? 

There is a Power, whose care 
Teaches thy way along that pathless coast,— 
The desert and illimitable ur,— 

Lone wandering, but not lost. 

AU day thy wings have fann’d. 

At that far height, the cold, thin atmoqihere; 
Yet stoop not, weary, to the welcome land. 
Though the dark night u near. 

And soon that toil shall ehd. 

Soon shalt thou find a summer home and rest. 
And scream among thy fellows} reeds shall 
Soon o'er thy sheltered nest. [bend 

Thou 'it gone} the abyss of heaven 
Hath swallowed up thy form} yet, on my heart. 
Deeply hath sunk the lesson thou hast given. 
And shall not soon depart. 

|le, who, from aone to sone, [flight. 
Guides through the boundless sky thy certain 
In the long ym, that I must tread^one, 

* • WUl my atep^fight. 

^83. Setting Sail. Pxrcital. 

He went amid these glotioua things of earth. 
Transient as glorious, and along the beach 
* Of snowy aai^, and rounded pebbles, walked. 
Watching the ccn^ng of the evening tide. 
Rising with every ripple, as it kissed 
The giaed with a softly gurgling sound, 

' iUid adll advaneing up tlm level shme, 

•TUI, IB UidMpitaXiustin, H flowed louad 


His footprints, and twiAe kiea. Whea ho 
came 

Where a long teaf stretched out, and in its hays 
Scooped firom the shelving rocks, recmved the 
And held it as a mirror deep and dark, [sea, 
He paused, and, standing thm against the ship. 
He gave his ^nal. S«^ he saw on board 
The sUr of preparation} they let down 
A boat, and soon her raised and dipping oars 
Flashed in the setting light, and rounds her 
prow [out 

The gilt sea swelled and orinhled, spreading 
In a wide circle; and she glided on 
Smoothly, and with a whispering sound, that 
Louder with every dipping rtf' the oars, [grew 
Until she neared the reef, and sent a surge 
Up through its coves, and covered them with 
foam. [back 

He stepped on board, and soon they bore him 
To the scarce rocking vessel, where she lay 
Waiting the night wind. On the deck he sat, 
And looked to one point only, save, at times, 
Whenriiis eye glanced around the mingM 
Of beauty and sublimity. Meanwhile [scene 
The sun had set,%he painted sky and clouds 
Put off theft' liveries, the bay its robe 
Of brightness, and the asters were thick in 
heaven. 

They looked upon the waten, and bdow 
Another sky swelled out, thick set with stars. 
And chequered with light clouds, which from 
the north 

Came flitting o’er the dim>seen hills, and shot. 
Like birds, across the bay. A distant shade 
Dimmed the clear sheet} it darkened, and it 
drew 

Nearer. The waveless sea was seen to rise 
In feathery curls, and soon it met the ship. 
And a breese struck her. (tniidt the floating 
sails [on 

Rose up and drooped again. The wind came 
Fresher} the curls were waves} the sails 
were filled 

Tensely} the vessel righted to her course. 
And ploughed the waters} round her prow the 
I foam 

Tossed, and went back along her polished sides. 
And floated off, bounding the ra^ng wske. 
That seemed to pour in torrent*fiom her stem. 
The wind still freshened, and the nails were 
stretched, [firrce. 

Till the yards cracked. She bent before its 
And dippiad her lee^ide low beneath the waves. 
Straight out she went to sea, as when a' hawk 
Darts on a dove, and with a motionless wing 
Cuts the light, yielding air. The monataiu 
dipp^ 

Their dark walls to the waters, and the hills 
ScarcAeared tbsir green tops o^BrtlMtt. One 
white point. 

On which a light house Mated, alone stood out 
In the broad Sea } and there be flted his^, 
Taking hw last look of Ms tetive rimm. 

Night wore awqr, and iliU'llie wind Hew 
stronir, [tMeeiMfved 

And the gbipftoaghid the mmt efUeli bow 
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In high and rolling hillowa. All were glad, 
And laughed and ahouted, aa ahe darted on, 
And plunged amid the fbam, and Uiaaed it 
high 

Over the deck, aa when a atrong curbed ateed 
Flings the fW>th Irom him in hia eager race. 
All had been dimly atar^lit; but the moon 
Late riaing, ailvered o'er the toning sea. 

And lighted up its foam>wteaths, and just 
'threw 

One parting glance upon the distant nhorea. 
They met eye; the nnking rocks were 
bright, 

And a clear line of silver marked the hills, 
Where be hod aaid farewell. A sudden tear 
Gushed, and hia heart was melted; but he 
soon [ed 

Repressed the weakness, and he calmly watch- 
The fading vision. Just aa it retired 
Into the common darkness, on his eyes 
Sleep fbil, and, with his looks turned to his 
home. 

And—dearer than his home—to her hb loved, 
He closed them, and hu thoughts were lost 
in dreams 

Bright and too glnd to be realities. 

Calmly be slept, and lived on happy dreams, 
Till, from the bctsom of the boundless sea, 
Now spreading far and wide without a shore. 
The cloudless sun arose, and he awoke. 

$ 184. Addreu to the Sun. Pkrcival. 

CxNTRB of light and energy '. thy way 
Is through the unknown void; thou hast thy 
throne, 

Morning, and evening, and at noon of day. 

Far in the blue, untended and alone ; 

Ere the first-wabened airs of earth h^ blown. 
On thou didst march, triumphant in thy light; 
Then thou didst send thy glance, which still 
hath flown [night, 

Wide through the never-ending worlds of 
And yet thy full orb burns with flash as keen 
and bright. 

We call thee Lord of day; and thou dost give 
To earth the fin thet animates her crjiyt. 

And wakens PQ fitie forms that move and live, 
From the fine/Viewless mould, which lurks in 
dust, 

To him who looks to heaven, and on his bust 
~ Bears stamped the seal of God, who gathers 
there [trust 

Lines of deep thought, high feeling, daring 
In ills own centred powers, who aims to share 
ill all bis soul can frame of wide, und great, 
and fair. 

Thy path is high in heaven :—we^^cannot 
gaze 

On the intense of Uj^t that girds thy car; 
There is a crown of glory in thy rays, 

Which bear thy pure divinity idar, 

To amgle with the equal light of star $ 

For than, so vast to us, art, in the whole, 

Oae of tte qiiici of night, that &e the air. 


[book II. 

And as aronnd thy centre plaflets roll, [soul. 
So thou, too, hast thy path around the ceqtnd 

I am no fond idolater to thee, 

One of the countless multitude, who bum. 

As lamps, abound the one Eternity, 

In whose contending forces systems turn 
Their circles round that seat of life, the um 
Where all must sleep, if matter ever dies:— 
Sight fails me here, but fancy can discern 
With the wide glance of her all-seeing eyes. 
Where, in the heart of worlds, the ruling Sju- 
rit lies. 

And thou, too, bast thy world, and unto thee 
We are as nothing;—thou j^st forth alone. 
And movest through the wide aeriaj sea. 

Glad as a conqueror resting on his throne 
From a new victory, where he late shown 
Wider his power to nations;—so thy%ght 
Comes with new pomp, as if thy strength had 
grown 

With each revolving day, or thou at night 
Had lit again thy fins, and thus renewed thy 
might. 

Age o’er thee has no power;—thou biing’st 
the same 

Light to renew the morning, as when first, 

If not eternal, thou, with front of flame, 

Cn the dark face of earth in glory burst, 

And wanned the seas, and in their bosom 
nursed 

The earliest thingsof life, the worm and shelV; 
Till through the sinking ocean mountains 
pierced. 

And then came forth the land whereon we 
dwell, [swell. 

Reared like a magic fane above the watery 

Thou lookest on the earth, and then it smiles; 
'Fhy light is hid, and all things droop and 
mourn; 

Laughs the wide sea around her budding isles, 
When through their heaven thy changing car 
is borne; [shorn 

Thou wheel’st away thy flight, the wo^s are 
Of ail their waving locks, and storms awake; 
.All, that was once so beautiful, is torn 
By the wild winds which plough the lonely 
lake, [tains shake. 

And in their maddening rush the crested moun- 

The earth lies buried in a shroud of snow; 
Life lingers, and would die; but thy return 
Gives to their gladdened hearts an overflow 
Of all tho<powerj^tbat brooded the urn ^ 

Of their chilled n^es, and then they p&oudly 

*.11 bands that would confine, and give to air 
Hues, fragrance, shapes of beauty, tillHhey 
burn, 

When on a dewy mom thou dartest there 
Rich waves of gold to wreaUh with fairer light 
the fur. 

The tales are thine; and when the touch of 
spring [light 

Thrills them, and. gives thsoi ^adnes^^hi tbf- 
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They glitter, uthe glancing ewallow'a wing 
Daehes the water in his winding flight, 

And leaves behind a wave, that crinkles bright. 
And widens outward to the pebbled shore. 

The vales are thine; and when they wake from 
night, [o’er 

The dews, that bend the grass tips, twinkling 
Their soft and oozy beds, look upward and 
adore. 

The hills are thine; they catch thy newest 
beam, 

And gladden in thy parting, where the wood 
Flames out in every leaf, and drinks the stream 
Tliat flows from out thy fulness, as a flood 
Bursts from an unknown land, and rolls the food 
Of natione*in its waters—so thy rays 
Flow and give brighter tints, than ever bud, 
When a clear sheet of ice reflects a blaze 
Of many twinkling ^^ms, as every glossed 
bough plays. 

Thine are the mountains, where they purely 
Snows that have never wasted, in a sky [lift 
Which hath no stain; below the storm may 
drift 

Its darkness, and the thunder-gust roar by; 
Aloft in thy eternal smile they lie [there, 
Dazzling, but cold; thy farewell glance looks 
And when below thy hues of beauty die, • 

Girt round them as a rosy belt, they bear 
Into the high, dark vault a brow that still is fair. 

The clouds are thine, and all their magic hues 
Are penciled by thee; when thoubendest low. 
Or comest in thy strength, thy band imbues 
Their waving fold with such a perihct glow 
Of all pure tints, the fairy pictures throw 
Shame on the proudest art; the tender stain 
Hung round the verge of heaven, that as a bow 
Girds the wide world, and in their blended 
chain [train. 

All tints to the deep gold, that flashes in thy 

These are thy trophies, and thotj bend’st thy 
arch. 

The sign of triumph, in a seven-fold twine. 
Where the spent storm is hastening on its 
march ; 

And there the glories of thy light combine|P 
And form, with perfect curve, a lifted line. 
Striding the earth and air: man looks and tells 
How peace and mercy in its beauty shine, 

And bow the heavenly messenger impels 
Her glad wings on the path, that thus in ether 
swells. 

Thtf ^ean is Ay vassal; thop dost^sway 
Qis waves to diy dominion^nd they go, 
Where^thou in heaten guide tliem on 
f their way, 

Rising and falling in eternal flow} 

Thou lookest on the waters, and they glow } 

* They tske them wings and spring aloft in air, 
And change to ebi&, and then, dissolving, 
throw [tear 

Their treasures back to earth, and, ruahing, 
\ The mountain and the vale, as proudly on th^ 
hear. 


I, too, have been upon thy tolfing breast, * 
Widest of waters! I have seen thee lie 
Calm,^a8 an infant pillowed in its rest 
On a fond mother’s bosom, when the sky. 

Not smoother, gave the deep its azure dye, 
Till a new heaven was arched and glassed be¬ 
low} 

And then the clouds, that gay in sunset fly. 
Cast on it such a stain, it kindled so. 

As in the cheek of youth the living roses 
grow. 

I; too, have seen thee on thy surging path, 
When the night tempest met thee} thou didst 
dash 

Thy white arms high in heaven, as if in w'rath 
Threatening the angry sky} thy waves did lash 
The laboring vessel, and with deadening crash 
Rush madly forth to scourge its groaning 
sides; 

Onward thy billows came to meet and clash 
In a wild warfare, till the lifted tides 
Mingled their yesty tops, where the dark Storm- 
Cloud rides. 

In thee, first lights the bounding ocean smiles 
When the ^ick winds uprear it in a swell. 
That rolls in glittering g^n around the isles. 
Where ever-springing Traits and blassoms 
dwell; 

O ! with a joy no gifted tongue can tell, 

I hurry o’er the waters, when the sail 
Swells tensely, and the light keel glances well 
Over the curling billow, and the gale 
Gomes off from spicy groves to tell its win¬ 
ning tale. 

The soul is thine; of old thou wert the power 
Who gave the poet life } and I in thee 
Feel my heart gladden, at the holy hour, 
When thou art sinking in the silent sea; 

Or, when 1 climb the height, and wander free 
In thy meridian glory—for the air 
Sparkles and burns in thy inteBsitJ^— 

I feel thy light within me, and I share 
In the full glow of soul thy spirit kindles there. 

I $ 186. A Pieture. Px&cital. 

Scene—^Tbe Valley of the Catekill River north of tba 
CaUkill Moiuteine. 

The glories of a clouded moonlit njght— 
An union of wild mountains, and dark storms 
Gathering around their summits, or, in forms 
Majestic, moving fsr away in light, 

Like pillared snow, or spectres wreathed in 
flame— 

Meanwhile, around the distant peaks a flow 
Of moonlight settles, seeming from below, 
Abovefhe mountain's rude, gigantic frame. 
An island of the heart, a borne of bright. 
Unsullied souls, who, ckd in purest white, 
Their bosoms stainless as their mantles, play 
Around the gilded rocks, and snowy lawns, 
And azure groves, in choirs, like bomid^ 
ftwos 

Aroood the throne of some inq^eriil 



Again the dark clouds brood below; tbeir 
fold 

A moment shrouds the moantain in dan shade, 
Like midnight blackness from a crater rolled, ^ 
And flashing, as the glimmering of a blade 
Amid the wreaths of war-emoke, light ni ngs 
quirer, [shiver, 

And crackling bolts the oak’s bent baches 
And rorobUng echoea from the hdilow glens 
Roar, dike tm voice of liona in their dens 
Awing the silent desert—^then the clond, 
('areoring on the whirlwind, lifts its shroud 
From ofl* yon soaring pinnacle, and sweet. 

Soft moonlight there is sleeping, like the ray, 
Whose flashes on a chequered fountain play 
Light as the twinkling glance of fairies’ feet, 
Or brood in burnish^ brightness on the 
stream, 

Or kiss the tufted bank of dewy flowers, 

As if consoling, in his boyish diesm. 

Her shepherd through her own still magic 
hours— 

Such is the brightness on those rocky dowers; 
And, rising in an arch of double height. 
Soaring away beyond that oone, the sky 
Smiles to the harmonizing touch 6f light. 

Like the blue iris ofis joyous eye— 

The moon is there in glory, and the stars 
Shrink from her fuller Vendor, and grow 
dim 

Behind the veil of her effulgence. Airs, 

As if from Eden breathing, blow; clouds swim. 
Foamlike and fleecy, round the landscape's 
brim; 

And, heaving like a storm-swoln billow’s crest, 
RoUa the wild tenqmst in the darkened west. 
Its flashes twinkling through the gloom, its 
peals 

Bellowing amid the purple glens; the rain, 
Scudding along the forest, tears the bow 
Wreathte rou^ the flying storm-cloud, as it 
steals, 

Stiller and stiller through the night—^the stain 
Of braided colors, in a softer glow. 

Bends o’er the foaming river its tall arch, 

As if the spirits of the air might march 
From mountain on to mountain, and look 
down, * 

In triumph, from the pictured circle’s crown. 
On hamlets wrapped in slumber, meadows 
green [leaves are bowed 

And gemmed with rain-drops, woods, whose 
With the dissolving richness of the clond, 

And brown brooks flashing down the hills, and 
pouring [wheels 

Their tribute to the master stream, which 
Through the rude valley, foaming, tumbling, 
roaring, 

And on the lonely wanderer, who steils 
Abroad in silence to that echoing shore. 

And, gazii^ on the mad wave, and tlte sky. 
Which arches o’er the universe on high. 

And on the ffyingcohorts of the storm, 

Hi^ng their ftpvm behind a seraph’s form, 
Widi soul subbed, and awed, enchanted eye, 
Can ei^ buwkBfim them and adore. 


[aon< 11, 

$ 186. Thi DuaUd Wifu FlKcivai:. 

Hx comes not—1 have watched the moon 
go down, 

But yet he comes not—Once it was not so. 

He thinks not how these bitter tears do flow. 
The while he holds his riot in that town. 

Yet he will come, and chide, and I shall 
we^; 

And he will wake my infant from its sleep. 

To blend its feeble wailing with my tears. 

O! how I love a mother’s watch to keep 
Over those sleeping eyes, that smile, which 
cheers [de^! 

My heart, though sunk in sorrow, fixed and 
I had a husband once, who loved m»—now 
He ever wears a frown upon his bi%w. 

And feeds his passion on a wanton’s lip. 

As bees, from laurel flowers, a poiso3|iip; 

But yet I cannot hate—O! there were hours. 
When I could hang for ever on his eye. 

And Time, who stole with silent swiftness by. 
Strewed, as he hurried on, his path with flow¬ 
ers. 

I loved him then—he loved me too—My heart 
Still finds its fondness kindle, if he smile. 

The memory of our loves will ne’er depart; 
And, though he often sting me with a dart, 
Yenomed and barbed, and waste upon the 
vile 

Caresses, which his bate and mine should 
share; 

Though be should spurn me, I will calmly bear 
His madness—and, should sickness come, and 
Its paralyzing hand upon him, then [lay 
1 would with kindness all my wrongs repay, 
Until the penitent should weep, and say, 

How injured and how faithful I had teen. 

$ 187. Liberty to Athena. Pxscivai.. 

The flag of freedom floats once more 
Around the Softy Parthenon; 

It waves as waved the palm of yore. 

In days departed long and gone; 

As bright a glory, from the skies, 

B||ws down its light around these towers, 
once again the Greeks arise. 

As in their country’s noblest hours: 

Their swords are girt in virtue’s cause, 
Minerva’s Sacred hill is free. 

O! may she keep her equal laws. 

While man shall live, and time shall oe. 

The pridd'of silver shrines wait down; ^ 

The Goth, the the Turk, had rdit 

The laurel ftom 1^ civic crown; 

Her helm many a sword was cleft f c 

She lay among hqr ruins low j 

Where grew the palm, the cypress rose; 

And, crushed and bruised by many a blow, 

She cowered beneath her ^vage foes; 

But now again she springs from earth. 

Her loud, awakening trumpet qieaka> 

She rises in a brighter birth, 

And sounds redemption to the Graeki,. 
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It ii the claMitf johilee; 

Their servile jrears hiwe relied twajr} 

Tte clouds that hovered o'er them flee; 

They hail the daivn of freedom's day; 
From>heaven the golden light descends^ 

' The times of old are on the wing, 

And glory there her pinion bends, 

And beauty .wakes a fairer spring; 

The hills of Greece, her rocks, her waves, 

Are all in triumph’s pomp arrayed; 

A light, that points their tyrants’ graves. 

Plays round each bold Athenian’s blade. 

'J'he Parthenon, the sacred shrine. 

Where wisdom held her pure abode; 

The hill of Afars, where light divine 
Proclaim^ the true, but unknown God; 
Where justice held unyielding sway. 

And trampled all corruption down, 

And onward took her lolly way 
To reach at truth’s unfading crown: 

The rock, where liberty was full, 

Wh^re eloquence her torrents rolled, 

And loud, against the despot’s rule, 

A knell the patriot’s fury tolled: 

The stage, whereon the dcggia spake. 

In tones that seemed the words of heaven. 
Which made the wretch in terror shake. 

As by avenging furies driven : 

The groves and gardens, where the fire 
Of wisdom, as a fountain, burned. 

And every eye, that dared aspire 
To truth, has long in worship turned : 

I’he halls and porticoes, where trod 
The moral sage, severe, unstained. 

And where, the intellectual god- 
In all the light of science reigned : 

The schools, where rose in symmetry 
The simple, but majestic pile, 

Where marble threw its roughness by. 

To glow, to frown, to weep, to smile. 

Where colors made the canvass live. 

Where music rolled her flood along. 

And all the charms that art can give, 

Were blent with beauty, love, and song: 

The port, ffom whose capacious womb 
Her navies took their conquering road. 

The heralds of an awful doom 
To all, who would not kiss her rod 
On these a dawn of glory springs, 

Those trophies of her brightest fame; 

Away the long-chained city flings 
Her wqpds, her shackles, and her shame ; 
Agiin her ancient souls awake, 

Harmodius bam anew his sword; _ 

Hef ipns in w^th their fet^ bre&, 

And fireedom is theur oalx^Bra. 

• 

^ $ 188. Conntmpiion. PiHCiTAt. 

Tbbkb is a sweetness id woman’s decay, 
When the light of beauty is &ding away, 
When the bright dnehutment of youth is gene, 
And the tint that glowed, and the eye thet 
, abcHse, 
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And darted uoond its glance of power, 

And the lip that vied with the sweetest flower. 
Thai ever in Pestum’s* garden blew. 

Or ever was steeped in fragrant dew, 

When all that was bright and fkir is fled, 

But the loveliness lingering round the dead. 

O! there is a sweetness in beauty’s close, 

Like the perfume scenting the adhered rose; 
For a nameless charm around her plays, 

And her eyes are kindled with hallowed rays. 
And a veil of spotless purity 
Has mantled her cheek with'ita heavenly dye. 
Like a cloud whereon the queen of night 
Has poured her aoflest tint of light; 

And there is a blending of white and blue, 
Where the purple blo<^ is melting through 
The snow of her pale and tender cheek; 

And there are tones, that sweetly speak 
Of a spirit, who longs for a purer day, 

And is ready to wing her flight away. 

In the flush of youth and the spring of feeling, 
When^life, like a sunny stream, is stealing 
Its silent steps thfpugh a flowery pith. 

And all the^endearments, that pleasure hath. 
Are poured from her full, o’erflowing horn. 
When the rose of enjflyment conceals no 
thorn, 

In her lightness of heart, to the cheery song 
The maiden may trip in the dance along. 

And think of the passing moment, that Ties, 
Like a fiury dream, in her dazzled eyes. 

And yield to the present, that charms around. 
With all that is lovely in sight and sound. 
Where a thousand pleasing phantoms flit, 
With the voice of mirth, and the burst of wit, 
And the music that steals to the bosom's core, 
And the heart in its fulness flowing o'er 
With a few big drops that are soon repressed, 
For short is the stay of grief in her breast;— 
In this enlivened and glndsome hour 
The spirit may burn with a brighter power j 
But dearer the calm and quiet day, 

When the heaven-sick soul is stealing away. 

And when her sun is low-declining. 

And life wears out with no repining, 

And the whisper, that tells of early death, 

Is soft as the west wind’s balmy breath, 

When it comes, at the hour of still repose, 

To sleep in the breast of the wooing rose; 
And the lip, that swelled with a living glow, 
Ts pale as a curl of new-fallen snow; 

And her cheek, like the Parian stone, is fair. 
Rut the hectic spot that flushes there, 

When the tide life, from its secret dwelling. 
In a sudden gush, is dmply swelling, 

And giving a tinge to her icy lips, 

Like thi crimson rose’s brightest tips. 

As richly red, and an tcanswnt too, 

At the clonds in antuma’s aky of Une, 

That aeem, Uke a host «fglory, met 
To honor ann at hia golden aatj— 

* BUktiqas rosaria iML—P’iqg. 
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O! tlMit, when the iplrit ie taking wing, 
Howftmdly her thonghta to her dw one cling, 
Aa if she would Ueod her aoui with hie 
In a deep and long*inipiinted kiaa j 
So fondly the panting camel fliea, 

Where the glaaay vapor cheats hia eyea, 

And the dove fW>m the falcon aeeka her nest, 
And the infknt shrinks to its mother’s breast. 
And, thougiPher dying voice be mute, 

Or faint as the tones of an unstrung lute, 

• And, though the glow from her cheek be fled, 
And her pale lipa cold as the marble dead. 
Her eye still beams unwonted fires, 

With a woman’s love and a saint’s desires; 
And her last, fond, lingering look is given 
To the love she leaves, and then to heaven. 
As if she would bear that love away 
To a purer world and a brighter day. 

$ 189. 2%e Coral Grove. Pxbcival. 

Dkep in the wave ia a coral grove, ^ 

Where the purple mullet and gold-flu rove. 
Where the aea-flower spreads its leaves of 
blue. 

That never are wet with falling new. 

But in bright and changeful beauty shine, 

Far down in the green and glassy brine. 

I'he floor is of sa^, like the mountain drift, 
And the pearl shells spangle the flinty anow; 
From coral rocka the sea plants lift 
Their boughs, where the tides and billows flow; 
The water is calm and still below; 

For the winds and waves are absent there. 
And the sands are bright as tbe stars that glow 
In the motionless fields of upper oir: 

There, with iu waving blade of green. 

The sea-flag streams through the silent water, 
And tbe enmson leaf of the dulse is seen 
To blush, like a banner bathed in slaughter : 
There, with a light and easy motion, [sea; 
The fan-coral sweeps through the clear, deep 
And the yellow and scarlet tufts of ocean 
Are bending like corn on the upland lea : 

And life, in rare and beautiful forma, 

Is sporting amid those bowers of stone. 

And is aaft,when the wrathful spirit <^stoniM, 
Has made tbe top of the wave his own: 

And when the ship from his fuiy flies. 

Where the myriad voices of ocean roar. 

When tbe wind-god firowns in tbe murky skies. 
And demons are waiting the wreck on shore; 
Then, ikr below, in the peacefiil sea, 

Tbe purple mullet and gold-fish rove. 

Where the watem murmur tranquilly. 
Through the bending twigs of tbe eoI^d grove. 

190. The Broken Heart. PsRgtvAL. 

Hx has gone to tbe land, where tbe dead are 
And mute the song of gladness j [■tUl, 

He drank attbe cup of grief bis fill, 

Ajad bis^tfe was a dream of madness} 
victim of Alley’s torturing speli, 

Frsna to tiukMss driven, 


His agony was the rack of heU, 

His joy the thrill of heaven. • 

He has gone to tbe land, where the dead are 
And thought will sting him—'never ; . [cold, 

The tomb its darkest veil has rolled 
O'er ail his fkults for ever; 

O! there was a light that shone within 
The gloom, that hung around him ; 

His heart was formed to woo and ^n. 

But love had never crowned him. 


He has gone to the land, where the dead may 
In a soft, unbroken slumber, [rqst 

Where the pulse, that swelled his anguished 
Shall never his tortures number; [breast. 
Ah ! little the reckless witlings kntflr 
How keenly throbbed and smarted 
That bosom, which burned with a lightest 
Till crushed and broken-hearted. 

He longed to love, and a frown was all 
The cold and thoughtless gave him; 

He sprang to ambition’s trumpet-call, 

But Wk they rudely drave him: 

He glowed with a spirit pure agd high; 

They called the iBBling madness; 

And he wept for wo with a melting eye; 
'Twas weak and moody sadness. 

He sought, with an ardor full and keen. 

To rise to a noble station, 

But, repulsed by the proud, the cold, the mean, 
He sunk in desperation ; 

They called him away to pleasure’s bowers, 
But gave him a poisoned chalice, 

And from her alluring wreath of flowers 
They glanoed'the grin of malice. 


He felt, that the charm of life was gone. 
That his hopes were chilled and biaated. 
That being wearily lingered on 
In sadness, while it lasted; 

He turned to the picture fancy drew, 
Which be thought would darken never; 

It fled to the damp, cold grave he flew. 
And he sleeps with the dead for ever. 



How beautiful ie Night. 


How beautiful is Night 
A smile is on her brow; 

Her eyes of dewy light 
Look out, serendy bright. 

Upon tbe wave below: 

The wateip, How, 

Just murmur, anl^he air " 
Hath scarce a br^J} to show 
A spirit moving there: 

The world is purely fiir; 

The winds are hushed and still; 
The moonlight on the hill 
Is sleejung, and her ray 
Along the fklling rill, • 

In lightly dancing play. 
Soft-winding, steals away: 

A cool and silent Iwoath, 
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FVmb witer-iUla uid ■traaiai, 

OmnM o’er my ear, like dreama. 

Which, in the pictured death 
Of slumber, on the soul 
Delicious whispers roll j 
And lead in muy light. 

Before the spirit’s eye. 

Sweet visions of delight. 

In trains of beauty, by.— 

How fair and calm is night' 

Amid the dewy bowers 
She guides the silent hours. 

With fairy steps, along, 

And round the floating throng 
A cloudy vesture throws; 

And loosely on the air 
She spresA their raven hair 
To every wind that blows: ' 

They seem to hover by 
Between me and the sky, 

Each with a golden zone, 

A waving rote of snow, 

A veil, whose folds are thrown 
In undulating flow, 

’ Like clouds, when breezes blow: 

So, to my fanc^ view, wswe^ 

The sylphid people play 
Around the vaulted blue, 

And then they melt away, s 

And leave the sky all bright 
With lamps of living light; 

And, as I fondly gaze, 

Where countless cressets blaze, 

1 look to he iven and say, 
lluw teiiiittful IS Night t" 

$ 192. The Wanderine Bpirit. Pkrcitai, 

Therr ’s a voice that is heard in the depth 
of the sky, [heaven } 

Where nothing is seen* but the blue-tinted 
That voice with the wind rolls its mellowness 
by, * [given: 

And a few notes, alone, to our fond ears are 
The spint, who sings it, still hastens away ; 
He is doomed round the wide earth for ever 
a, roam; 

He may settle a moment, but never will 
For he ne’er found, and never will find, here a 
home. 

There is grief in the voice, as it conies through 
th^ir, [even, 

^ Like the low-moaning wind in the calmness of 
Or tlie tene, as we dream, of ^ angpls, who 
•Imr • V [ven; 

Tte P<^ *oul, that rises tgfflmngle with hea- 
It was cl^r, when it first came, but quickly 
ffar [shore. 

It murmured and died, like the wave on the 
„^When the mariner hails the benevolent star. 
That rises and smiley and the tempest is o’er. 

01 that voice is the ^ige, that for ever is 
sung • , [love ;< 

iPai^tbe wraekand the rain of beauty and 


v«yTh 


But ha Ban that an deaf is its melody flung} 
There are none, who will listen, but puns 
ones above: 

O! earth is no place for the spirit, who feels 
Every wound ta the heait with the pang of 
despair, [sfoah 

He will mourn, and be never at home, till he 
To the skies, and the bright world, that wol« 
comes him there. ■* 

$ 193. A TaU. Psbcival. 

Shs had been touched with grief, and on 
her cheek 

Sorrow hod left its impress in the pale, 

Soft tint of fkding loveliness. She bore 
Meekly the burden of her woes, and toh^ 

To none the secret of her heart. It preyed 
For ever on her lifo, and blanched away 
The roses which bad bloomed so wooingly 
And freshly on her laughing lips. Her smile 
Grew fainter, and it only spreu a line 
Of a most tender carmine, where the snow 
Scarce had a stun to mark it ftom the pure 
And perfoct whitbaess of her cheek and 

brow— 

So pure, she seemed a living monument 
Of Parian marble; and the flaxen curls 
That waved around her forehead, and the arch 
Darker and brighter bent above that eye. 
Which through long lashes spoke in looks of 
fire, 

.\nd was the only eloquence she used— 
I'liese,—and at times a gushing to her cheek, 
T.ike the first flush of morning, or the faint 
Fa«t-dying purple, when the twilight steals 
Into the depth of darkness,—these were all 
That told she yet was living, and was not 
An image of tlie graces, or the shade 
Of a departed maiden, which at night 
Visits the silent walks she loved, and hangs 
Over the grave she watered, till she took 
Her last repose beside it. 

She had been 

The gayest and the loveliest, and had moved 
Through the light dance, and in the bending 
crowd 

young admirers, like an infknt queen 
Proud of her innocent beauty. There was one 
Who looked, but spake not} and when others 
took 

Her hand to lead her throng^ the merry hall. 
In ateps all grace and harmony, he stole 
Aside, and wept in angutah. He was made 
Not for the place of mirth, but for the still 
And peaceful shade of fooling, and of thoUgffts, 
Which have their home in higher souls, and 
are 

I,one, amPttnfriended, and unknown, below. 
Hia was a social nature; yet not ma^ 

To Uend with crowds, tet find, in one alone, 
One fliry minister of soft delights. 

And pure as thty are-tondor, that deep jqy, 
Whi^ none am ever uttered. Ldm be 
seugfat 
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To win Iisrto tbote calm ratreatf, ud give For, with a finn, fixed in which wen 
. To her a ai^rit kindred to bia own, eeen [back, 

And lead her to the one and only love. More thoughts oi grief than anger, he drew 

The l^gi^ony of thought, and wish, and life, And, casting one proud farewell glance, that 
The union of all feelings, whence the deep, told 

Exhaustless fountain of their blended hearts There was no after hope^ he turned aw!ay, 

Flows ever deeper, and has ever more And soon was gone, an exile, none ^Jcnew 

Of music in its flow, and more of light where. 

And beauty^ |ts flilncss. Thus he dwelt He wandered to another land, and found 
On her fresAiovelineBS, until his life New friends, who sought to cheer him; but a \ 

Was linked unto her image, and her form weight [ed;— 

Mingled with every thought, and every spot, Hung oh his heart, and would not be remov- 
'XlWiere the new spring looked beautiful, -was The feeling of regrdt and injury; 

filled The love that will not perish, and the pride 

With her pervading presence; but he dared That quenches love, but does not make it hate; 
Speak only to the mountain-winds her name. The fondness that will steal at times, and melt 
And only in a whisper. The heart to tears } and then the sudden pang 

She had marked Of long-remembered scorn, which freezes fast 
The silent youth, and, witb% beauty’s eye, I'iie fountain in its flow, and leaves the coid,*^ 
Knew well she was beloved; and though her Dim glare of one, whose only hope is death. 

, light He was in happy regions, and the sky 

And Itounding spirit still was wild and gay, Above him was most beautiful; its blue 

And sporting in the revel, yet her hoprs Was higher and intenser, and it took 

Of solitude were visited by him, [loved The spirit on a journey into heaven, 

Who looked with such deep passion. She too A nd mode it more than mortal j cool, soft gales 
And saw more in hie melancholvqeye. Stole from a jgg 3 f‘-efiil oca3fl|Swhose bright 

And in the delicate form, and th^till look, waves"' 

And that high front ofintollect, which crowned Rolled gently on to music, and they blew 
Features that were all tenderness and love, Through woven trellises of all-sweet flowers. 
Like the fair shrine of poesy, where thoughts And sported round long wreaths of festoon^ 
Dwelt high and solemn, such as from their vines 

seat Hung with tlie gayest blossoms, and o’er beds. 

Of glory visit none, but the great few. That breathed in mellowest airs of balm *ind 

Whose languoge is immortal—there she saw myrrh. 

More that bod charms to win her, than in all Music was in those bowers, and beauty there 
The light, unmeaning swarm, who Ihwned, and Crowded in mystic dances, and their nights 
danced, Were consecrated to the skilful sounds 

And played their tricks in envious rivoliy. Of a most witching harmony, to choirs 
Happy to draw fh>m her one eeornful emile. Such as once moved in Athens to the voice 

She loved him with e true and early love. Of flutes and timbrels. Many an eye was bent 

And with her tenderness there was a sense Full on the noble stranger, and they sought 
awe, when on those magic eyes she gazed. To win bis smile; but yet he would not smile, 
Which seemed to look on spirits, not on men. For all hia better thoughts were far away ; 

Still, in her innocent eheerfulness, she sought And when he looked upon the lovely ones 
To lead him fhtm his solitary haunts, Around him, it recalled, with keener sense, 

And throw bright smiles upon that shaded Her, who to him was lovelier, whom he loved, 

brow, would not, in his bitterness, forgive. 

And light that eye to rapture from its deep ^dHp^hen it was told her that the youth hod 
And mute abstraction. So she laughed andT^ fled, 

sung, ' And fled in anger, then her look was changed, 

And called him to the dance; hut, with a gush And never more her ateps were in the dance ; 
Of feeling irresistible, he stole Nor were tlie cheerful sounds of her sweet 

Aside and wept. Again he sought her ear, voice ^ 

And told her his fond tale First she looked Heard in the crowd of revellers, ^one 
cold, She wept the folly which baAthrowrPaway 

And »'er her forehead curled a playful fiown; The only treawe she had tiffy Inve^ * 

Then suddenly, and with a few light words, And left her, inMis^ ihirest of her dayV, •• 

She Bcommlly turned from him, and enjoyed The very spring-time of her loveiineis. 

The moment of her triumph—it wi^nhort; Only to think m what had been, and gteve. 


MW or rot. T. 








